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^*  lean  not  gather  the  snnhea^ns  out  of  the  east,  or  I  would  make  them 
tell  you  what  I  have  seen ;  but  read  this  and  i7iterpret  this,  and  let  us 
remember  together,  I  can  not  gather  the  gloom  out  of  the  night-sky,  or  1 
would  make  that  tell  you  what  I  have  seen;  but  read  this  and  interpret 
this,  and  let  us  feel  together.  And  if  you  have  not  that  unthin  you  which 
1  can  summofi  to  my  aid,  if  you  have  not  the  sun  in  your  spirit  and  the 
passion  in  your  heart  which  my  words  may  awaken,  though  they  be  indis- 
tinct and  swift,  leave  me,  for  I  will  give  you  no  patient  mockery,  no 
labouring  insults  of  that  glorious  Natur-e  whose  I  am  and  whom  I  serve" 

Euskin. 
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•*  The  me7i  who  come  on  the  stage  at  one  period  are  all  found  to  he 
related  to  one  another.  Certain  ideas  are  in  the  air.  We  are  all  im- 
pressionable, for  we  are  made  of  them;  all  impressionable^  but  some  more 
than  others,  and  these  first  express  them.  This  explains  the  curious  tem- 
poraneousness  of  inventions  and  discoveries.  The  truth  is  in  the  air,  and 
the  most  impressionable  brain  will  anno^ince  it  firsts  but  all  ufill  announce 
it  a  few  minutes  later.    So  women,  as  most  susceptible,  are  the  best  index 

of  the  coming  hour^  .  -r^ 

•*  ^  Emerson, 
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CHAPTER  I. 

The  day  preceding  Beth's  birth  was  a  gray  day,  a  serene  gray 
day,  awesome  with  a  certain  solemnity,  and  singularly  significant 
to  those  who  seek  a  sign.  There  is  a  quiet  mood,  an  inner  calm, 
to  which  a  gray  day  adds  peculiar  solace.  It  is  like  the  relief 
which  follows  after  tears,  when  hope  begins  to  revive  and  the 
warm  blood  throbs  rebel liously  to  be  free  of  the  shackles  of  grief : 
a  certain  heaviness  still  lingers,  but  only  as  a  luxurious  languor 
which  is  a  pleasure  in  itself.  In  other  moods,  however — in  pain, 
in  doubt,  in  suspense — the  gray  day  deepens  the  depression  of  the 
spirits,  and  also  adds  to  the  sense  of  physical  discomfort.  Mrs. 
Caldwell,  looking  up  at  noon  from  the  stocking  she  was  mending, 
and  seeing  only  a  slender  strip  of  level  gloom  above  the  houses 
opposite,  suddenly  experienced  a  mingled  feeling  of  chilliness  and 
dread,  and  longed  for  a  fire,  although  the  month  was  June.  She 
could  not  afford  fires  at  that  time  of  year,  yet  she  thought  how 
nice  it  would  be  to  have  one,  and  the  more  she  thought  of  it  the 
more  chilly  she  felt.  A  little  comfort  of  the  kind  would  have 
meant  so  much  to  her  that  morning.  She  would  like  to  have  felt 
it  right  to  put  away  the  mending,  sit  by  a  good  blaze  with  a  book, 
and  absorb  herself  in  somebody  else's  thoughts,  for  her  own  were 
far  from  cheerful.  She  was  weak,  and  ill,  and  anxious,  the  mother 
of  six  children  already,  and  about  to  produce  a  seventh  on  an 
income  that  would  have  been  insufiicient  for  four.  It  was  a  reck- 
less thing  for  a  delicate  woman  to  do.  but  she  never  thought  of 
that  She  lived  in  the  days  when  no  one  thought  of  the  waste  of 
women  in  this  respect,  and  they  had  not  begun  to  think  for  them- 
selves.    What  she  suffered  she  accepted  as  her  "lot"  or  "the 

will  of  God" — the   expi'ession  varied  with   the   nature  of  the 
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trouble ;  extreme  pain  was  "  the  will  of  God,"  but  minor  discom- 
forts and  worries  were  her  "  lot."  That  much  of  the  misery  was 
perfectly  preventable  never  occurred  to  her,  and  if  any  one  had 
suggested  such  a  thing  she  would  have  been  shocked.  The  parson 
in  the  pulpit  preached  endurance ;  and  she  understood  that  any- 
thing in  the  nature  of  resistance,  any  discussion  even  of  social 
problems,  would  not  only  have  been  a  flying  in  the  face  of  Provi- 
dence, but  a  most  indecent  proceeding.  She  knew  that  there  was 
crime  and  disease  in  the  world,  but  there  were  judges  and  juries 
to  pursue  criminals,  doctors  to  deal  with  diseases,  and  the  clergy 
to  speak  a  word  in  season  to  all,  from  the  murderer  on  the  scaffold 
to  the  maid  who  had  misconducted  herself.  There  was  nothing 
eccentric  about  Mrs.  Caldwell ;  she  accepted  the  world  just  as  she 
found  it,  and  was  satisfied  to  know  that  effects  were  being  dealt 
with.  Causes  she  never  considered,  because  she  knew  nothing 
about  them. 

But  she  was  ill  at  ease  that  morning,  and  did  think  it  rather 
hard  that  she  should  not  have  had  time  to  recover  from  her  last 
illness.  She  acknowledged  to  herself  that  she  was  very  weak, 
that  it  was  hard  to  drag  the  darning-needle  through  that  worn 
stocking,  and,  oh,  dear !  the  holes  were  so  many  and  so  big  that 
week,  and  there  were  such  quantities  of  other  things  to  be  done — 
clothes  mended  and  made  for  the  children,  besides  household  mat- 
ters to  be  seen  to  generally.  Why  wasn't  she  strong  ?  That  was 
the  only  thing  she  repined  about,  poor  woman !  her  want  of  phys- 
ical strength.  She  would  work  until  she  dropped,  however,  and 
mortal  man  could  expect  no  more  of  her,  she  assured  herself  with 
a  sigh  of  satisfaction,  in  anticipation  of  the  inevitable  event  which 
would  lay  her  by  and  so  release  her  from  all  immediate  responsi- 
bility. Worn  and  weary  working  mothers,  often  uncomplaining 
victims  of  the  crudest  exactions,  toilers  whose  day's  work  is  never 
done,  no  wonder  they  welcome  even  the  illness  which  enforces 
rest  in  bed — the  one  holiday  that  is  ever  allowed  them.  Mrs. 
Caldwell  thought  again  of  the' fire  and  the  book.  She  had  read  a 
good  deal  at  one  time,  and  had  even  been  able  to  play  and  sing 
and  draw  and  paint  with  a  dainty  touch ;  but  since  her  marriage 
the  many  children,  the  small  means,  and  the  failing  strength  had 
made  all  such  pursuits  an  impossible  luxury.  The  fire  and  the 
book — who  knows  what  they  might  not  have  meant  I  what  a 
benign  difference  the  small  relaxation  allowed  to  the  mother  at 
this  critical  time  might  not  have  made  in  the  temperament  of  the 
child!    Perhaps  if  we  could  read -the  events  even  of  that  one  day 
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aright  we  should  find  in  them  the  clew  to  all  that  was  inexpli- 
cable in  her  subsequent  career. 

In  deciding  that  she  could  not  afford  a  fire  for  herself,  Mrs. 
Caldwell  had  glanced  round  the  room,  and  noticed  that  the 
whisky  bottle  on  the  sideboard  was  all  but  empty.  She  got  up 
hastily,  and  went  into  the  kitchen. 

"  I  had  quite  forgotten  the  whisky,"  she  said  to  the  maid-of- 
aU-work,  who  was  scraping  potatoes  at  the  sink.  **  Your  master 
will  be  so  put  out  if  there  isn't  enough !  You  must  go  at  once 
and  get  some — six  bottles.  Bring  one  with  you,  and  let  them 
send  the  rest" 

The  girl  turned  upon  her  with  a  scowl,  "And  who's  to  do  my 
dinner  ? "  she  demanded. 

"  I'U  do  what  I  can,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered.  The  servant 
threw  the  knife  down  on  the  potatoes,  and  turned  from  the  sink 
suUenly,  wiping  her  hands  on  her  apron  as  she  went. 

Mrs.  CaldweU  rolled  up  her  sleeves  and  set  to  work,  but  awk- 
wardly. Household  work  comes  naturally  to  many  educated 
women;  they  like  it,  and  they  do  it  well.  But  Mrs.  Caldwell 
was  not  one  of  this  kind.  She  was  not  made  for  labour,  but  for 
luxury ;  her  hands  and  arms,  both  delicately  beautiful  in  form 
and  colour,  alone  showed  that.  Her  whole  air  betokened  gentle 
birth  and  breeding.  She  looked  out  of  place  in  the  kitchen,  and 
it  was  evident  that  she  could  only  acquit  herself  well  among  the 
refinements  of  life.  She  set  to  work  with  a  will,  however,  for  she 
had  the  pluck  and  patience  of  ten  men.  She  peeled  vegetables, 
chopped  meat,  fetched  water,  carried  coals  to  mend  the  fire,  did 
all  that  had  to  be  done  to  the  best  of  her  ability,  although  she 
had  to  cling  many  times  to  table,  or  chair,  or  dresser,  to  recover 
from  the  exertion,  and  brace  herself  for  a  fresh  attempt.  When 
she  had  done  in  the  kitchen  she  went  to  the  dining-room  and 
laid  the  cloth.  The  sulky  servant  did  not  hurry  back.  She  had 
a  trick  of  lingering  long  on  errands,  and  when  at  last  she  did  ap- 
pear she  brought  no  whisky. 

"  They're  going  to  send  it,"  she  explained.  "  They  promised 
to  send  it  at  once." 

"  But  I  told  you  to  bring  a  bottle,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed, 
stamping  her  foot  imperiously. 

The  girl  walked  off  to  the  kitchen,  and  slammed  the  door. 

Mrs.  Caldwell's  forehead  was  puckered  with  a  frown,  but  she 
got  out  the  mending  again  and  sat  down  to  it  in  the  dining-room 
viA  doffired  detarmination. 
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Presently  there  was  a  step  outside.  She  looked  up  and  lis- 
tened. The  front  door  opened.  The  worn  face  brightened ; 
backache  and  weariness  were  forgotten  ;  her  husband  had  come 
home,  and  it  was  as  if  the  clouds  had  parted  and  the  sun  shone 
forth. 

She  looked  up  brightly  to  greet  him.  "  YouVe  got  your  work 
over  early  to-day,"  she  said. 

"  I  have,"  he  answered  dryly,  without  looking  at  her. 

The  smile  froze  on  her  lips.  He  had  come  back  in  an  irritable 
mood.  He  went  to  the  sideboard  when  he  had  spoken,  and 
poured  himself  out  a  stiff  glass  of  whisky  and  water,  which  he 
carried  to  the  window,  where  he  stood  with  his  back  to  his  wife, 
looking  out.  He  was  a  short  man  who  made  an  instant  impres- 
sion of  light  eyes  in  a  dark  face.  You  would  have  looked  at  him 
a  second  time  in  the  street  and  thought  of  him  after  he  had  passed, 
so  striking  was  the  peculiar  contrast.  His  features  were  Euro- 
pean, but  his  complexion  and  his  soft  glossy  black  hair,  curling 
close  and  crisp  to  the  head,  betrayed  a  dark  drop  in  him,  probably 
African.  In  the  West  Indies  he  would  certainly  have  been  set 
down  as  a  quadroon.  There  was  no  record  of  negro  blood  in  the 
family,  however,  no  trace  of  any  ancestor  who  had  lived  abroad ; 
and  the  three  Moors*  heads  with  ivory  rings  through  their  noses 
which  appeared  in  one  quarter  of  the  scutcheon  were  always  un- 
derstood by  later  generations  to  have  been  a  distinction  conferred 
for  some  special  butchery  business  among  the  Saracens. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  glanced  at  her  husband  as  he  stood  with  his 
back  to  her  in  the  window,  and  then  went  on  with  the  mending, 
patiently  waiting  till  the  mood  should  have  passed  off  or  she 
should  have  thought  of  something  with  which  to  beguile  him. 

When  he  had  finished  the  whisky  and  water,  he  turned  and 
looked  at  her  with  critical  disapprobation. 

*'  I  wonder  why  it  is  when  a  woman  marries  she  takes  no  more 
pains  with  herself,"  he  ejaculated.  "  When  I  married  you,  you 
were  one  of  the  smartest  girls  I  ever  saw." 

"  It  would  be  difficult  to  be  smart  just  now,"  she  answered. 

He  made  a  gesture  of  impatience.  "  But  why  should  a  woman 
give  up  everything  when  she  marries  ?  You  had  more  accom- 
plishments than  most  of  them,  and  now  all  you  do,  it  seems  to 
me,  is  the  mending." 

**The  mending  must  be  done,"  she  answered  deprecatingly, 
"and  I'm  not  very  strong.  I'm  not  able  to  do  everything.  I 
would  if  I  could." 
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There  was  a  wild  stampede  at  this  moment.  The  four  elder 
children  had  returned  from  school,  and  the  two  younger  ones 
from  a  walk  with  their  nurse,  and  now  burst  into  the  room,  in 
wild  spirits,  demanding  dinner.  It  was  the  first  bright  moment 
of  the  morning  for  their  mother,  but  her  husband  promptly  spoiled 
her  pleasure. 

*'  Sit  down  at  table,''  he  roared,  "  and  don't  let  me  hear  another 
word  from  any  of  you.  A  man  comes  home  to  be  quiet,  and  this 
is  the  kind  of  thing  that  awaits  him ! " 

The  children  shrank  to  their  places  abashed,  while  their  mother 
escaped  to  the  kitchen  to  hurry  the  dinner.  The  form — or  farce 
— of  grace  was  gone  through  before  the  meal  commenced.  The 
children  ate  greedily,  but  were  obediently  silent.  All  the  little 
confidences  and  remarks  which  it  would  have  been  so  healthy  for 
them  to  make,  and  so  good  for  their  mother  to  hear,  had  to  be 
suppressed,  and  the  silence  and  constraint  made  every  one  dys- 
peptic. The  dinner  consisted  of  only  one  dish,  a  hash,  which 
Mrs.  Caldwell  had  made  because  her  husband  had  liked  it  so 
much  the  last  time  they  had  had  it.  He  turned  it  over  on  his 
plate  now,  however,  ominously,  blaming  the  food  for  his  own 
want  of  appetite.  Mrs.  Caldwell  knew  the  symptoms,  and 
sighed. 

"  I  can't  eat  this  stuff,"  he  said  at  last,  pushing  his  plate  away 
from  him. 

There's  a  pudding  coming,"  his  wife  replied. 
Oh,  a  pudding  I "  he  exclaimed.  ''  I  know  what  our  puddings 
are.  Why  aren't  women  taught  something  sensible  ?  What's  the 
use  of  all  your  accomplishments  if  you  can't  cook  the  simplest 
dish  ?  What  a  difference  it  would  have  made  to  my  life  if  you 
had  been  able  to  make  pastry  even ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  thought  of  the  time  she  had  spent  on  her  feet  in 
the  kitchen  that  morning,  doing  her  best,  and  she  also  thought 
how  easy  it  would  have  been  for  him  to  marry  a  woman  who 
could  cook,  if  that  were  all  he  wanted :  but  she  had  no  faint  glim- 
mering conception  that  it  was  unreasonable  to  expect  a  woman  of 
her  class  to  cook  her  dinner  as  well  as  eat  it.  One  servant  is  not 
expected  to  do  another's  work  in  any  establishment ;  but  a  mother 
on  a  small  income — the  most  cruelly  tried  of  women — is  too  often 
required  to  be  equal  to  anything.  Mrs.  Caldwell  said  nothing, 
however.  She  belonged  to  the  days  when  a  wife's  meek  submis- 
sion to  anything  a  man  chose  to  say  made  nagging  a  pleasant 
relaxation  for  him,  and  encouraged  him  to  pex^^N^Y^  xjcaXXi  \ife 
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acquired  a  peculiar  ease  in  the  art,  and  spoiled  the  tempers  of 
everybody  about  him. 

The  arrival  of  the  family  doctor  put  an  end  to  the  scene.  Mrs. 
Caldwell  told  the  children  to  run  away,  and  her  husband's  coun- 
tenance cleared. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  Gottley,"  he  said.     *'  What  will  you  have  ?  '* 

"  Oh,  nothing,  thank  you.  I  can't  stay  a  moment.  I  just 
looked  in  to  see  how  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  getting  on." 

"'  Oh,  she's  all  right,"  her  husband  answered  for  her  cheerfully. 
"  How  are  you  all,  especially  Miss  Bessie  ? " 

**  Ha,  ha  I"  said  the  old  gentleman,  sitting  down  by  the  table. 
"  That  reminds  me,  I'm  not  on  good  terms  with  Bessie  this  morn- 
ing. I'm  generally  careful,  you  know ;  but  it  seems  I  said  some- 
thing disrespectful  about  a  Christian  brother — a  Christian  brother, 
mind  you — and  I've  been  had  up  before  the  family  tribunal  for 
blasphemy,  and  condemned  to  everlasting  punishment.  Lord  ! — 
But,  mark  my  words,"  he  exclaimed  emphatically,  **  a  time  will 
come  when  every  schoolgirl  will  see — what  my  life  is  made  a 
burden  to  me  for  seeing  now — the  absurdity  of  the  whole  religious 
superstition.'* 

"  O  doctor  I "  Mrs.  Caldwell  cried  ;  *'  surely  you  believe  in 
God  ? " 

"  God  has  not  revealed  himself  to  me,  madam  ;  I  know  noth- 
ing about  him,"  the  old  gentleman  answered  gently. 

"  Ah,  there  you  know  you  are  wrong,  Gottley,"  Mr.  Caldwell 
chimed  in,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  argue  the  question.  The  old 
doctor,  being  in  a  hurry,  said  little  in  reply,  and  when  he  had 
gone  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed,  with  wifely  tact : 

''  Well,  I  think  you  had  the  best  of  that !  " 

"  Well,  I  think  I  had,  x)oor  old  buffalo  ! "  her  husband  an- 
swered complacently,  his  temper  restored.  *'  By  the  way,  I've 
brought  in  the  last  number  of  Dickens.     Shall  I  read  it  to  you  ? " 

Her  face  brightened.  "  Yes,  do,"  she  rejoined.  "  One  moment 
till  Jane  has  done  clearing  the  table.  Here's  your  chair,"  and 
she  placed  the  only  easy  one  in  the  room  for  him  in  the  best 
light. 

These  readings  were  one  of  the  joys  of  her  life.  He  read  to 
her  often,  and  read  exceedingly  well.  Books  were  the  bond  of 
union  between  them,  the  prop  and  stay  of  their  married  life. 
Poor  as  they  were,  they  always  managed  to  find  money  for  new 
ones,  which  they  enjoyed  together  in  this  way.  Intellectuality 
balanced  the  morbid  irritability  of  the  husband's  temperament, 
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and  literature  made  life  tolerable  to  them  both  as  nothing  else 
could  have  done.  As  he  read  now  his  countenance  cleared,  and 
his  imaginary  cares  fell  from  him,  while  his  wife's  very  real  ones 
were  forgotten  as  she  listened,  and  there  was  a  blessed  truce  to 
trouble  for  a  time.  Unfortunately,  however,  as  the  reading  pro- 
ceeded, he  came  to  a  rasping  bit  of  the  story,  which  began  to  grate 
upon  his  nerves.  The  first  part  had  been  pleasurably  exciting, 
but  when  he  found  the  sensation  slipping  from  him  he  thought  to 
stay  it  with  a  stimulant,  and  went  to  the  sideboard  for  the  pur- 
pose. Mrs.  Caldwell's  heart  sank ;  the  whisky  bottle  was  all  but 
empty. 

'*  Oh,  damn  it ! "  he  exclaimed,  banging  it  down  on  the  side- 
board. "  And  I  suppose  there  is  none  in  the  house.  There  never 
is  any  in  the  house.  No  one  looks  after  anything.  My  comfort 
is  never  considered.    It  is  always  those  damned  children." 

*'  Henry ! "  his  wife  protested ;  but  she  was  too  ill  to  defend 
herself  further. 

"  What  a  life  for  a  man ! "  he  proceeded ;  '*  stuck  down  in  this 
cursed  hole,  without  a  congenial  soul  to  speak  to  in  or  out  of  the 
house." 

"  That  is  a  cruel  thing  to  say,  Henry,"  she  remonstrated  with 
dignity. 

'*  Well,  I  apologize,"  he  rejoined  ungraciously.  "  But  you 
must  confess  that  I  have  some  cause  to  complain." 

He  was  standing  behind  her  as  he  spoke,  and  she  felt  that  he 
eyed  her  the  while  with  disapproval  of  her  appearance,  and  anger 
at  her  condition.  She  knew  the  look  only  too  well,  poor  soul, 
and  her  attitude  was  deprecating  as  she  sat  there  gazing  up  piti- 
fully at  the  strip  of  level  grayness  above  the  houses  opposite. 
She  said  nothing,  however,  only  rocked  herself  on  her  chair,  and 
looked  forlornly  miserable ;  seeing  which  brought  his  irritation 
to  a  climax.  He  flung  the  book  across  the  room ;  but  even  in  the 
act  his  countenance  cleared.  He  was  standing  in  the  window, 
and  caught  a  glimpse  of  Bessie  Gottley,  who  was  passing  at  the 
moment  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  and  looked  across  at  him, 
smiling  and  nodding  invitingly.  Mrs.  Caldwell  saw  the  panto- 
mime, and  her  heart  contracted  with  a  pang  when  she  saw  how 
readily  her  husband  responded.  It  was  hard  that  the  evil  moods 
should  not  be  conquered  for  her  as  well  as  for  Bessie  Gottley. 

Bridget  came  in  just  then  bringing  the  belated  whisky. 

"  Oh,  you  did  order  it,"  he  graciously  acknowledged.  "'  Why 
didn't  you  say  so  ? "     He  opened  the  bottle,  and  poured  souve^ 
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out  for  himself.  **  Here's  to  the  moon-faced  Bessie ! "  he  said 
jocularly. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  went  on  with  the  mending.  Her  husband  be- 
gan to  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  in  a  good  humour  again.  He 
walked  peculiarly — more  on  his  toes  than  his  heels — ^with  an  odd 
little  spring  in  each  step,  as  if  it  were  the  first  step  of  a  dance. 
This  springiness  gave  to  his  gait  a  sort  of  buoyancy  which  might 
have  seemed  natural  to  him,  if  exaggerated,  in  his  youth,  but  had 
the  air  of  an  affectation  in  middle  life,  as  if  it  were  part  of  an 
assumption  of  juvenility. 

"  Won't  you  go  on  with  the  reading  ? "  his  wife  said  at  last. 
His  restlessness  worried  her. 

"  No,"  he  answered,  "  I  shall  go  out.    I  want  exercise." 

"  When  will  you  be  back  ? "  she  asked  wistfully. 

"  Oh,  hang  it  all !  don't  nag  me.  I  shall  come  back  when  I 
like." 

He  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  slamming  the  door  behind  him. 
Mrs.  Caldwell  did  not  alter  her  attitude,  but  the  tears  welled  up 
in  her  eyes  and  ran  down  her  haggard  cheeks  unheeded.  The 
children  came  in,  and,  finding  her  so.  quietly  left  the  room,  all 
but  the  eldest  girl,  who  went  and  leaned  against  her,  slipping  her 
little  hand  through  her  mother's  arm.  The  poor  woman  kissed 
the  child  passionately ;  then,  with  a  great  effort,  recovered  her 
self-control,  put  her  work  away,  gave  the  children  their  tea,  read 
to  Ihem  for  an  hour,  and  saw  them  to  bed.  The  front  door  was 
open  when  she  came  downstairs,  and  she  went  and  shut  it.  A 
lady  who  knew  her  happened  to  be  passing  and  stopped  to  shake 
hands.  "  I  saw  your  husband  just  now  sitting  on  the  beach  with 
Bessie  Gottlcy,"  she  informed  Mrs.  Caldwell  pleasantly.  "  They 
were  both  laughing  immoderately." 

"Very  likely,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  responded,  with  a  smile.  "She 
amuses  my  husband  immensely.     But  won't  you  come  in  ? " 

"  No,  thank  you,  not  to-night.  I  am  hurrying  home.  Glad 
to  see  you  looking  so  well ; "  with  which  she  nodded  and  went 
her  way,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  returned  to  the  little  dining-room, 
holding  her  head  high  till  she  had  shut  the  door,  when  she  burst 
into  a  tempest  of  tears.  She  was  a  lymphatic  woman  ordinarily, 
but  subject  to  sudden  squalls  of  passion,  when  she  lost  all  self- 
control. 

She  would  have  sobbed  aloud  now,  when  the  fit  was  on  her,  in 
the  face  of  the  whole  community,  although  the  constant  elFort  of 
her  life  was  to  keep  up  appearances.    She  had  recovered  herself, 
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however,  before  the  servant  came  in  with  the  candles,  and  was 
sitting  in  the  window  looking  out  anxiously.  The  grayness  of 
the  long  June  day  was  darkening  down  to  night  now,  but  there 
was  no  change  in  the  sultry  stillness  of  the  air.  Summer  light- 
ning played  about  in  the  strip  of  sky  above  the  houses  opposite. 
One  of  the  houses  was  a  butcher's  shop,  and  while  Mrs.  Caldwell 
sat  there  the  butcher  brought  out  a  lamb  and  killed  it.  Mrs. 
Caldwell  watched  the  operation  with  interest.  They  did  strange 
things  in  those  days  in  that  little  Irish  seaport,  and,  being  an 
Englishwoman,  she  looked  on  like  a  civilized  traveller  intelli- 
gently studying  the  customs  of  a  savage  people. 

But  as  the  darkness  gathered,  the  trouble  of  her  mind  increased. 
Her  husband  did  not  return,  and  a  sickening  sensation  of  dread 
took  possession  of  her.  Where  had  he  gone  ?  What  was  he  do- 
ing ?  Doubtless  enjoying  himself — what  bitterness  there  was  in 
the  thought !  She  did  not  grudge  him  any  pleasure,  but  it  was 
hard  that  he  should  find  so  little  in  her  company.  Why  was 
there  no  distraction  for  her  ?  The  torment  of  her  mind  was 
awful.  Should  she  try  his  remedy  ?  She  went  to  the  sideboard 
and  poiu*ed  herself  out  some  whisky,  but  even  as  she  raised  it  to 
her  lips  she  felt  it  unworthy  to  have  recourse  to  it,  and  put  the 
glass  down  untouched. 

After  that  she  went  and  leaned  against  the  window  frame.  It 
was  about  midnight,  and  very  few  people  passed.  Whenever  a 
man  appeared  in  the  distance  she  had  a  moment  of  hope,  but 
only  to  be  followed  by  the  sickening  sensation  of  another  disap- 
pointment. The  mental  anguish  was  so  great  that  for  some  time 
she  paid  no  attention  to  physical  symptoms  which  had  now  be- 
gun. By  degrees,  however,  these  became  importunate,  and,  oh, 
the  relief  of  it !  The  trouble  of  her  mind  ceased  when  the  phys- 
ical pain  became  acute,  and  therefore  she  welcomed  it  as  a  pleas- 
ant distraction.  She  was  obliged  to  think  and  be  practical  too ; 
there  was  no  one  in  the  house  to  help  her.  The  sleeping  children 
were  of  course  out  of  the  question,  and  the  two  young  servants — 
maid  of  all  work  and  nurse — nearly  as  much  so.  Besides,  there 
was  the  difficulty  of  calling  them.  She  felt  she  must  not  disturb 
Jane,  who  was  in  the  nursery,  for  fear  of  rousing  the  children ; 
but  should  she  ever  get  to  Bridget's  room,  which  was  farther  off  ? 
Step  by  step  she  climbed  the  stairs,  clinging  to  the  banister  with 
one  hand,  holding  the  candle  in  the  other.  Several  times  she 
sank  down  and  waited  silently,  but  with  contorted  face,  till  a 
paroxysm  had  passed.  At  last  she  reached  the  door.  Bridget 
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was  awake  and  had  heard  her  coming.  "  Holy  mother ! "  she  ex- 
claimed, startled  out  of  her  habitual  sullenness  by  her  mistress's 
agonized  face.     "  Yer  ill,  ma^am  !    Let  me  help  you  to  yer  bed." 

"  Fetch  the  doctor  and  the  nurse,  Bridget,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  was 
just  able  to  gasp. 

In  the  urgency  and  excitement  of  the  moment  there  was  a 
truce  to  hostilities.  Bridget  jumped  up,  in  nightdress  and  bare 
feet,  and  supported  her  mistress  to  her  room.  There  she  was 
obliged  to  leave  her  alone ;  and  so  it  happened  that,  just  as  the 
gray  dawn  trembled  with  the  first  flush  of  a  new  and  brighter 
day,  the  child  arrived,  unassisted  and  without  welcome,  and  sent 
up  a  wail  of  protest.  When  the  doctor  came  at  last,  and  had  time 
to  attend  to  her,  he  pronounced  her  to  be  a  fine  child,  and  declared 
that  she  had  made  a  good  beginning,  and  would  do  well  for  her- 
self ;  which  words  the  nurse  declared  to  be  of  happy  omen.  Her 
father  was  not  fit  to  appear  until  late  in  the  day.  He  came  in 
humbly,  filled  with  remorse  for  that  misspent  night,  and  was  re- 
ceived with  the  feeble  flicker  of  a  smile,  which  so  touched  and 
softened  him  that  he  made  more  of  the  new  child,  and  took  a 
greater  interest  in  her  than  he  had  done  in  any  of  the  others  at 
the  time  of  their  birth.  There  was  some  difficulty  about  a  name 
for  her.  Her  father  proposed  to  call  her  Elizabeth — after  his 
sister,  he  said — but  Mrs.  Caldwell  objected.  Elizabeth  was  Miss 
Gottley's  name  also,  a  fact  which  she  recollected,  but  did  not 
mention.  That  she  did  not  like  the  name  seemed  reason  enough 
for  not  choosing  it ;  but  her  husband  persisted,  and  then  there 
was  a  hot  dispute  on  the  subject  above  the  baby's  cradle.    The  J 

dispute  ended  in  a  compromise,  the  mother  agreeing  to  have  the 
child  christened  Elizabeth  if  she  were  not  called  so ;  and  she  would 
not  have  her  called  Eliza,  Elsie,  Elspeth,  Bessie,  Betsy,  or  Bess 
either.  This  left  nothing  for  it  but  to  call  her  Beth ;  and  upon 
consideration  both  parents  liked  the  diminutive ;  her  father  be- 
cause it  was  unaccustomed,  and  her  mother  because  it  had  no 
association  of  any  kind  attached  to  it. 

For  the  first  three  months  of  her  life  Beth  cried  incessantly  as 
if  bewailing  her  advent.  Then,  one  day,  she  opened  her  eyes 
wide,  and  looked  out  into  the  world  with  interest. 
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It  was  the  sunshine  really  that  first  called  her  into  conscious 
existence,  the  blessed  heat  and  light ;  up  to  the  moment  that  she 
recognised  these  with  a  certain  acknowledgment  of  them,  and 
consequently  of  things  in  general  outside  herself,  she  had  been 
as  unconscious  as  a  white  grub  without  legs.  But  that  moment 
roused  her,  calling  forth  from  her  senses  their  first  response  in 
the  thrill  of  warmth  and  well-being  to  which  she  awoke,  and 
quickening  her  intellect  at  the  same,  time  with  the  stimulating 
effort  to  discover  from  whence  her  comfort  came.  She  could 
remember  no  circumstances  in  connection  with  this  earliest  awak- 
ening. All  she  knew  of  it  was  the  feeling  of  warmth  and  bright- 
ness, which  she  said  recurred  to  her  at  odd  times  ever  afterward, 
and  could  be  recalled  at  will. 

Some  may  see  in  this  first  awakening  a  foreshadowing  of  the 
fact  that  she  was  bom  to  be  a  child  of  light,  and  to  live  in  it ;  and 
certainly  it  was  always  light  for  which  she  craved — the  actual 
light  of  day,  however ;  but  nothing  she  yearned  for  ever  came  to 
her  in  the  form  she  thought  of,  and  thus  when  she  asked  for  sun- 
shine it  was  grudgingly  given,  fate  often  forcing  her  into  dark 
dwellings ;  but  all  the  time  that  light  which  illumines  the  spirit 
was  being  bestowed  upon  her  in  limitless  measure. 

The  next  step  in  her  awakening  was  to  a  kind  of  self-conscious- 
ness. She  was  lying  on  her  nurse's  lap  out  of  doors,  looking  up 
at  the  sky,  and  some  one  was  saying,  "  Oh,  you  pretty  thing ! " 
But  it  was  long  years  before  she  connected  the  phrase  with  herself, 
although  she  smiled  in  response  to  the  voice  that  uttered  it.  Then 
she  found  herself  on  her  feet  in  a  garden,  moving  very  carefully 
for  fear  of  falling,  and  everything  about  her  was  gigantic,  from 
Jane  Nettles,  the  nurse,  at  whose  skirt  she  tugged  when  she 
wanted  to  attract  attention,  to  the  brown  wallflower  and  the  pur- 
ple larkspur  which  she  could  not  reach  to  pull.  There  was  a  thin 
hedge  at  the  end  of  the  garden  through  which  she  looked  out  on 
a  path  across  a  field,  and  a  thick  hedge  on  her  left,  in  which  a 
thrush  had  built  a  nest  at  an  immense  height  above  her  head. 
Jane  lifted  her  up  to  look  into  the  nest,  and  there  was  nothing  in 
it ;  then  Jane  lifted  her  up  again,  and,  oh,  there  was  a  blue  egg 
there  I  and  Jane  lifted  her  up  a  third  time,  and  the  egg  had  brown 
spots  on  it  The  mystery  of  the  egg  awed  her.  She  did  not  ask 
herself  how  it  came  to  be  there,  but  she  felt  a  solemn  wonder  in 
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the  fact,  and  the  colour  caused  a  sensation  of  pleasure,  a  positive 
thrill,  to  run  through  her.  This  was  her  first  recognition  of 
beauty,  and  it  was  to  the  beauty  of  colour,  not  of  form,  that  her 
senses  awoke.  Through  life  she  had  a  keen  joy  and  nice  dis- 
crimination in  colours,  and  seemed  to  herself  to  have  always 
known  their  names. 

But  those  spots  on  the  eggs ;  she  was  positive  that  they  had 
come  between  her  first  and  second  peep,  which  shows  how  defect- 
ive her  faculty  of  observation,  which  became  so  exact  under  culti- 
vation, was  to  begin  with.  Beth  also  betrayed  other  traits  with 
regard  to  the  spots  which  she  carried  through  life — the  trick  of 
being  most  positive  when  she  was  quite  in  the  wrong  for  one,  and 
want  of  faith  in  other  people  for  another. 

Jane  said,  "  Did  you  see  the  spots  that  time,  dearie  ? " 

''  Spots  just  comed,"  Beth  declared. 

''  No,  dearie :  spots  always  there,"  Jane  answered. 

"  Spots  comed,^^  Beth  maintained. 

''  No,  dearie.    Spots  always  there,  only  you  didn't  see  them." 

"  Spots  comed  now^^^  Beth  stamped,  and  then,  because  Jane 
shook  her  head,  she  sat  down  suddenly  on  the  gravel  and  sent  up 
a  howl  which  brought  her  father  out.  He  chucked  Jane  under 
the  chin.  Jane  giggled,  then  made  a  sign ;  and  there  was  Mrs. 
Caldwell  looking  from  one  to  the  other. 

To  Beth's  recollection  it  seemed  as  if  she  had  rapidly  acquired 
the  experiences  of  this  first  period.  Each  incident  that  she  re- 
membered is  apparently  trifling  in  itself,  but  who  can  say  of  what 
significance  as  an  indication  ?  In  these  first  few  years,  had  there 
been  any  there  with  intelligence  to  interpret,  they  probably  would 
have  found  foreshado wings  of  all  she  might  be  and  do  and  suf- 
fer, and  that  would  have  been  the  time  to  teach  her.  To  me, 
therefore,  these  earliest  impressions  are  more  interesting  than 
much  that  occurred  to  her  in  after-life,  and  I  have  carefully  col- 
lected them  in  the  hope  of  finding  some  clew  in  them  to  what  ' 
followed.  In  several  instances  it  seems  to  me  that  the  impression 
left  by  some  chance  observation  or  incident  on  her  baby  mind 
made  it  possible  for  her  to  do  many  things  in  after-life  which  she 
certainly  never  would  have  done  but  for  those  early  influences. 
It  would  be  aflPectation,  therefore,  to  apologize  for  such  detail. 
Nothing  can  be  trivial  or  insignificant  that  tends  to  throw  light 
on  the  mysterious  growth  of  our  moral  and  intellectual  being. 
Many  a  cramped  soul  that  struggles  on  in  after  years,  vainly  en- 
deavouring to  rise  on  a  broken  wing,  might,  had  the  importance 
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of  such  seeming  trifles  iu  its  development  been  recognised,  have 
won  its  way  upward  from  the  first,  untrammelled  and  uninjured. 
It  was  a  Jesuit,  was  it  not,  who  said,  "  Give  me  the  child  until  it 
is  six  years  old  ;  after  that  you  can  do  as  you  like  with  it."  That 
is  the  time  to  make  an  indelible  impression  of  principles  upon  the 
mind.  In  the  first  period  of  life  character  is  a  blossom  that 
should  be  carefully  touched ;  in  the  second  the  petals  fall  and  the 
fruit  sets ;  it  is  hard  and  acrid  then  until  the  third  period,  when, 
if  things  go  well,  it  will  ripen  on  the  bough  and  be  sweet  and 
wholesome ;  if  ill,  it  will  drop  off  immediately  and  rot  upon  the 
ground. 

Beth  was  a  combative  child,  always  at  war  with  Jane.  There 
was  a  great  battle  fought  about  a  big  black-velvet  bonnet  that 
Beth  wanted  to  wear  one  day.  Beth  screamed  and  kicked  and 
scratched  and  bit,  and  finally  went  out  in  the  bonnet  triumphant- 
ly, and  found  herself  standing  alone  on  the  edge  of  a  great  green 
world,  dotted  with  yellow  gorse.  A  hot,  wide  dusty  road  stretched 
miles  away  in  front  of  her ;  and  at  an  infinite  distance  overhead 
was  the  blue  sky  flecked  with  clouds  so  white  and  dazzling  that 
her  eyes  ached  when  she  looked  at  them.  She  had  stopped  a  mo- 
ment to  cry,  "  Wait  for  me  ! "  Jane  walked  on,  however,  taking 
no  notice,  and  Beth  struggled  after  her,  whimpering,  out  of 
breath,  choked  with  dust,  scorched  with  heat,  parched  with  thirst, 
tired  to  death — how  she  suffered!  A  heartless  lark  sang  over- 
head, regardless  of  her  misery,  and  she  never  afterward  heard  a 
lark  without  recalling  the  long  white  road,  the  heat,  and  dust, 
and  fatigue.  She  tore  off  the  velvet  bonnet  and  threw  it  away, 
then  began  another  despairing  "  Wait  for  me ! "  But  in  the  midst 
of  the  cry  she  saw  some  little  yellow  flowers  growing  in  the  grass 
at  the  roadside,  and  plumped  down  then  and  there  inconsequent- 
ly  to  gather  them.  By  that  time  Jane  was  out  of  sight,  and  at 
the  moment  Beth  became  aware  of  the  fact  she  also  perceived  an 
appalling  expanse  of  bright  blue  sky  above  her,  and  sat,  gazing 
upward,  paralyzed  with  terror.  This  was  her  first  experience  of 
loneliness,  her  first  terrified  sensation  of  immensity. 

Then  the  snowdrops  and  crocuses  were  out,  and  the  sky  grew 
black,  and  she  sat  on  the  nursery  floor  and  looked  up  at  it  in 
solemn  wonder.  Flakes  of  snow  began  to  fall,  a  few  at  first,  then 
thicker  and  thicker,  till  the  air  was  full  of  them,  and  Jane  said, 
"  The  Scotch  are  picking  their  geese  " — and  immediately  Beth  saw 
the  Scotch  sitting  in  some  vague  scene,  picking  geese  in  frenzied 
haste,  and  throwing  great  handfuls  of  feathers  up  in  the  air. 
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which  was  probably  the  first  independent  flight  of  her  imagina- 
tion. 

It  is  astonishing  how  little  consciousness  of  time  there  is  in 
these  reminiscences.  The  seasons  are  all  confounded,  and  it  is  as 
if  things  had  happened  not  in  succession  but  abreast.  There  was 
snow  on  the  ground  when  her  brother  Jim  was  with  her  in  the 
wash-house,  making  horsehair  snares  to  catch  birds.  They  made 
running  loops  of  the  horsehair,  and  tied  them  on  to  sticks,  then 
went  out,  and  sj;uck  them  in  the  ground  in  the  garden  outside  the 
wash-house  window,  sprinkled  crumbs  of  bread,  and  crept  care- 
fully back  to  watch.  First  came  a  robin  with  noiseless  flight,  and 
lit  on  the  ground  with  its  head  on  one  side  ;  but  the  children  were 
too  eager,  and  in  their  excitement  they  made  a  noise,  and  the 
robin  flew  away.  Next  came  a  sparrow,  saw  the  children,  saw  the 
crumbs,  and  with  the  habitual  self-possession  of  his  race,  stretched 
in  his  head  between  the  sticks,  picked  out  the  largest  piece  of 
bread,  and  carried  it  off  in  triumph.  Immediately  afterward  a 
blackbird  flew  down,  and  hopped  in  among  the  snares  uncon- 
sciously. In  a  moment  he  was  caught,  and,  with  a  wild  shout  of 
joy,  the  children  rushed  out  to  secure  their  prize  ;  but  when  they 
reached  the  spot  the  blackbird  had  burst  his  bonds  and  escaped. 
Then  Beth  threw  a  log  of  wood  at  her  brother,  and  cut  his  head  open. 
His  cries  brought  out  the  household,  and  Beth  was  well  shaken — 
(she  was  always  being  shaken  at  this  time) — and  marched  off 
promptly  to  papa's  dressing-room,  and  made  to  sit  on  a  little  chair 
in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  where  she  amused  herself  by  singing  at 
the  top  of  her  voice : 

"  All  around  Sebastopol, 

All  around  the  ocean, 

Every  time  a  gun  goes  off 

Down  falls  a  Russian." 

She  wondered  why  her  father  and  mother  were  laughing  when 
they  came  to  release  her.  Before  they  appeared,  however,  brother 
Jim,  her  victim,  had  come  to  the  door  with  his  head  tied  up,  and 
peeped  in ;  and  she  knew  that  they  were  friends  again,  because  he 
shot  ripe  gooseberries  at  her  across  the  floor  as  if  they  had  been 
marbles.  There  is  a  discrepancy  here,  seeing  that  snow  and  ripe 
gooseberries  are  not  in  season  at  the  same  time.  It  is  likely,  how- 
ever, that  she  broke  her  brother's  head  more  than  once,  and  the 
occasions  became  confounded  in  her  recollection. 

When  the  children  went  to  bathe  off  the  beach,  Beth  would 
not  let  Jane  dip  her  if  kicking,  scratching,  and  screaming  could 
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prevent  it.  There  used  to  be  terrible  scenes  between  them  until 
at  last  one  day  somebody  else's  old  Scotch  nurse  interfered,  and 
persuaded  Beth  to  go  into  the  water  with  her  and  consent  to  be 
dipped  three  times.  Beth  went  like  a  lamb — instead  of  having  to 
be  dragged  in  and  pushed  under,  given  no  time  to  recover  her 
breath  between  each  dip,  half  choked  with  sand  and  salt  water, 
and  finally  dragged  out,  exhausted  by  the  struggle,  and  certainly 
suffering  more  than  she  had  benefited  by  the  immersion.  The 
cold  water  came  up  about  her  and  took  her  breath  away  as  the 
old  Scotch  nurse  led  her  in,  and  Beth  clung  to  her  hand  and 
panted  **WaitI"  as  she  nerved  herself  for  the  dip.  Nurse  had 
promised  to  wait  until  Beth  was  ready,  and  it  was  Beth's  faith  in 
her  promise  that  gave  her  courage  to .  go  bravely  through  the 
ordeal.  The  old  Scotch  nurse  never  deceived  her  as  Jane  had 
done,  and  so  Beth  learned  that  there  are  people  in  the  world  you 
can  depend  on. 

There  was  one  painful  circumstance  in  connection  with  those 
battles  on  the  beach.  Beth  was  such  a  tiny  girl  they  did  not 
think  it  necessary  to  give  her  a  bathing  dress,  and  consequently 
she  was  marched  into  the  water  with  nothing  on,  and  the  agony 
of  shame  she  suffered  is  indescribable.  But  the  worst  of  it  was, 
the  shame  wore  off.  Jim  teased  her  about  it  and  called  her  *'  a 
little  girl,"  a  dreadful  term  of  reproach  in  those  days,  when  the 
boys  were  taught  to  consider  themselves  superior  beings.  Beth 
flew  at  him,  and  fought  him  for  it,  but  was  beaten ;  and  then  she 
took  off  her  things  in  the  nursery,  and  scampered  up  and  down 
before  them  all  with  nothing  on,  just  to  show  how  little  she 
cared. 

It  is  astonishing  how  small  a  part  Beth's  family  play  in  these 
childish  recollections.  Her  father  took  very  little  notice  of  the 
children.  He  was  out  of  health  and  irritable,  and  onlv  tried  to 
save  himself  annoyance ;  not  to  disturb  him  was  the  object  of 
everybody's  life.  Probably  he  only  appeared  on  the  scene  when 
Beth  was  naughty,  and  the  recollection,  being  painful,  was  quickly 
banished.  She  remembered  him  coming  downstairs  when  she 
was  standing  in  the  hall  one  day  when  her  mother  was  away 
from  home.  He  had  a  letter  in  his  hand,  and  asked  her  if  she 
would  send  her  love  to  mamma.  Her  heart  bounded ;  it  seemed 
to  her  such  a  tremendous  thing  to  be  asked ;  and  she  was  dying  to 
send  her  love,  but  such  an  agony  of  shyness  came  upon  her,  she 
could  not  utter  a  word.  She  had  a  little  hymn  book  in  her  hand, 
however,  which  she  held  out  to  her  father.    No,  that  v40\x\A.Ti.o\» 
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do.    He  could  not  send  the  book,  only  her  love.    Didn't  she  love 
mamma  ?    Didn't  she  ?    But  not  a  word  would  come. 

All  through  life  she  was  afflicted  with  that  inability  to  speak 
at  critical  times.  Dumb  always  was  she  apt  to  be  when  her 
affections  were  concerned,  except  occasionally,  in  moments  of 
strong  excitement  and  in  anger,  when  she  was  driven  to  bay. 
The  intensity  of  her  feelings  would  probably  have  made  her 
dumb  in  any  case  in  moments  of  emotion ;  but  doubtless  the 
hardness  of  those  about  her  at  this  impressionable  period  strength- 
ened the  defect.  It  is  impossible  to  escape  from  the  hampering 
influences  of  our  infancy.  Among  Beth's  many  recollections  of 
these  days  there  was  not  one  of  a  caress  given  or  received,  or  of 
any  expression  of  tenderness ;  and  so  she  never  became  familiar 
with  the  exquisite  language  of  love,  and  was  loug  in  learning 
that  it  is  not  a  thing  to  be  ashamed  of  and  concealed. 

Later  that  day,  with  a  mighty  effort,  she  summoned  up  cour- 
age enough  to  go  down  to  her  father.  She  was  determiued  to 
send  the  message  to  mamma ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  point  she 
was  again  unable  to  utter  a  word  on  the  subject.  Her  mother 
had  gone  to  stay  with  her  relations  in  England.  Beth  found  her 
father  in  the  dining-room,  and  several  other  people  were  present. 
He  was  standing  by  the  sideboard,  mixing  whisky  and  water,  so, 
instead  of  sending  her  love  to  mamma,  Beth  exclaimed,  con- 
fidently and  pleasantly,  **If  you  drink  whisky  you'll  be  drunk 
again ! " 

A  smart  slap  rewarded  this  sally.  Beth  turned  pale  and  re- 
coiled. It  was  her  first  taste  of  human  injustice.  To  drink  and 
to  be  drunk  was  to  her  merely  the  natural  sequence  of  cause  and 
effect,  and  she  could  not  conceive  why  she  should  be  slapped  and  , 
turned  out  of  the  room  so  promptly  for  uttering  such  a  simple 
truth. 

Beth  was  present  at  many  discussions  between  her  father  and 
mother,  and  took  much  interest  in  them,  all  the  more  perhaps 
because  most  of  what  was  said  was  a  mystery  to  her.  She  won- 
dered why  any  mention  of  the  "moon-faced  Bessie"  disturbed 
her  mother's  countenance.  Jane  Nettle,  too.  When  her  mother 
was  out  her  father  used  to  come  and  talk  to  Jane,  and  they 
laughed  a  good  deal.  He  admired  Jane's  white  teeth,  and  the 
children  used  to  make  Jane  show  them  her  teeth  after  that. 

*'Papa  says  Jane's  got  nice  white  teeth,"  Beth  said  to  her 
mother  one  day,  and  she  never  forgot  the  glance  which  Mrs. 
Caldwell  threw  at  her  husband.    His  eyes  fell  before  it. 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  17 

"  What  I  even  the  servants,  Henry  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  ex- 
claimed, and  then  she  left  the  room.  Beth  learned  what  it  all 
meant  in  after-years,  the  career  of  one  of  her  brothers  f m^aishing 
the  clew.    Like  father,  like  son. 

It  was  after  this  that  Mrs.  Caldwell  went  to  visit  her  relations 
in  England,  accompanied  by  two  of  the  children.  It  was  in  the 
summer,  and  Jane  took  Beth  to  the  Castle  Hill  that  morning  to 
see  the  steamer  with  her  mother  on  board  go  by.  The  sea  was  iri- 
descent, like  molten  silver,  the  sky  was  high  and  cloudless,  and 
where  sea  and  sky  met  and  mingled  on  the  horizon  it  was  impos- 
sible to  determine.  Numbers  of  steamers  passed  far  out.  They 
looked  quite  small,  and  Beth  did  not  think  there  was  room  in  any 
of  them  for  her  mother  and  brother-  and  sister.  They  did  not 
therefore  interest  her  much,  nor  did  the  policfeman  who  came  and 
talked  to  Jane.  But  the  Castle  Hill  and  the  little  winding  path 
up  which  she  had  come,  the  green  of  the  grass,  the  brambles,  the 
ferns,  the  ruined  masonry  against  which  she  leaned,  the.union  of 
sea  and  sky  and  shore,  the  light,  the  colour,  absorbed  her  and  drew 
her  out  of  herself.  Her  soul  expanded;  it  spread  its  wings,  it 
stretched  out  spiritual  arms  to  meet  and  clasp  the  beloved  Nature 
of  which  it  felt  itself  to  be  a  part.  It  was  the  earliest  recognition 
of  their  kinship,  a  glimpse  of  greatness,  a  moment  of  ecstasy 
never  to  be  forgotten,  the  first  stirring  in  herself  of  the  creative 
faculty,  for  in  her  joy  she  burst  out  into  a  little  song — 

"  Far  on  the  borders  of  the  Arcane " 

It  was  as  if  the  pleasure  played  upon  her,  using  her  as  a  passive 
instrument  by  which  it  attained  to  audible  expression.  For  how 
should  a  child  know  a  word  like  Arcane  ?  It  came  to  her  as 
things  do  which  we  have  known  and  forgotten — the  whole  song 
did,  in  fact ;  but  she  held  it  as  a  possession  sacred  to  herself,  and 
never  recorded  it  or  told  more  than  that  one  line,  although  it 
staid  with  her,  lingei'ed  on  her  lips  and  in  her  heart  for  the  rest 
of  her  life.  It  was  a  great  moment  for  Beth,  the  moment  when 
her  further  faculty  first  awoke.  On  looking  back  to  it  in  after- 
years  she  fancied  she  found  in  it  confirmation  of  an  opinion 
which  she  afterward  formed.  Genius  to  her  was  yet  only  another 
word  for  soul.  She  could  not  believe  that  we  all  have  souls  or 
that  they  are  at  all  equally  developed  even  in  those  who  have  ob- 
tained them.  She  was  a  child  under  six  at  this  time,  Jane  Nettles 
was  a  woman  between  twenty  and  thirty,  and  the  policeman — she 
could  not  say  what  age  he  was ;  but  she  was  the  only  ot\^  oi  \)afii 
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three  that  throbbed  responsive  to  the  beauty  of  the  wonderful 
scene  before  them  or  felt  her  being  flooded  with  the  glory  of  the 
hour. 

Meanwhile  what  her  parents  would  have  called  her  education 
had  begun.  She  went  with  Mildred,  her  elder  sister,  to  a  day 
school.  They  used  to  run  down  the  street  together  without  a 
nurse,  and  the  sense  of  freedom  was  delicious  to  Beth.  They  had 
to  pass  the  market  where  the  great  mealy  specimen  potatoes  were 
displayed  and  Mary  Lynch's  shop  ;  she  was  the  vegetable  woman 
who  used  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Caldwell  about  the  children  when  they 
went  there,  and  one  or  the  other  always  called  them  "  poor  little 
bodies,"  upon  which  they  commented  afterward  among  them- 
selves. Mary  Lynch  was  a  large  red-faced  woman,  and  when  the 
children  wanted  to  describe  a  stout  person  they  always  said,  "As 
fat  as  Mary  Lynch."  One  house  which  Beth  had  to  pass  on  her 
way  to  school  made  a  strong  impression  on  her  imagination.  It 
was  a  gloomy  abode,  with  a  broad  doorstep  and  deep  portico, 
broken  windows,  and  a  mud-splashed  door,  from  beneath  which 
she  always  expected  to  see  a  slender  stream  of  blood  slowly  tric- 
kling, for  a  man  called  Macgregor  had  murdered  his  wife  there — 
beaten  her  brains  out  with  a  poker.  Beth  never  heard  the  name 
Macgregor  in  after-life  without  a  shiver  of  dislike.  Much  of  her 
time  at  school  was  spent  in  solitary  confinement  for  breaches  of 
the  peace.  With  a  face  as  impassive  as  a  monkey's  she  would  do 
the  most  mischievous  things,  and  was  always  experimenting  in 
naughty  tricks,  as  on  one  occasion  when  Miss  Deeble  left  the 
schoolroom  for  a  moment,  but  had  to  come  hurrying  back,  re- 
called by  wild  shrieks,  and  found  that  Beth  had  managed  in  that 
moment  to  tip  up  a  form  with  four  children  on  it,  throw  their 
books  out  of  the  window,  and  sprinkle  ink  all  over  the  floor. 
Miss  Deeble  marched  her  downstairs  to  an  empty  kitchen  and 
left  her  sitting  on  a  stool  in  the  middle  of  it  with  an  A  B  C  in  her 
hand ;  but  Beth  took  no  interest  in  the  alphabet  in  those  days,  and 
hunted  black  beetles  with  the  bellows  instead  of  learning  it.  The 
hearthstone  was  the  place  of  execution.  When  she  found  a  beetle 
she  would  blow  him  along  to  it  with  the  bellows  and  there  de- 
spatch him.  She  had  no  horror  of  any  creature  in  her  childhood, 
but  as  she  matured  her  whole  temperament  changed  in  this  re- 
spect, and  when  she  met  a  beetle  on  the  stairs  she  would  turn  and 
fly  rather  than  pass  it ;  and  she  would  feel  nauseated  and  shiver 
with  disgust  for  hours  after  if  she  thought  of  it.  She  knew  the 
exact  moment  that  this  horror  came  upon  her.    It  happened  when 
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she  was  ten  years  old.  She  found  a  beetle  one  day  lying*  on  its 
back,  and,  thinking  it  was  dead,  she  took  it  up  and  was  swinging 
it  by  its  antennsB  when  the  creature  suddenly  wriggled  itself 
round  and  twined  its  prickly  legs  about  her  finger,  giving  her  a 
start  from  which  she  never  recovered. 

Beth  probably  got  as  far  as  A  B,  ab,  while  she  was  at  Miss 
Deeble's ;  but  if  she  were  backward  with  her  book,  her  other 
faculties  began  to  be  acute.  It  was  down  in  that  empty  kitchen 
that  she  first  felt  the  enchantment  of  music.  Some  one  suddenly 
played  the  piano  overhead,  and  Beth  listened  spellbound.  Again 
and  again  the  player  played,  and  always  the  same  thing — ^prac- 
ticing it.  Beth  knew  every  note.  Long  afterward  she  was  try- 
ing some  waltzes  of  Chopin's,  and  came  upon  one  with  which  she 
was  quite  familiar.  She  knew  that  she  had  heard  it  all,  over  and 
over  again,  but  could  not  think  when  or  where.  Presently,  how- 
ever, as  she  played  it,  she  perceived  a  smell  of  black  beetles,  and 
instantly  she  was  back  in  that  disused  kitchen  of  Miss  Deeble's, 
listening  to  the  practising  overhead. 

All  Beth's  senses  were  acute,  and  from  the  first  her  memory 
helped  itself  by  the  involuntary  association  of  incongruous  ideas. 
Many  people's  recollections  are  stimulated  by  the  sense  of  smell, 
but  it  is  a  rarer  thing  for  the  sense  of  taste  to  be  associated  with 
the  past  in  the  same  way,  as  it  was  in  Beth's  case.  There  were 
many  circumstances  which  were  recalled  by  the  taste  of  the  food 
she  had  been  eating  at  the  time  they  occurred.  The  children 
often  dined  in  the  garden  in  those  early  days,  and  once  a  piece 
of  apple  dumpling  Beth  was  eating  slid  off  her  plate  on  to  the 
gravelled  walk.  Some  one  picked  'it  up  and  put  it  on  her  plate 
again  all  covered  with  stone  and  grit,  and  the  sight  of  hot  apple 
dumpling  made  her  think  of  gravel,  ever  afterward,  and  filled 
her  with  disgust,  so  that  she  could  not  eat  it.  She  had  a  great 
.aversion  to  bread  and  butter  too  for  a  long  time,  but  that  she  got 
over.  It  would  have  been  too  great  an  inconvenience  to  have  a 
child  dislike  its  staple  food,  and  in  all  probability  she  was  forced 
to  conquer  her  aversion,  and  afterward  she  grew  to  like  bread 
and  butter ;  but  still,  if  by  any  chance  the  circumstances  which 
caused  her  dislike  to  it  recurred  to  her  when  she  was  eating  a 
piece,  she  was  obliged  to  stop.  The  incident  which  set  up  the 
association  happened  one  evening  when  her  father  and  mother 
were  out.  Beth  was  alone  in  the  dining-room  eating  bread  and 
butter,  and  Towie,  the  cat,  came  into  the  room  with  a  mouse  in 
her  mouth.    The  mouse  was  alive,  and  Towie  let  it  run  a  IvtUa 
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way  and  then  pounced  down  upon  it,  then  gave  it  a  pat  to  make 
it  run  again.  Beth,  lying  on  her  stomach  on  the  floor  watching 
these  proceedings,  naturally  also  became  a  cat  with  the  mouse. 
At  last  Towie  began  to  eat  her  mouse,  beginning  with  its  head, 
which  it  crushed.  Beth,  eating  her  bread  and  butter  in  imitation, 
saw  the  white  brain  but  felt  no  disgust  at  the  moment.  The  next 
time  she  had  bread  and  butter,  however,  she  thought  of  the 
mouse's  brains  and  felt  sick ;  and  always  afterward  the  same 
association  of  ideas  was  liable  to  recur  to  her  with  the  same 
result. 

But  even  the  description  of  anything  horrifying  afi'ected  her 
in  this  way.  One  day  when  she  was  growing  up  her  mother  told 
her  at  dinner  that  she  had  been  on  the  pier  that  morning  and  had 
seen  the  body  of  a  man,  all  discoloured  and  swollen  from  being 
in  the  water  a  long  time,  towed  into  the  harbour  by  a  fishing 
boat  Beth  listened  and  asked  questions,  as  she  always  did  on 
these  occasions,  with  the  deepest  interest.  She  was  taking  soup 
strongly  flavoured  with  catsup  at  the  moment,  and  the  story  in  no 
way  interfered  with  her  appetite ;  but  the  next  time  she  tried 
catsup,  and  ever  afterward,  she  perceived  that  swollen,  discol- 
oured corpse,  and  immediately  felt  nauseated.  It  is  curious  that 
all  these  associations  of  ideas  are  disagreeable.  She  had  not  a 
single  pleasant  one  in  connection  with  food. 


CHAPTER  III. 

All  of  Beth  that  was  not  eyes  at  this  time  was  ears,  and  her 
brain  was  as  busy  as  a  squirrel  in  the  autumn,  storing  observa- 
tions and  registering  impressions.  It  does  not  do  to  trust  to  a 
child's  not  understanding.  It  may  not  understand  at  the  mo- 
ment, but  it  will  remember  all  the  same — all  the  more,  i)erhaps, 
because  it  does  not  understand ;  and  its  curiosity  will  help  it  to 
solve  the  problem.  Beth  did  humorous  things  at  this  time,  but 
she  had  no  sense  of  humour;  she  was  merely  experimenting. 
Her  big  eyes  looked  out  of  an  impassive  face  solemnly ;  no  one 
suspected  the  phenomenal  receptivity  which  that  stolid  mask  con- 
cealed, and,  because  the  alphabet  did  not  interest  her,  they  formed 
a  poor  opinion  of  her  intellect.  The  truth  was  that  she  had  no 
use  for  letters  or  figures.  The  books  of  Nature  and  of  life  were 
spread  out  before  her,  and  she  was  conning  their  contents  to  more 
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purpose  tban  any  one  else  could  have  interpreted  them  to  her  in 
those  days.  And  as  to  arithmetic ;  as  soon  as  her  father  began  to 
allow  her  a  penny  a  week  for  pocket  money  she  discovered  that 
there  were  two  half-pennies  in  it,  which  was  all  she  required  to 
know.  She  also  mastered  the  system  of  debit  and  credit,  for, 
when  she  found  herself  in  receipt  of  a  regular  income,  and  had 
conquered  the  first  awe  of  entering  a  shop  and  asking  for  things, 
she  ran  into  debt.  She  received  the  penny  on  Saturday,  and 
promptly  spent  it  in  sweets,  but  by  Monday  she  wanted  more,  and 
the  craving  was  so  imperative  that  when  Miss  Deeble  sent  her 
down  to  the  empty  kitchen  in  the  afternoon  she  could  not  blow 
black  beetles  with  any  enthusiasm,  and  began  to  look  about  lor 
something  else  to  interest  her.  It  being  summer,  the  window  was 
open,  but  it  was  rather  out  of  her  reach.  She  managed,  however, 
with  the  help  of  her  stool,  to  climb  on  to  the  sill,  and  there,  in 
front  of  her,  was  the  sea,  and  down  below  was  the  street — a  good- 
ish  drop  below  if  she  had  stopped  to  think  of  it ;  but  Beth  dropped 
first  and  thought  afterward,  only  realizing  the  height  when  she 
had  come  down  plump,  and  looked  up  again  to  see  what  had  hap- 
pened to  her,  surprised  at  the  thud  which  had  jarred  her  stomach 
and  made  her  feet  sting.  She  picked  herself  up  at  once,  however, 
and  limped  away,  not  heeding  the  hurt  much,  so  delightful  was 
it  to  be  out  alone  without  her  hat.  By  the  time  she  got  to  Mary 
Lynch's  she  was  Jane  Nettles  going  on  an  errand,  an  assumption 
which  enabled  her  to  enter  the  shop  at  her  ease. 

"  Good-day,"  she  began.  "  Give  me  a  ha'porth  of  pear  drops 
and  a  ha^porth  of  raspberry  drops,  Mary  Lynch,  please.  I'll  pay 
you  on  Saturday." 

"  What  are  you  doing  out  alone  without  your  hat  ? "  Mary 
Lynch  rejoined,  beaming  upon  her.  "I'm  afraid  you're  a  naughty 
little  body." 

"  No,  I'm  not,"  Beth  answered.     "  It's  my  own  money." 

Mary  Lynch  laughed,  and  helped  her  liberally,  adding  some 
cherries  to  the  sweets ;  and,  to  Beth's  credit  be  it  stated,  the  money 
was  duly  paid,  and  without  regret,  she  being  her  mother  at  the 
moment,  looking  much  relieved  to  be  able  to  settle  the  debt,  which 
shows  that  even  by  this  time  Beth  had  somehow  become  aware  of 
money  troubles,  and  also  that  she  learned  to  read  a  countenance 
long  before  she  learned  to  read  a  book. 

She  straggled  home  with  the  sweets  in  her  hand,  but  did  not 
eat  them,  for  now  she  was  a  lady  going  to  give  a  pai'ty,  and  must 
await  the  arrival  of  her  guests.    She  did  not  go  in  by  the  front 
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door  for  obvious  reasons,  but  up  the  entry  down  which  the  open 
wooden  gutter  spout  ran,  at  a  convenient  height,  from  the  house 
into  the  street.  The  wash-house  was  covered  with  delicious  white 
roses,  which  scented  the  summer  afternoon.  Beth  concealed  her 
sweets  in  the  rose  tree,  and  then  leaned  against  the  wall  and 
buried  her  nose  in  one  of  the  flowers,  loving  it.  The  maids  were 
in  the  wash-house ;  she  heard  them  talking ;  it  was  all  about  what 
he  said  and  she  said.  Presently  a  torrent  of  dirty  water  came 
pouring  down  the  spout,  mingling  its  disagreeable  soapy  smell 
with  that  of  the  flowers.  Beth  plucked  some  petals  from  the  rose 
she  was  smelling,  set  them  on  the  soapy  water,  and  ran  down  the 
passage  beside  them,  until  they  disappeared  in  the  drain  in  the 
street.  This  delight  over,  she  wandered  into  the  garden.  She 
was  always  on  excellent  terms  with  all  animals,  and  was  treated 
by  them  with  singular  confidence.  Towie,  the  cat,  had  been  miss- 
ing for  some  time,  but  now,  to  Beth's  great  joy,  she  suddenly  ap- 
peared from  Beth  could  not  tell  where,  purring  loudly,  and  rub- 
bing herself  against  Beth's  bare  legs.  The  sun  poured  down  upon 
them,  and  the  sensation  of  the  cat's  warm  fur  above  her  socks 
was  delicious.  Beth  tried  to  lift  her  up  in  her  arms,  but  she  wrig- 
gled herself  out  of  them,  and  began  to  run  backward  and  forward 
between  her  and  a  gap  in  the  hedge,  until  Beth  understood  that 
she  wished  her  to  follow  her  through  it  into  the  next  garden. 
Beth  did  so,  and  the  cat  led  her  to  a  little  warm  nest  where,  to 
Beth's  wild  delight,  she  showed  her  a  tiny  black  kitten.  Beth 
picked  it  up  and  carried  it,  followed  by  the  cat,  into  the  house  in 
a  state  of  breathless  excitement,  shrieking  out  the  news  as  she 
ran.  Beth  was  immediately  seized  upon.  What  was  she  doing 
at  home  when  she  ought  to  have  been  at  school  ?  and  without 
her  hat  too  I  Beth  had  no  explanation  to  ofl^er,  and  was  hustled 
off  to  the  nursery,  and  there  shut  up  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  She 
stood  in  the  window  most  of  the  time,  a  captive  princess  in  the 
witch's  palace,  waiting  for  the  fairy  prince  to  release  her,  and 
catching  flies. 

The  sky  became  overcast,  and  a  big  gun  was  fired.  Beth's 
father  had  something  to  do  with  the  firing  of  big  guns,  and  she 
connected  this  with  the  gathering  gloom,  stories  of  God  striking 
wicked  people  down  with  thunder  and  lightning  for  their  sins, 
and  her  own  naughtiness,  and  felt  considerably  awed.  Presently 
a  little  boy  was  carried  down  the  street  on  a  bed.  His  face 
looked  yellow  against  the  sheets.  He  was  lying  flat  on  his  back, 
and  had  a  little  black  cap  on,  which  was  right  out  of  doors  but 
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wrong  in  bed.  He  smiled  up  at  Beth  as  they  carried  him  under 
the  window,  and  she  stretched  out  her  arms  to  him  with  infinite 
pity.  She  knew  he  was  going  to  die.  They  all  died,  that  family, 
or  had  something  dreadful  happen  to  them.  Jane  Nettles  said 
there  was  a  curse  upon  them,  and  Beth  never  thought  of  them 
without  a  shudder.  That  boy's  sisters  both  died,  and  one  had 
something  dreadful  happen  to  her,  for  they  dug  her  up  again,  and 
when  they  opened  the  cofl&n  the  corpse  was  all  in  a  jelly  and 
every  colom*  of  the  rainbow,  according  to  Jane  Nettles.  Beth 
believed  she  had  been  present  upon  the  occasion,  in  a  grass-grown 
graveyard,  by  the  wall  of  an  old  church,  beneath  which  steps  led 
down  into  a  vault.  The  stones  of  the  steps  were  mossy,  and 
the  sun  was  shining.  There  was  a  little  group  of  people  standing 
round  with  pale,  set,  solemn  faces,  and  presently  something  was 
brought  up,  and  they  all  pressed  forward  to  look  at  it.  Beth 
could  not  see  what  it  was  for  the  grown-up  people,  and  never 
knew  whether  or  not  the  whole  picture  had  been  conjured  up  by 
her  imagination  ;  but  as  there  was  always  a  foundation  of  fact  in 
the  impressions  of  this  period  of  her  life,  it  is  not  improbable  that 
she  really  was  present  at  the  exhumation  with  the  curious  and 
indefatigable  Jane  Nettles. 

Opposite  the  nursery  window,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road, 
was  the  butcher's  shop,  in  front  of  which  the  butcher  made  his 
shambles.  Late  in  the  evening  he  brought  out  a  board  and  set 
it  on  trestles ;  then  he  brought  a  sheep,  lifted  it  up  by  its  legs 
and  put  it  on  its  back  on  the  board,  tied  its  feet,  and  cut  its 
throat.  Beth  watched  the  operation  with  grave  interest,  but  no 
other  feeling.    She  had  been  accustomed  to  see  it  all  her  life. 

.  Presently  Beth's  father  and  mother  went  out  together,  and 
then  Beth  stole  downstairs  and  out  to  the  wash-house  to  find  the 
sweets  in  the  white-rose  tree.  Mildred  and  Jim  were  doing  their 
lessons  in  the  dining-room,  and  she  burst  in  upon  them  with  the 
sweets ;  but  Mildred  was  cross,  and  said : 

**  Don't  make  such  a  noise,  Beth ;  my  head  aches." 
The  next  day  was  Sunday.  Beth  knew  it  by  the  big  black 
bonnet  which  played  such  a  large  part  in  her  childish  recollec- 
tions. She  had  a  kind  of  sensation  of  having  seen  herself  in  it, 
bobbing  along  to  church,  a  sort  of  Kate  Greenaway  child,  with  a 
head  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  rest  of  her  body,  and  feeling  sin- 
gularly satisfied — a  feeling,  however,  which  was  less  a  recollec- 
tion than  an  experience  continually  renewed,  for  a  nice  gown  or 
bonnet  was  always  a  pleasure  to  her. 
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In  church  she  sat  in  a  big  square  pew  on  one  side  of  the  aisle, 
and  on  the  other  side  was  another  pew  exactly  like  it,  in  which 
sat  a  young  lady  whom  Beth  believed  to  be  Miss  Augusta  Noble 
in  the  Fairchild  Family,  Augusta  Noble  was  very  vain  and  got 
burned  to  death  for  standing  on  tip-toe  before  the  fire  to  look  at 
herself  in  a  new  frock  in  the  mirror  on  the  mantelpiece.  Beth 
thought  it  a  suitable  end  for  her,  and  did  not  pity  her  at  all — 
perhaps  because  she  went  on  coming  to  church  regularly  all  the 
same. 

After  the  service  they  climbed  the  Castle  Hill,  and  there  was 
gray  of  the  stone  work  against  a  bright  blue  sky,  and  green  of 
grass  and  trees  against  the  gray,  and  mountainous  clouds  of  daz- 
zling white  hung  over  a  molten  sea,  and  because  of  the  beauty  of 
it  all  Beth  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  that  child  ?  '*  her  father  exclaimed 
impatiently.  "  It's  very  odd  other  people  can  bring  up  their  chil- 
dren properly,  Caroline ;  but  you  never  seem  to  be  able  to  man- 
age yours." 

"  What's  the  matter  with  you,  you  tiresome  child  ? "  Mrs. 
Caldwell  exclaimed,  shaking  Beth  by  the  arm.  Beth  only  sobbed 
the  more.  "Look,"  said  her  mother,  pointing  to  a  small  lake  left 
by  the  sea  on  the  shore  when  the  tide  went  out,  where  the  chil- 
dren used  to  wade  knee-deep,  or  bathe  when  it  was  too  rough  for 
them  to  go  into  the  sea;  "look,  there's  the  pond,  that  bright 
round  thing  over  there.  And  look  below,  near  the  castle — that 
great  green  mound  is  the  giant's  grave.  When  the  giant  died 
they  buried  him  there,  and  he  was  so  big  he  reached  all  that 
length  when  they  laid  him  in  the  ground." 

"  And  when  he  stood  up,  where  did  he  reach  to  ? "  said  Beth, 
interested  in  a  moment. 

"  Oh,  when  he  sat  here  I  should  think  he  could  make  a  foot- 
stool of  his  own  grave,  and  when  he  stood  up  he  could  look  over 
the  castle." 

Beth,  with  big  dilated  eyes  and  wet  cheeks,  saw  him  do  both, 
and  was  oppressed  to  tears  no  more  that  day  by  delight  and  won- 
der of  the  beautiful ;  but  she  was  always  liable  to  these  parox- 
ysms, the  outcome  of  an  intensity  of  pleasure  which  was  positive 
pain.  So  from  the  first  she  was  keenly  susceptible  to  outdoor  in- 
fluences, and  it  was  now  that  her  memory  was  stored  with  impres- 
sions which  were  afterward  of  inestimable  value  to  her,  for  she 
never  lived  among  the  same  kind  of  scenery  again. 

The  children  had  the  run  of  some  gentleman's  grounds  which 
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they  called  The  Walks.  There  were  banks  of  flowers,  and  side- 
walks where  the  London  Pride  grew,  and  water,  and  great  trees 
with  hollows  in  them  where  the  water  lodged.  Beth  called  these 
fairy  wells,  and  put  her  fingers  in  to  see  how  deep  they  were,  and 
there  were  dead  leaves  in  them ;  and  there  on  a  memorable  occa- 
sion she  found  her  first  skeleton  leaf,  and  told  Jane  Nettles  she 
really  didn't  know  before  that  there  were  such  things.  Once 
there  was  a  wasp's  nest  hanging  from  a  branch,  and  they  met  a 
young  man  coming  away  from  it,  holding  a  handkerchief  to  his 
face.  He  stopped  to  tell  Jane  Nettles  how  he  had  been  stung,  and 
the  children  wandered  ofl:  unheeded  to  look  at  the  nest.  It  was 
all  gray  and  gossamer,  like  cobwebs  laid  in  layers.  Beth  was  an 
Indian  scout  inspecting  it  from  behind  a  neighbouring  tree ;  and 
then  she  shelled  it  with  sticks,  but  she  did  not  wait  to  see  it  sur- 
render. 

They  picked  up  horse-chestnuts  from  under  the  trees  in  the 
season,  and  hammered  the  green  rind  oif  with  stones  for  the  joy 
of  seeing  the  beautiful,  shining,  slippery,  dark-brown  or  pie- 
bald polished  fruit  within ;  and  also,  when  there  were  wet  leaves 
on  the  ground,  they  gathered  walnuts  from  out  of  the  long,  tan- 
gled grass,  and  stained  their  fingers  picking  off  the  covering, 
which  was  mealy  green  when  it  burst,  and  smelt  nice ;  but  the 
nut  itself,  when  they  came  to  it,  was  always  surprisingly  small. 
There  were  horrid  mahogany -coloured  pieces  of  liver  put  about 
the  walks  on  sticks  sometimes.  Jane  Nettles  said  they  were  to 
poison  the  dogs  because  they  came  in  and  destroyed  the  flowers. 
Beth  wondered  how  it  was  people  could  eat  liver  if  it  poisoned 
doffs,  and  was  careful  afterward  not  to  touch  it  herself.  Most 
children  would  have  worried  the  reason  out  of  their  nurse,  but 
Jane  Nettles  was  not  amiable,  and  Beth  could  never  bring  herself 
to  ask  a  question  of  any  one  who  was  likely  either  to  snub  her  for 
asking,  or  to  jeer  at  her  for  not  knowing.  There  are  unsympa- 
thetic people  who  have  a  way  of  making  children  feel  ashamed  of 
their  ignorance,  and  rather  than  be  laughed  at,  a  sensitive  child 
will  pretend  to  know.  Beth  was  extraordinarily  sensitive  in  this 
respect,  and  so  it  happened  that,  in  later  life,  she  sometimes  found 
herself  in  ignorance  of  things  which  less  remarkable  people  had 
learned  in  their  infancy  for  the  asking. 

These  were  certainly  days  of  delight  to  Beth,  but  the  charm  of 

them  was  due  less  to  people  than  to  things— to  some  sight  or  scent 

of  Nature— the  smell  of  new-mown  hay  from  a  wagon  they  had 

stood  aside  to  let  pass  in  a  narrow  lane,  a  glimpse  of  a  high  bank 
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on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  a  high  grassy  hank,  covered  and 
crowned  witH  trees,  chiefly  chestnuts,  on  which  the  sun  shone ; 
hawthorn  hedgerows  from  which  they  used  to  pick  the  green  huds 
children  call  bread-and-butter,  and  eat  them;  and  one  privet 
hedge  in  their  own  garden,  an  impenetrable  hedge,  on  the  other 
side  of  which,  as  Beth  imagined,  all  kinds  of  wonderful  things 
took  place.  The  flowers  of  those  early  days  were  crocuses,  snow- 
drops, white  roses,  a  little  yellow  flower  they  called  ladies'  fingers, 
sea  pinks,  and  London  pride — particularly  London  pride.  In  The 
Walks,  Jane  Nettles  used  to  teach  her  the  wonderful  rhyme  of : 

London  Bridge  is  broken  down. 

Grand,  said  the  little  Dee, 
London  Bridge  is  broken  down, 

Fair  Lade — eo. 

And  so  the  rhyme,  London  Pride  among  the  rockwork,  the  orna- 
mental water,  a  rustic  bridge,  shining  laurel  leaves,  mahogany- 
coloured  liver,  warmth,  light,  and  sweet  airs,  all  became  mingled 
in  one  gracious  memory. 

People,  however,  as  has  been  already  shown,  also  came  into 
her  consciousness,  but  with  less  certainty  of  pleasing,  wherefore 
she  remembered  them  less,  for  it  was  always  her  habit  to  banish  a 
disagreeable  thought  if  she  could.  One  day  she  went  into  the 
garden  with  her  spade  and  an  old  tin  biscuit  box.  She  put  the 
box  on  the  ground  beside  her,  with  the  lid  off,  and  began  to  dig. 
By  and  by  the  kitten  came  crooning  and  sidling  up  to  her,  and 
hopped  into  the  box.  Beth  instantly  put  on  the  lid,  and  the  kitten 
was  a  corpse  which  must  be  buried.  She  hurriedly  dug  its  grave, 
put  in  the  box,  and  covered  it  up  with  earth.  Just  as  she  had  fin- 
ished a  gruff  voice  exclaimed :  "  What  are  ye  doing  there,  ye  little 
divil  ?  "  and  there  was  old  Krangle,  the  gardener,  looking  at  her 
over  the  hedge.  "Dig  it  up  again  directly,"  he  said,  and  Beth, 
much  startled,  dug  it  up  quicker  than  she  had  buried  it.  The  kit- 
ten had  been  but  loosely  covered,  and  was  not  much  the  worse, 
but  had  got  some  earth  in  its  eye,  which  was  very  sore  afterward. 
People  wondered  what  had  hurt  it,  and  Beth  looked  from  one  to 
the  other  and  listened  with  grave  attention  to  their  various  sup- 
positions on  the  subject.  She  said  nothing,  however,  and  Krangle 
also  held  his  peace,  which  led  to  a  very  good  understanding  be- 
tween them.  Krangle  had  a  cancer  on  his  lip,  and  Beth  was  for- 
bidden to  kiss  him  for  fear  of  catching  it.  He  had  a  garden  of 
his  own  too,  and  a  pig,  and  little  boiled  potatoes  in  his  cottage. 
The  doctor's  brother  died  of  cancer,  and  Beth  supposed  he  had 
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been  naughty  and  kissed  old  Krangle,  though  she  wondered  he 
cared  to,  as  Krangle  had  a  very  prickly  chin.  The  doctor  often 
came  to  see  papa.  He  used  to  talk  about  the  Bible,  and  then  the 
children  were  sent  out  of  the  room.  Once  Beth  hid  under  the 
table  to  hear  what  he  said.  It  was  all  about  God,  whom  it  ap- 
peared that  he  did  not  like.  He  had  a  knob  at  the  end  of  his 
nose,  and  Beth  laughed  at  it,  in  punishment  of  which,  as  she  used 
to  believe,  her  own  nose  developed  a  little  knob  at  the  end.  Her 
mind  was  very  much  exercised  about  the  doctor  and  his  house- 
hold. He  and  his  brother  and  sister  used  to  live  together,  but 
now  he  lived  alone,  and  on  a  bed  in  one  of  the  rooms,  according 
to  Jane  Nettles,  there  were  furs,  and  lovely  silks,  satins,  and 
laces,  all  being  eaten  by  moths  and  destroyed  because  there  was 
no  one  to  look  after  them.  It  seemed  such  a  pity,  but  whose  were 
they  ?    Where  was  the  lady  ? 

Bridget  used  to  come  up  to  the  nursery  when  the  children  were 
in  bed  to  talk  to  Jane  Nettles  and  look  out  of  the  window.  Those 
gossips  in  the  niursery  were  a  great  source  of  distiu'bance  to  Beth 
when  she  ought  to  have  been  composing  herself  to  sleep.  She 
recollected  nothing  of  the  conversations  more  corrupting  than 
that  ghastly  account  of  how  the  girl  was  exhumed,  so  it  is  likely 
that  the  servants  exercised  some  discretion  when  they  dropped 
their  voices  to  a  whisper,  as  they  often  did ;  but  these  whispered 
colloquies  made  her  restless  and  cross,  and  brought  down  upon 
her  a  smart  order  to  go  to  sleep,  to  which  she  used  to  answer  defi- 
antly :  "  I  will  if  you'll  ask  me  a  riddle."  One  of  the  riddles  was : 
"  Between  two  sticks,  between  two  stones,  between  two  old  men's 
shin  bones.  What's  that  ? "  The  answer  had  something  to  do 
with  a  graveyard,  but  Beth  could  not  remember  what. 

She  used  to  suifer  a  small  martyrdom  in  her  little  crib  on  those 
evenings  from  what  she  called  "  snuff  up  her  nose,"  a  hot,  dry, 
burning  sensation  which  must  have  been  caused  by  a  stuffy  room 
and  the  feverish  state  she  tossed  herself  into  when  she  was  kept 
awake  after  her  regular  hour  for  sleep.  Sometimes  she  sat  up  in 
bed  suddenly  and  cried  aloud.  Then  Jane  Nettles  would  push 
her  down  again  on  her  pillow  roughly,  and  threaten  to  call 
mamma  if  she  wasn't  good  directly.  Occasionally  mamma  heard 
her  and  came  up  of  her  own  accord  and  shook  her  by  the  shoul- 
der and  scolded  her.  Then  Beth  would  lie  still,  sobbing  silently 
and  wretched,  as  only  a  lonely,  uncomprehended,  and  uncom- 
plaining child  can  be.  No  one  had  the  faintest  conception  of 
what  she  suffered.    Her  naughtinesses  wei'e  remembered  aga.m%\, 
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her,  but  her  latent  tenderness  was  never  suspected.  Once  the  old 
doctor  said:  ** That's  a  peculiarly  sensitive,  high-strung,  nervous 
child  ;  you  must  be  gentle  with  her  "  ;  and  both  parents  had  stared 
at  him.  They  were  matter-of-fact  creatures  themselves,  compara- 
tively speaking,  with  a  notion  that  such  nonsense  as  nervousness 
should  be  shaken  out  of  a  child. 

At  dinner,  one  day,  Beth  saw  little  creatures  crawling  in  a 
piece  of  cheese  she  had  on  her  plate,  and  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  disgust. 

''  Those  are  only  mites,  you  silly  child,"  her  father  said ;  and 
then,  to  her  horror,  he  took  up  the  piece  and  ate  it.  **  Do  look  at 
that  child,  Caroline !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  "  she's  turned  quite  pale." 

Beth  puzzled  her  head  for  long  afterward  to  know  what  it 
meant  to  turn  pale. 

Little  seeds  of  superstition  were  sown  in  her  mind  at  this  time, 
and  afterward  flourished.  She  found  a  wedding  ring  in  her  first 
piece  of  Christmas  cake,  and  was  told  she  would  be  the  first  of  the 
party  to  marry,  which  made  her  feel  very  important. 

Being  so  sensitive  herself,  she  was  morbidly  careful  of  the 
feelings  of  others,  and  committed  sins  of  insincerity  without  com- 
punction in  her  eflPorts  to  spare  them.  She  and  Mildred  were  wait- 
ing, ready  dressed,  one  day,  to  go  and  pay  a  call  with  mamma. 
Beth  had  her  big  bonnet  on  and  was  happy,  and  Mildred  also  was 
in  a  high  state  of  delight.  She  said  Beth's  breath  smelled  of  straw- 
berries, and  wanted  to  know  what  her  own  smelled  of. 

"  Raspberries,"  Beth  answered  instantly.  It  was  not  true,  but 
Beth  felt  that  something  of  the  kind  was  expected  of  her,  and  so 
responded  sympathetically.  When  they  got  to  the  ho,use  they 
were  shown  into  an  immense  room,  and  wandered  about  it.  Beth 
upset  some  cushions,  and  had  awful  qualms,  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  be  pounced  upon  and  shaken  ;  but  she  forgot  her  fright 
on  approaching  her  hostess  and  discovering,  to  her  great  surprise, 
that  she  was  busy  doing  black  monkeys,  on  a  gray  ground,  in 
wool  work.  She  was  astonished  to  find  that  it  was  possible  to  do 
such  wonderful  work,  and  she  wanted  to  be  taught  immediately ; 
but  her  mother  made  her  ashamed  of  herself  for  supposing  that 
she  could  do  it,  silly  little  body !  They  staid  to  dinner,  and  Beth 
cried  with  rage  because  the  servant  poured  white  sauce  over  her 
fish,  and  without  asking  her,  too.  The  fish  was  an  island,  and  Beth 
was  the  hungry  sea,  devouring  it  bit  by  bit.  Of  course,  if  you  put 
white  sauce  over  it  you  converted  it  into  a  table  with  a  white  cloth 
on,  or  something  of  that  kind,  which  you  could  not  eat ;  so  the  fish 
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vras  spoiled.  She  got  into  a  difficulty,  too,  about  Miss  Deeble's 
drawing-room,  which  was  upstairs  overlooking  the  bay,  and  you 
could  only  see  the  water  from  the  window,  so  there  were  water 
colours  on  the  wall.  Her  mother  smilingly  tried  to  explain,  but 
Beth  stamped  and  stuck  to  her  point — the  water  accounted  for  the 
water  colours. 

On  the  way  home  Beth  found  a  new  interest  in  life.  The  mill 
had  been  burned  down,  and  they  went  to  see  the  smouldering 
embers,  and  Beth  smelled  fire  for  the  first  time.  The  miller's 
family  had  been  burned  out  and  were  sheltering  in  a  shed.  One 
little  boy  had  his  fingers  all  crumpled  up  from  the  fire.  Beth's 
benevolence  awoke.  She  was  all  syihpathetic  excitement,  and 
wanted  to  do  something  for  somebody.  The  miller's  wife  was 
lying  on  a  mattress  on  the  floor.  She  had  a  little  baby — a  new 
one — a  pudgy,  red-looking  thing.  Mrs.  Caldwell  fed  the  other 
children  with  bread  and  milk,  and  Beth  oflPered  to  teach  them 
their  letters. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  laughed  at  her.  "  You  teach  them  their  letters ! '' 
she  exclaimed.  *'  You  had  better  learn  your  own  properly.''  And 
Mildred  also  jeered.  Beth  subsided,  crimson  with  shame  at  being 
thus  lowered  in  everybody's  estimation.  She  was  deficient  in  self- 
esteem,  and  required  to  be  encouraged.  Praise  merely  gave  her 
confidence ;  but  her  mother  never  would  praise  her.  She  brought 
all  her  children  up  on  the  same  plan,  regardless  of  their  diflFerent 
dispositions.  It  made  Mildred  vain  to  praise  her,  and  therefore 
Beth  must  not  be  praised ;  and  so  her  mother  checked  her  mental 
growth  again  and  again  instead  of  helping  her  to  develop  it.  "  It's 
no  use  your  trying  to  do  that,  Beth,  you  can't,"  she  would  say, 
when  Beth  would  have  done  it  easily  if  only  she  liad  been  assured 
that  she  could. 

Beth  had  a  strange  dream  that  night  after  the  fire,  which  made 
a  lasting  impression  upon  her.  Dorman's  Isle  was  a  green  ex- 
panse, flat  as  a  table,  and  covered  with  the  short  grass  that  grows 
by  the  sea.  At  high  tide  it  was  surrounded  by  water,  but  when 
the  tide  was  low,  it  rested  on  great,  gray,  rugged  rocks,  as  the  lid 
of  a  box  rests  upon  its  sides.  Between  the  gray  of  the  rocks  and 
the  green  of  the  grass  there  was  a  fringe  of  sea  pinks.  That  night 
she  dreamed  that  she  was  under  Dorman's  Isle,  and  it  was  a  gi^at 
barsfcave,  not  very  high,  and  lighted  by  torches  which  people 
held  in  their  hands.  There  were  a  number  of  people,  and  they 
were  all  members  of  her  own  family,  ancestors  in  the  dresses  of 
their  day,  distant  relations — numbers  of  strange  people  whom  she 
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had  never  heard  of — as  weH  as  her  own  father  and  mother,  broth- 
ers and  sisters.  She  knew  she  was  under  Dorman's  Isle,  but  she 
knew  also  that  it  was  the  dark  space  beneath  the  stage  of  a  theatre. 
When  she  entered,  the  rest  of  the  family  were  already  assembled ; 
but  they  none  of  them  spoke  to  each  other,  and  the  doors  kept 
opening:  and  shutting,  and  the  people  seemed  to  melt  away,  until 
at  last  only  three  or  four  remained,  and  they  were  just  going. 
She  saw  the  shine  on  the  paint  of  the  door  posts,  and  the  smoke 
of  the  torches,  as  they  let  themselves  out.  Then  they  had  all  gone 
and  left  her  alone  in  a  cave  full  of  smoke.  Vainly  she  struggled 
to  follow  them ;  the  doors  were  fast,  the  smoke  was  smothering 
her,  and  in  the  agony  of  a  last  effort  to  escape  she  awoke. 

In  after-days,  when  Betli  began  to  think,  she  used  to  wonder 
how  it  was  she  knew  those  people  were  her  ancestors,  and  that  the 
place  was  like  any  part  of  a  theatre.  She  had  never  heard  either 
of  ancestors  or  theatres  at  that  time.  Was  it  recollection  ?  Or  is 
there  some  more  perfect  power  to  know  than  the  intellect — a  power 
lying  latent  in  the  whole  race,  which  will  eventually  come  into 
possession  of  it,  but  with  which  at  present  only  some  few  rare 
beings  are  perfectly  endowed  ?  Beth  had  the  sensation  of  having 
been  nearer  to  something  in  her  infancy  than  she  ever  was  again 
— nearer  to  knowing  what  it  is  the  trees  whisper,  what  the  mur- 
mur means,  the  all-pervading  murmur  which  sounds  incessantly 
when  everything  is  hushed,  as  at  night ;  nearer  to  the  **  arcane  " 
of  that  evening  on  the  Castle  Hill  when  she  first  felt  her  kinship 
with  Nature,  and  burst  into  song.  It  may  have  been  hereditary 
memory,  a  knowledge  of  things  transmitted  to  her  by  her  ances- 
tors along  with  their  features,  virtues,  and  vices ;  but  at  any  rate 
she  herself  was  sure  that  she  possessed  a  power  of  some  kind  in 
her  infancy  which  gradually  lapsed  as  her  intellectual  faculties 
developed.  She  was  conscious  that  the  senses  had  come  between 
iier  and  some  mysterious  joy  which  was  not  of  the  senses  but  of 
the  spirit.  There  lingered  what  seemed  to  be  the  recollection  of 
a  condition  anterior  to  this,  a  condition  of  which  no  tongue  can 
tell,  which  is  not  to  be  put  into  words,  or  made  evident  to  those 
who  have  no  recollection,  but  which  some  will  comprehend  by 
the  mere  allusion  to  it.  All  her  life  long  Beth  preserved  a  half 
consciousness  of  this  something — something  which  eluded  her, 
something  from  which  she  gradually  drifted  farther  away  as  she 
grew  older,  some  sort  of  vision  which  opened  up  fresh  tracts  to 
her — but  whether  of  country,  or  whether  of  thought,  she  could 
not  say.    Only  when  it  came  to  her  aU  was  immeasurable  about 
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her,  and  she  was  above — above  in  a  great  calm  through  which 
she  moved  without  any  sort  of  effort  that  is  known  to  us ;  she  just 
thought  it  and  was  there,  while  humanity  dwindled  away  into 
insignificance  below. 

One  other  strange  vision  she  had  which  she  never  forgot. 
With  her  intellect  she  believed  it  to  have  been  a  dream,  but  her 
further  faculty  always  insisted  that  it  was  a  recollection.  She 
was  with  a  large  company  in  an  indescribable  hollow  space,  bare 
of  all  furnishments  because  none  were  required,  and  into  this 
space  their  came  a  great  commotion,  bright  light  and  smoke, 
without  heat,  or  sense  of  suffocation.  Then  she  was  alone,  mak- 
ing for  an  aperture,  struggling  and  striving  with  pain  of  spirit  to 
gain  it ;  and  when  she  had  found  it  she  shot  through  and  awoke 
in  the  world.  She  awoke  with  a  terrible  sense  of  desolation  upon 
her,  and  with  the  consciousness  of  having  traversed  infinite  space 
at  infinite  speed  in  an  interval  of  time  which  her  mortal  mind 
could  not  measure. 

All  through  life,  when  she  was  in  possession  of  her  further 
faculty,  and  perceived  by  that  means — which  was  only  at  fitful 
intervals,  doubtless  because  of  unfavourable  circumstances  and 
surroundings — ^she  was  calm,  strong,  and  confident.  She  looked 
upon  life  as  from  a  height,  viewing  it  both  in  detail  and  as  a 
whole.  But  when  she  had  only  her  intellect  to  rely  upon,  all  was 
uncertain,  and  she  became  weak,  vacillating,  and  dependent.  So 
that  she  appeared  to  be  a  singular  mixture  of  weakness  and 
strength,  courage  and  cowardice,  faith  and  distrust ;  and  just  what 
she  would  do  depended  very  much  on  what  was  expected  of  her, 
or  what  influence  she  was  under,  and  also  on  some  sudden  impulse 
which  no  one,  herself  included,  could  have  anticipated. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Up  to  this  time  Beth's  reminiscences  jerk  along  from  incident 
to  incident,  but  now  there  come  the  order  and  sequence  of  an 
eventful  period,  perfectly  recollected.  The  date  is  fixed  by  a 
change  of  residence.  Her  father,  who  was  a  commander  in  the 
coast  guard,  was  transferred  on  promotion  from  the  north  of  Ire- 
land to  another  appointment  in  the  wild  west,  and  Beth  was  just 
entering  upon  her  seventh  year  when  they  moved.  Captain  Cald- 
weU  went  on  in  advance  to  take  up  his  ai^pointment,  and  Jim 
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accompanied  him ;  Mildred,  Beth,  and  Bemadine,  the  youngest — 
who  had  arrived  two  years  after  Beth — being  left  to  follow  with 
their  mother.  The  elder  children  had  been  sent  to  England  to  be 
educated.  In  their  father's  absence  Mildred  and  Bemadine  were 
transferred  to  their  mother's  room ;  Jane  Nettles  and  Bridget,  the 
sulky,  had  disappeared,  and  Kitty  slept  in  the  nursery  with  Beth. 
Beth  had  grown  too  long  for  her  crib,  but  still  had  to  sleep  in  it, 
and  her  legs  were  cramped  at  night  and  often  cached  because  she 
could  not  stretch  them  out,  and  the  pain  kept  her  awake. 

"  Mamma,  my  legs  do  ache  in  bed,"  she  said  one  day. 

"  Beth,  you  really  area,  whiny  child ;  you  always  have  a  griev- 
ance," her  mother  complained. 

"  But,  mamma,  they  do  axjhe." 

**  Well,  it's  only  growing  pains,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  replied  with  a 
satisfied  air,  as  if  to  name  the  trouble  were  to  ease  it.  And  so 
Beth's  legs  ached  on  unrelieved,  and,  when  they  kept  her  awake, 
Kitty  became  the  object  of  her  contemplation.  The  sides  of  the 
crib  were  like  the  seat  of  a  cane-bottomed  chair,  and  Beth  had  en- 
larged one  of  the  holes  by  fidgeting  at  it  with  her  fingers.  This 
was  her  look-out  station.  A  night  light  had  been  conceded  to  her 
nervousness  at. the  instance  of  Dr.  Gottley,  when  it  became  a 
regular  thing  for  her  to  wake  in  the  dark  out  of  one  of  her  vivid 
dreams,  and  shriek  because  she  could  not  see  where  she  was.  The 
usual  beating  and  shaking  had  been  tried  to  cure  her  of  her  non- 
sense, but  this  sensible  treatment  only  seemed  to  make  her  worse, 
she  was  such  a  tiresome  child,  till  at  last,  when  Dr.  Gottley  threat- 
ened serious  consequences,  the  light  was  allowed,  a  dim  little 
float  that  burnt  on  an  inch  of  oil  in  a  glass  of  water  and  made 
Kitty  look  so  funny  when  she  came  up  to  bed.  Kitty  began  to 
undress,  and  at  the  same  time  to  mutter  her  prayers,  as  soon  as 
she  got  into  the  room ;  and  sometimes  she  would  go  down  on  her 
knees  and  beat  her  breast,  and  sigh  and  groan  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, beseeching  her  to  help  her.  Beth  thought  at  first  she  was  in 
great  distress  and  pitied  her ;  but  after  a  time  she  believed  that 
Kitty  was  enjoying  herself,  perhaps  because  she  also  had  begun 
to  enjoy  these  exercises.  Beth  had  been  taught  to  say  her  Protes- 
tant prayers,  but  not  made  to  feel  that  she  was  addressing  them 
to  any  particular  personality  that  appealed  to  her  imagination,  as 
Kitty's  Blessed  Lady  did. 

"  Kitty,  Kitty ! "  she  cried  one  night,  sitting  up  in  her  crib  with 
a  great  dry  sob.  *'  Tell  me  how  to  do  it.  I  want  to  speak  to  her, 
too." 
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Kitty,  who  was  on  her  knees  on  the  floor,  with  her  rosary- 
clasped  in  her  hands,  her  arms  and  shoulders  bare,  and  her  dark 
hair  hanging  down  her  back,  looked  up,  considerably  startled. 
"  Holy  Mother  f  how  you  frightened  me !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Go  to 
sleep." 

"  But  I  want  to  speak  to  her,"  Beth  persisted. 

"  Arrah,  be  good  now.  Miss  Beth,"  Kitty  coaxed,  still  on  her 
knees. 

"I'll  be  good  if  you'll  tell  me  what  to  say,"  Beth  bargained. 

Kitty  rose  from  her  knees,  went  to  the  side  of  the  crib,  and 
looked  down  at  the  child. 

"  What  do  ye  want  to  say  to  her  at  all  ? "  she  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  Beth  answered.  **  I  just  want  to  speak  to  her. 
I  just  want  to  say  *  Holy  Mother,  come  close,  I  love  you.  Stay  by 
me  all  night  long,  and  when  the  daylight  comes  don't  forget  me.' 
How  would  you  say  that,  Kitty? " 

**  Bless  your  purty  eyes,  darlint !  "  said  Kitty,  '*  just  say  it  that 
way  every  time.  It  couldn't  be  better  said,  not  by  the  praste  him- 
self. An'  if  the  Blessed  Mother  ever  hears  anything  from  this 
world,"  she  added  in  an  undertone,  "  she'll  hear  that.  But  turn 
over  now  an'  go  to  sleep,  honey.  See !  I'll  stand  here  till  ye  do, 
and  sing  to  you." 

Beth  turned  over  on  her  left  side,  with  her  face  to  the  wall, 
and  settled  herself  to  sleep  contentedly,  while  Kitty  stood  beside 
her,  patting  her  shoulder  gently,  and  crooning  in  a  low,  sweet 
voice : 

"  Look  down,  O  Mother  Marv  ! 

From  thy  bright  throne  above  ; 
Send  down  upon  thy  children 

One  holy  glance  of  love  ! 
And  if  a  heart  so  tender 

With  pity  flows  not  o'er, 
Then  turn,  ()  Mother  Mary  ! 

And  smile  on  me  no  more/' 

As  Beth  listened  her  little  heart  expanded,  and  presently  the 
Blessed  Virgin  stood  beside  her  bed,  a  heavenly  vision,  like  Kitty, 
with  dark  hair  growing  low  on  her  forehead  and  hanging  down 
her  back,  blue  eyes,  and  an  earnest,  guileless  face.  Beth's  little 
mouth,  drooping  with  dissatisfaction  ordinarily,  curled  up  at  the 
comers,  and  so,  thoroughly  tranquillized,  she  fell  happily  asleep 
with  a  smile  on  her  lips. 

Kitty  bent  low  to  look  at  her,  and  shook  her  head  several 
times.     "  Coaxin's  better  nor  bating  you,  anyway,"  she  muttered. 
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*'  But  what  are  they  going  to  do  wi'  ye  at  all  ? "  She  stood  up  and 
raised  her  clasped  hands.  **  Holy  Mother,  it  'ud  be  well  maybe 
if  ye'd  take  her  to  yourself,  just  now — God  forgive  me  for  say- 
ing it." 

Next  morning  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  sitting  at  breakfast  with  Beth 
and  Mildred.  Every  moment  she  glanced  at  the  window,  and  at 
last  the  postman  passed.  She  listened,  but  there  was  no  knock, 
and  her  heart  sank. 

"  Beth,  will  you  stop  drumming  with  your  spoon  ? "  she  ex- 
claimed irritably.  As  she  spoke,  however,  Kitty  came  in  with 
the  expected  letter  in  her  hand,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell's  countenance 
cleared.     "  I  thought  the  postman  had  passed,"  she  exclaimed. 

"  No,  m'em,"  Kitty  rejoined.  "  I  was  standin'  at  the  door,  an' 
he  gave  me  the  letter." . 

Mrs.  Caldwell  had  opened  it  by  this  time,  but  it  was  very 
short.  "  How  often  am  I  to  tell  you  not  to  stand  at  the  door  let- 
ting in  the  cold  air,  Kitty  ? "  she  snapped. 

"And  how'd  I  sweep  the  steps,  m'em,  if  ye  plase,  when  I'm 
not  to  stand  at  the  door  ? " 

But  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  reading  the  letter,  and  again  her  coun- 
tenance cleared.  "  Papa  wants  us  to  go  to  him  as  soon  as  ever  we 
can  get  ready  ! "  was  her  joyful  exclamation.  "  And,  oh,  they've 
had  such  snow  !  See,  Mildred,  here's  a  sketch  of  the  chapel  nearly 
buried." 

"  Oh,  let  me  see,  too,"  Beth  cried,  running  round  the  table  to 
look  over  Mildred's  shoulder. 

"  Did  papa  draw  that  ?    How  wonderful ! " 

"  Beth,  don't  lean  on  me  so,"  Mildred  said  crossly,  shaking 
her  o£P. 

The  sketch,  which  was  done  in  ink  on  half  a  sheet  of  paper, 
showed  a  little  chapel  with  great  billows  of  snow  rolling  along 
the  sides  and  up  to  the  roof.  After  breakfast  Mildred  sat  down 
and  began  to  copy  it  in  pencil,  to  Beth's  intense  surprise.  The 
possibility  of  copying  it  herself  would  never  have  occurred  to 
her,  but  when  she  saw  Mildred  doing  it  of  course  she  must  try 
too.  She  could  make  nothing  of  it,  however,  till  Mildred  showed 
her  how  to  place  each  stroke,  and  then  she  was  very  soon  weary 
of  the  effort,  and  gave  it  up,  yawning.  Drawing  was  not  to  be 
one  of  her  accomplishments. 

Kitty  was  to  accompany  them  to  the  west. 

When  the  day  of  departure  arrived,  a  great  coach  and  pair 
came  to  the  door,  and  the  luggage  was  piled  up  on  it.     Beth,  with 
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her  mouth  set  and  her  eyes  twice  then*  normal  size  from  excitement, 
was  everywhere,  watching  everybody,  afraid  to  miss  anything  that 
happened.  Her  mother's  movements  were  a  source  of  special  in- 
terest to  her.  At  the  last  moment  Mrs;  Caldwell  slipped  away 
alone  to  take  leave  of  the  place  which  had  been  the  first  home  of 
her  married  life.  She  was  a  young  girl  when  she^came  to  it,  the 
daughter  of  a  country  gentleman,  accustomed  to  luxury,  but  right 
ready  to  enjoy  poverty  with  the  man  of  her  heart ;  and  poverty 
enough  she  had  had  to  endure,  and  sickness  and  sorrow  too — 
troubles  inevitable — ^besides  some  of  those  other  troubles  which  are 
the  harder  to  bear  because  they  are  not  inevitable.  But  still  she 
had  had  her  compensations,  and  it  was  of  these  she  thought  as  slie 
took  her  last  leave  of  the  little  place.  She  went  to  the  end  of  the 
garden  first,  closely  followed  by  Beth,  and  looked  through  the 
thin  hedge  out  across  the  field.  She  seemed  to  be  seeing  things 
which  were  farther  away  than  Beth's  eye  could  reach.  Then 
she  went  to  an  old  garden  seat,  touched  it  tenderly,  and  stood 
looking  down  at  it  for  some  seconds.  Many  a  summer  evening 
she  had  sat  there  at  work  while  her  husband  read  to  her.  It  was 
early  spring,  and  the  snowdrops  and  crocuses  were  out.  She 
gathered  a  little  bunch  of  them.  When  she  had  made  the  tour  of 
the  garden  she  retiu-ned  to  the  house  and  went  into  every  room, 
Beth  following  her  faithfully  at  a  safe  distance.  In  the  nursery 
she  stood  some  little  time  looking  round  at  the  bare  walls,  and 
seeming  to  listen  expectantly.  No  doubt  she  heard  ghostly  echoes 
of  the  patter  of  children's  feet,  the  ring  of  children's  voices.  As 
she  turned  to  go  she  pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  In  her 
own  room  she  lingered  still  longer,  going  from  one  piece  of  fur- 
niture to  another,  and  laying  her  hand  on  each.  It  was  hand- 
some furniture,  such  as  a  lady  should  have  about  her,  and  every 
piece  represented  a  longer  or  shorter  period  of  self-denial,  both  on 
her  own  part  and  on  her  husband's,  and  a  proportionately  keen 
joy  in  the  acquisition  of  it.  She  remembered  so  well  when  the 
wardrobe  came  home,  and  the  dressing  table  too,  and  the  mahog- 
any drawers.  The  furniture  was  to  follow  to  the  new  home,  and 
each  piece  would  still  have  its  own  history,  but,  once  it  was 
moved  from  its  accustomed  place,  new  associations  would  have 
to  be  formed,  and  that  was  what  she  dreaded.  She  could  picture 
the  old  home  deserted,  and  herself  yearning  for  it  and  for  the  old 
days ;  but  she  could  not  imagine  a  new  home  or  a  new  chapter  of 
hfe  with  any  great  interest  or  pleasure  in  it — anything,  in  fact, 
but  anxiety. 
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When  at  last  she  left  the  house,  she  was  quite  overcome  to 
find  that  a  little  crowd  of  friends  of  every  degree  had  collected  to 
wish  her  good  speed.  She  went  from  one  to  the  other,  shaking 
hands  and  answering  their  words  in  kindly  wise.  Mary  Lynch 
gave  Beth  a  currant  cake  and  lifted  her  into  the  coach,  though 
she  could  quite  well  have  got  in  by  herself.  Then  they  were  off, 
and  Mrs.  Caldwell  stood  at  the  door  wiping  her  eyes  and  gazing 
at  the  little  house  till  they  turned  the  corner  of  the  street  and  lost 
sight  of  it  forever. 

The  tide  was  out,  Dorman's  green  isle  rested  on  its  gray  rocks, 
the  pond  shone  like  a  mirror  on  the  ^hore,  and  the  young  grass 
was  springing  on  the  giant's  grave ;  but  the  branches  were  still 
bare  and  brown  on  the  Castle  Hill,  and  the  old  gray  castle  stood 
out  whitened  by  contrast  with  a  background  of  dark  and  lower- 
ing sky.  Beth's  highly  strung  nerves,  already  overstrained  by  ex- 
citement, broke  down  completely  under  the  oppression  of  those 
heavy  clouds,  and  she  became  convulsed  with  sobs.  Kitty  took 
her  on  her  knee,  but  tried  in  vain  to  soothe  her  before  the  currant 
cake  and  the  motion  of  the  coach  had  made  her  deadly  sick,  after 
which  she  dozed  off  from  sheer  exhaustion. 

The  rest  of  the  journey  was  a  nightmare  of  nausea  to  her. 
She  was  constantly  being  lifted  out  of  the  carriage  and  made  to 
lie  on  .a  sofa  somewhere  while  the  horses  were  being  changed,  or 
put  to  bed  for  the  night  and  dragged  up  again  unrefreshed  in  the 
early  morning,  and  consigned  once  more  to  misery.  Sometimes 
great  dark  mountains  towered  above  her,  tilling  her  with  dread ; 
and  sometimes  a  long,  lonely  level  of  bare  brown  bogs  was  all 
about  her,  overwhelming  her  little  soul  with  such  a  terrible  sense 
of  desolation  that  she  cowered  down  beside  Kitty  and  clung  to 
her  shivering. 

Once  her  mother  shook  her  for  something,  and  Beth  turned 
faint. 

"  Whaf s  the  matter  with  her.  Kitty  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  ex- 
claimed, alarmed  by  her  white  face. 

"  You've  jest  shook  the  life  out  of  her,  m'em,  I  thintk,"  Kitty 
answered  her  tranquilly.  "  An'  ye'll  not  rare  her  that  way,  I'm 
thinking." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  began  to  dislike  Kitty. 

On  the  third  day  they  drove  down  a  delightful  road,  with 
hedges  on  either  hand,  footpaths,  and  trees,  among  which  big 
country  homes  nestled.  The  mountains  were  still  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, but  not  near  enough  to  be  awesome.    On  one  side  of 
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the  road  was  a  bi»oad,  shallow  stream,  so  clear  you  could  see  the 
brown  stones  at  the  bottom — a  sahnon  stream  with  weirs  .and 
waterfalls. 

They  were  nearing  a  town,  and  Kitty  began  to  put  the  things 
together.  Beth  became  interested.  Mamma  looked  out  of  the 
window  every  instant,  and  at  last  she  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of 
relief,  which  somehow  belied  the  words,  "  Here's  papa !  I  knew 
he  would  come ! "  And  there  was  a  horse  at  the  window,  and 
papa  was  on  it,  looking  in  at  them.  Mamma's  face  became  quite 
rosy,  and  she  laughed  a  good  deal  and  showed  her  teeth.  Beth 
had  not  noticed  them  before. 

"  What  are  you  staring  at,  Beth  ?  "  Mildred  whispered. 

"  Mamma's  all  pink,"  Beth  said. 

"  That's  blushing,"  said  Mildred. 

"  What's  blushing  ? "  said  Beth. 

**  Getting  pink." 

"  What  does  she  do  it  for  ? " 

**  She  can't  help  it." 

Beth  continued  to  stare,  and  at  last  Mrs.  Caldwell  noticed  it, 
and  asked  her  what  she  was  looking  at. 

"You've  got  nice  white  teeth,"  said  Beth,  Mrs.  Caldwell 
smiled. 

'*  Have  you  only  just  discovered  that?"  papa  asked  through 
the  window. 

•'  You  never  told  me,"  Beth  protested,  thinking  herself  re- 
proached.    '*  You  said  Jane  Nettles  had." 

The  smile  froze  on  mamma's  lips,  and  papa's  horse  became 
unmiiuageable.  Beth  saw  there  was  something  wrong,  and 
stopped,  looking  from  one  to  the  other  intently. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  recovered  herself.  "What  a  stolid  face  she 
has ! "  she  remarked  presently  by  way  of  breaking  an  awkward 
pause. 

Beth  wondered  what  "  stolid  "  meant,  and  who  "  she  "  was. 

"  She  doesn't  look  well,"  papa  observed. 

*•  She's  jest  had  the  life  shook  out  of  her,  sir,"  Kitty  put  in. 

"  Kitty,  how  dare  you  !  "  Mrs.  Caldwell  began. 

"  It's  to  the  journey  I'm  alludin'  to  now,  m'em,"  Kitty  ex- 
plained with  dignity.     "  The  child  can't  bear  the  travellin'." 

"  Well,  it  won't  last  much  longer  now,"  said  papa,  and  then 
made  some  remark  to  mamma  in  Italian  which  brought  back  her 
good  humour.  They  always  spoke  Italian  to  each  other  because 
papa  did  not  know  French  so  well  as  mamma  did.    Beth  sup- 
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posed  at  that  time  that  all  grown-up  people  spoke  French  or 
Italian  to  each  other,  and  she  used  to  wonder  which  she  would 
speak  when  she  was  grown  up. 

They  stopped  at  an  inn  for  an  hour  or  two,  for  there  was  still 
another  stage  of  this  interminable  journey.  Mildred  had  a  bag 
with  a  big  doll  in  it,  and  some  almond  sweets.  She  left  it  on  a 
window  seat  when  they  went  to  have  something  to  eat,  and  when 
she  thought  of  it  again  it  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

"  They  would  steal  the  teeth  out  of  your  head  in  this  God-for- 
saken country,"  Captain  Caldwell  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  exas- 
peration. 

An  awful  vision  of  igneous  rocks  with  misshapen  creatures  ' 
prowling  about  among  them  instantly  appeared  to. Beth  in  illus- 
tration of  a  God-forsaken  country,  but  she  tried  vainly  to  imagine 
how  stealing  teeth  out  of  your  head  was  to  be  managed. 

When  they  set  off  again,  and  had  left  the  gray  town  with  its 
green  trees  and  clear  rivulet  behind,  the  road  lay  through  a  wild 
and  desolate  region.  Great  dark  mountains  rolled  away  in  every 
direction,  and  were  piled  up  above  the  travellers  to  the  very  sky. 
The  scene  was  most  melancholy  in  its  grandeur,  and  Beth,  gazing 
at  it  fascinated,  with  big  eyes  dilated  to  their  full  extent,  became 
exceedingly  depressed.  At  one  turn  of  the  way  they  saw  a  gen- 
tleman carrying  a  gun  and  attended  by  a  party  of  armed  police- 
men in  a  field  below. 

"That's  Mr.  Burke  going  over  his  property,"  Captain  Cald- 
well observed  to  his  wife.  **  He's  unpopular  just  now,  and  daren't 
move  without  an  escort.  His  life's  not  worth  a  moment's  pur- 
chase a  hundred  yards  from  his  own  gate,  and  I  expect  he'll  be 
shot  like  a  dog  some  day,  with  all  his  precautions." 

"  Oh,  why  does  he  stay  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

"  Just  pluck,"  her  husband  answered.  "  And  he  likes  it.  It 
certainly  does  add  to  the  interest  of  life." 

"O  Henry,  don't  speak  like  that!"  Mrs.  Caldwell  remon- 
strated.    "  They  can't  owe  you  any  grudge." 

Captain  Caldwell  flipped  a  fly  from  his  horse's  ear. 

Beth  gazed  down  at  the  doomed  gentleman,  and  fairly  quailed 
for  him.  She  half  expected  to  see  the  policemen  turn  on  him  and 
shoot  him  before  her  eyes,  and  a  strange  excitement  gradually 
grew  upon  her.  She  seemed  to  be  seeing  and  hearing  and  feeling 
without  eyes  or  ears  or  a  body. 

The  carriage  rocked  like  a  ship  at  sea,  and  once  or  twice  it 
seemed  to  be  going  right  over. 
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"  What  a  dreadfully  bad  road ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,"  her  husband  rejoined.  "  The  roads  about  here  are  the 
very  devil.  This  is  one  of  the  best.  Do  you  see  that  one  over 
there  ? "  pointing  with  his  whip  to  a  white  line  that  zigzagged 
across  a  neighbouring  mountain.  "  It's  disused  now.  That's  Gal- 
lows Hill,  where  a  man  was  hanged." 

Beth  gazed  at  the  spot  with  horror.     "  I  see  him ! "  she  cried. 

"  See  whom  ? "  said  her  mother. 

"  I  see  the  man  hanging." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  1 "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed.  **  Why,  the  man 
was  hanged  ages  ago.    He  isn't  there  now." 

"  You  must  speak  the  truth,  young  lady,"  papa  said  severely. 

Beth,  put  to  shame  by  the  reproof,  shrank  into  herself.  She 
was  keenly  sensitive  to  blame.  But  all  the  same  her  great  gray 
eyes  were  riveted  on  the  top  of  the  hill,  for  there,  against  the  sky, 
she  did  distinctly  see  the  man  dangling  from  the  gibbet. 

"  Kitty,"  she  whispered,  "  don't  you  see  him  ? " 

"  Whisht,  darlint,"  Kitty  said,  covering  Beth's  eyes  with  her 
hand.  "  I  don't  see  him.  But  I'll  not  be  after  calling  ye  a  liar 
because  ye  do,  for  I  guess  ye  see  more  nor  most,  Holy  Mother 
purtect  us !  But  whisht  now  I  Ye  mustn't  look  at  him  any 
more." 

The  carriage  came  to  the  brow  of  the  mountain,  and  down 
below  was  their  destination,  Castletownrock,  a  mere  village,  con- 
sisting principally  of  one  long,  steep  street.  Some  distance  below 
the  village  again,  the  great  green  waves  of  a  tempestuous  sea 
broke  on  a  dangerous  coast. 

"The  two  races  don't  fuse,"  papa  was  saying  to  mamma,  "in 
this  part  of  the  country  at  all  events.  There's  an  Irish  and  an 
English  side  to  the  street.  The  English  side  has  a  flagged  foot- 
path, and  the  houses  are  neat  and  clean,  and  well-to-do ;  on  the 
Irish  side  all  is  poverty  and  dirt  and  confusion." 

Just  outside  the  village  a  little  group  of  people  waited  to  wel- 
come them :  Mr.  Macbean  the  rector.  Captain  Keene,  the  three 
Misses  Keene,  and  Jim. 

The  carriage  was  stopped,  and  they  all  got  out  and  walked  the 
rest  of  the  distance  to  the  inn,  where  they  were  to  stay  till  the 
furniture  arrived.  On  the  way  down  the  street  they  saw  their 
new  home.  It  made  no  impression  on  Beth.  But  she  recognised 
the  Roman  Catholic  chapel  on  the  other  side  of  the  road  from 
papa's  drawing,  only  it  looked  different  because  there  was  no 
snow. 
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The  "  gentleman  and  lady  "  who  kept  the  inn,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Mayne,  with  their  two  daughters,  met  them  at  the  door,  and  shook 
hands  with  mamma  and  kissed  the  children. 

Then  they  went  into  the  inn  parlour,  and  there  was  wine  and 
plum  cake,  and  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Macdougall  came  with  their  little 
girl  Lucy,  who  was  eleven  years  old — Mildred's  age. 

Mr.  Macbean,  the  rector,  who  was  tall  and  thin,  and  had  a 
brown  beard  that  waggled  when  he  talked,  drew  Beth  to  his  side, 
and  began  to  ask  her  questions— just  when  she  wanted  so  much  to 
hear  what  everybody  else  was  saying,  too. 

"  Well,  and  what  have  you  been  taught  ? "  he  began. 

Beth  gazed  at  him  blankly. 

*'  Do  you  love  God  ? "  he  proceeded,  putting  his  hand  on  her 
head. 

Beth  looked  around  the  room,  perplexed,  then  fixed  her  eyes 
on  his  beard,  and  watched  it  waggle  with  interest. 

"  Ask  her  if  she  knows  anything  about  the  other  gentleman," 
Captain  Keene  put  in  jocosely. — "  Here's  to  his  health ! "  and  he 
emptied  his  glass. 

Beth's  great  eyes  settled  upon  him  with  sudden  fixity. 

**  I  suppose  you  never  heard  of  the  devil  ? "  he  proceeded. 

**  Oh,  yes,  I  have,"  was  Beth's  instant  and  unexpected  rejoinder. 
**The  devil  is  a  bad  road." 

There  was  an  explosion  of  laughter  at  this. 

*'  But  you  said  so,  papa,"  Beth  remonstrated  indignantly. 

"  My  dear  child,  I  said  just  the  reverse." 

"  What's  the  reverse  ? "  said  Beth,  picturing  another  per- 
sonality. 

"  There,  now,  that  v^ill  do,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  interposed.  **  Little 
bodies  must  be  seen  and  not  heard." 

Mr.  Macbean  stroked  Beth's  head.  "There  is  something  in 
here,  I  expect,'  he  observed. 

"Not  much,  I'm  afraid,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered.  "We've 
hardly  been  able  to  teach  her  anything." 

"  Ah  I "  Mr.  Macbean  ejaculated,  reflecting  on  the  specimen  he 
had  heard  of  the  method  pursued.  "  You  must  let  me  see  what  I 
can  do." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

In  a  few  days  aU  the  bustle  of  getting  into  the  new  house 
began.  The  furniture  arrived  in  irregular  batches.  Some  of  it 
came,  and  some  of  it  did  not  come.  When  a  box  was  opened 
there  was  nothing  that  was  wanted  in  it — only  things  that  did  not 
go  together,  and  mamma  was  worried  and  papa  was  cross. 

The  work  people  were  wild  and  ignorant,  and  only  trustworthy 
as  long  as  they  were  watched.  They  were  unaccustomed  to  the 
most  ordinary  comforts  of  civilized  life,  particularly  in  the  way 
of  furnitiu^.  When  the  family  arrived  at  the  house  one  morn- 
ing, they  found  Mrs.  Caldwell's  wardrobe,  mahogany  drawers,  and 
other  articles  of  bedroom  furniture,  set  up  in  conspicuous  positions 
in  the  sitting-room,  and  the  carpenter  was  much  ruffled  when  he 
was  ordered  to  take  them  upstairs. 

"Shiu^  its  mad  they  are,"  he  remonstrated  to  one  of  the 
servants,  "to  have  sich  foine  things  put  in  a  bedroom  where 
nobody '11  see  'em." 

The  men  came  up  from  the  coast-guard  station  to  scrape 
the  walls,  and  Ellis,  the  petty  officer,  used  the  bread  knife,  and 
broke  it,  and  papa  bawled  at  him.  Beth  was  very  sorry  for 
Ellis. 

The  house  was  built  of  stone,  and  very  damp.  There  was  a 
great  deal  of  space  in  it,  but  very  little  accommodation.  On  the 
ground  floor  were  a  huge  hall,  kitchen,  pantry,  and  sitting-room, 
all  flagged.  The  sitting-room  was  the  only  one  in  the  house,  and 
had  to  be  used  as  dining-room  and  drawing-room,  but  it  was  large 
enough  for  that  and  to  spare.  There  was  a  big  yard  and  a  big 
garden,  too,  and  Riley  was  in  the  stable,  and  Biddy  and  Anne  in 
the  kitchen,  and  Kitty  in  the  nursery.  This  increase  of  estab- 
lishment, which  meant  so  much  to  the  parents,  was  accepted  as  a 
matter  of  course  by  the  children. 

Kitty  told  Riley  and  Biddy  and  Anne  about  what  Beth  had 
seen  on  Gallows  Hill,  and  they  often  asked  Beth  what  she  saw 
when  she  used  to  sit  looking  at  nothing.  Then  Beth  would  think 
things  and  describe  them,  because  it  seemed  to  please  the  servants. 
They  used  to  be  very  serious  and  shake  their  heads  and  cross  them- 
selves, with  muttered  ejaculations,  but  all  the  time  they  liked  it. 
This  quite  encouraged  Beth,  and  she  used  to  think  and  think  of 
things  to  tell  them. 

Beth  was  exceedingly  busy  in  her  own  way  at  this  time.  Her 
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mind  was  being  rapidly  stored  with  impressions,  and  nothing 
escaped  her. 

The  four  children  and  Kitty  were  put  all  together  in  one  great 
nursery,  an  arrangement  of  which  Kitty,  with  the  fastidious  deli- 
cacy of  a  strict  Catholic,  did  not  at  all  approve. 

**  Indeed,  m'em,"  she  said,  **  I'm  thinkin'  Master  Jim's  too  sharp 
to  be  in  the  nursery  wid  his  sisters  now." 

"Nonsense,  Kitty!"  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed.  "How  can 
you  be  so  evil-minded  ?  Master  Jim's  only  a  child — a  baby  of 
ten  I " 

"Och,  thin,  m'em,  it's  an  ould-fashioned  baby  he  is,"  said 
Kitty  ;  "  and  I'm  thinkin'  it's  a  bit  of  a  screen  or  a  curtain  I'd  like 
for  dressin'  behind  if  he's  to  be  wid  us." 

"  I  have  nothing  of  the  kind  to  give  you,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  re- 
joined. And  afterward  she  made  merry  with  papa  about  Kitty's 
prudishness. 

But  Kitty  was  right,  as  it  happened.  Jim  had  been  left  pretty 
much  to  his  own  devices  during  the  time  he  had  been  alone  with 
his  father  at  Castletownrock.  Captain  Caldwell's  theory  was 
that  boys  would  look  after  themselves,  "  and  the  sooner  you  let 
'em  the  sooner  you'd  make  men  of  'em.  Blood  will  tell,  sir. 
Your  gentleman's  son  is  a  match  for  any  ragamuffin  " — a  theory 
which  Jim  justified  in  many  a  free  fight ;  but  during  the  suspen- 
sion of  hostilities  they  hobnobbed  and  the  ragamuffins  took  a 
terrible  revenge,  for  by  the  time  Mrs.  Caldwell  arrived  Jim  was 
thoroughly  corrupted.  Kitty  took  precautions,  however.  She 
arranged  the  nursery  life  so  that  Master  Jim  did  not  associate 
with  his  sisters  more  than  was  absolutely  necessary.  She  had 
him  up  in  the  morning,  bathed,  and  sent  off  to  school  before  she 
disturbed  the  little  girls,  and  at  night  she  never  left  the  nursery 
until  he  was  asleep.  Out  of  her  slender  purse  she  bought  some 
print,  and  fixed  up  a  curtain  for  his  sisters  to  dress  behind,  and 
all  else  that  she  had  to  do  for  the  children  was  done  decently 
and  in  order.  She  had  almost  entire  charge  of  them,  their 
mother  being  engrossed  with  her  husband,  whose  health  and 
spirits  had  already  begun  to  suffer  from  overwork  and  exposure 
to  the  climate. 

Kitty  was  teaching  her  charges  dainty  ways,  mentally  as  well  as 
physically.  When  she  had  washed  them  at  night  she  made  them 
purge  their  little  souls  of  all  the  sins  of  the  day  in  prayer,  and  in 
the  morning  she  taught  them  how  to  fortify  themselves  with 
good  resolutions.    Beth  took  immensely  to  the  Catholic  training, 
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and  solemnly  dedicated  herself  to  the  Blessed  Virgin;  Mildred 
conformed,  but  without  enthusiasm  ;  the  four-year-old  baby  Ber- 
nadine  lisped  little  Aves;  but  Jim,  in  the  words  of  Captain 
Keene — "  the  old  buffalo,"  as  their  father  called  him — sneered  at 
that  sort  of  thing  "  as  only  fit  for  women." 

"  Men  drink  whisky,"  said  Jim,  puffing  out  his  chest. 

"  True  for  ye,"  said  Kitty.  "  But  I've  been  told  that  them  as 
drinks  whisky  here  goes  dry  in  the  next  world." 

"  Well,  I  shall  drink  whisky  and  kiss  the  girls  all  the  same," 
said  Jim.  "  And  I  wouldn't  be  a  Catholic  now,  not  to  save  me 
sowl.    I  owe  the  Catholics  a  grudge.    They  insulted  me." 

"  How  so  ? "  asked  Kitty. 

"  At  the  midnight  mass  last  Christmas.  Father  John  got  up 
and  ordered  all  heretics  out  of  the  sacred  house  of  God,  and  Pat 
Fagan  ses  to  me,  *  Are  ye  a  heretic  ? '  and  I  ses,  *  I  am,  Pat  Fagan.' 
*  Thin  out  ye  go,'  ses  he,  and  but  for  that  I'd  'a'  been  a  Catholic ; 
so  see  what  you  lose  by  insulting  a  gentleman." 

"  What's  insulting  ? "  Beth  asked.  Jim  slapped  her  face. 
"  That's  insulting,"  he  explained. 

Beth  struck  him  back  promptly,  and  a  scuffle  ensued. 

**  Oh,  but  its  little  divils  yez  are,  the  lot  o'  ye ! "  cried  Kitty  as 
she  separated  them. 

During  fits  of  nervous  irritability  Captain  Caldwell  had  a 
habit  of  pacing  about  the  house  for  hours  at  a  time.  One  evening 
he  happened  to  be  walking  up  and  down  on  the  landing  outside 
the  niursery  door,  which  was  a  little  way  open,  and  his  attention 
was  attracted  by  Beth's  voice.  She  was  reciting  a  Catholic  hymn 
softly,  but  with  great  feeling,  as  if  every  word  of  it  were  a  pleas- 
ure to  her. 

"  What's  the  meaning  of  this  ? "  he  demanded,  bi'eaking  in  on 
her  devotions.  "What  papistical  abominations  have  you  been 
teaching  the  child,  Kitty  ? " 

"  Shure,  sorr,  it's  jest  a  bit  of  a  hymn,"  said  Kitty  bravely ;  but 
her  heart  sank,  and  the  colour  left  her  lips. 

Captain  Caldwell  was  furious.  ''  Caroline,"  he  called  peremp- 
torily, going  to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  *'  Caroline,  come  up 
directly  ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  fussed  up  in  hot  haste. 

"Do  you  know,"  Captain  Caldwell  demanded,  "that  this 
woman  is  makiug  idolaters  of  your  children  ?  I  heard  this  child 
just  now  praying  to  the  Virgin  Mary  ?    Do  you  hear  ? " 

Mrs.  Caldwell's  pale  face  flushed  with  anger. 
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"  How  dare  you  do  such  a  thing,  you  wicked  woman  ! "  she 
exclaimed.  *'  I  shall  not  keep  you  another  day  in  the  house. 
Pack  up  your  things  at  once  and  go  the  first  thing  in  the  mom- 
mg." 

"O  mamma,"  Beth  cried,  "you're  not  going  to  send  Kitty 
away  ?    Kitty,  Kitty,  you  won't  go  and  leave  me  ? " 

"There,  you  see!"  Captain  Caldwell  exclaimed.  "You  see 
the  influence  she's  got  over  the  child  already.  That's  the  Jesuit 
all  over ! " 

"An  ignorant  woman  like  you,  who  can  hardly  read  and 
write,  setting  up  to  teach  my  children  !  Indeed,  how  dare  you  ? " 
Mrs.  Caldwell  stormed. 

"  Well,  m'em,  I  am  an  ignorant  woman  that  can  hardly  read 
and  write,"  Kitty  answered  with  dignity ;  "  but  I  could  tell  you 
some  things  ye'll  not  find  out  in  all  yer  books,  and  may  be  they'd 
surprise  ye." 

"  Kitty,  you'll  not  go  and  leave  me  ? "  Beth  repeated  passion- 
ately. 

"  Troth,  an'  I'd  stay  for  your  sake  if  I  could,"  said  Kitty,  "  fur 
it's  a  bad  time  I'm  afraid  ye'll  be  havin'  once  I'm  gone." 

"Do  you  hear  that?"  Captain  Caldwell  exclaimed.  "Now 
you  see  what  comes  of  getting  people  of  this  kind  into  the  house. 
She's  going  to  make  out  that  the  child  is  ill  treated." 

"  One  of  my  children  ill  treated  1 "  Mrs.  Caldwell  cried  scorn- 
fully. "  Who  would  believe  her  ? "  Then,  turning  to  Beth,  "  If 
I  ever  hear  you  repeat  a  word  that  wicked  woman  has  taught  you 
I'll  beat  you  as  long  as  I  can  stand  over  you." 

Kitty  looked  straight  into  Mrs.  Caldwell's  face  and  smiled  sar- 
castically but  uttered  not  a  word. 

"  How  dare  you  stand  there,  grinning  at  me  in  that  imperti- 
nent way,  you  low  woman ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed  with  great 
exasperation.  "  I  believe  you  are  a  Jesuit  sent  here  to  corrupt 
my  children ;  but  go  you  shall  to-morrow  morning." 

"  Oh,  I'll  go,  m'em,"  Kitty  answered  quietly.  She  knew  the 
case  was  hopeless 

"There,  now,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  turning  to  her  husband. 
"  Do  you  see  ?    That  shows  you.    She  doesn't  care  a  bit." 

Beth  was  clinging  to  Kitty,  but  her  mother  seized  her  by  the 
arm  and  flung  her  half  across  the  room  and  was  about  to  follow 
her,  but  Captain  Caldwell  interfered.  "That  will  do,"  he  said 
significantly.  "  It's  no  use  venting  your  rage  on  the  child.  In 
future  choose  your  nurses  better." 
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Then  in  future  give  me  better  advice  when  I  consult  you 
about  them,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  retorted,  following  him  out  of  the 
room. 

Beth  clung  to  Kitty  the  whole  night  long  and  had  to  be  torn 
from  her  in  the  morning,  screaming  and  kicking.  She  stood  in 
front  of  her  mother,  her  eyes  and  cheeks  ablaze. 

"I  shall  pray  to  the  Blessed  Virgin — I  shall  pray  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin — every  hour  of  my  life,"  she  gasped,  '*and  you 
can't  prevent  me.  Beat  me  as  long  as  you  can  stand  over  me  if 
you  like,  but  I'll  only  pray  the  harder." 

"  For  God's  sake,  m'em,"  Kitty  cried,  clasping  her  hands,  *'  let 
that  child  alone.  Shure  she's  a  sweet  lamb  if  you'd  give  her  a 
chance.  But  ye  put  the  divil  into  her  wid  yer  shakin'  an'  yer 
batin',  and  mischief  '11  come  of  it  sooner  or  later,  mark  my 
words." 

When  Kitty  had  gone,  Mrs.  Caldwell  shut  Beth  up  in  the  nur- 
sery with  Baby  Bernadine.  Beth  threw  herself  on  the  floor  and 
sobbed  until  she  had  exhausted  her  tears ;  then  she  gathered  her- 
self together  and  sat  on  the  floor  with  her  hands  clasped  round 
her  legs,  her  chin  on  her  knees,  looking  up  dreamily  at  the  sky 
through  the  nursery  window.  Her  pathetic  little  face  was  all 
drawn  and  haggard  and  hopeless ;  but  presently  she  began  to 
sing: 

"  AVE   MARIA ! 

"  Mother  of  the  desolate ! 
Guide  of  the  unfortunate ! 

Hear  from  thy  starry  home  our  prayer: 
If  sorrow  will  await  us, 
Tyrants  vex  and  hate  us, 

Teach  us  thine  own  most  patient  part  to  bear  I 
Sancta  Maria ! 
When  we  are  sighing. 
When  we  are  dying. 

Give  to  us  thine  aid  of  prayer ! " 

As  she  sang  comfort  came  to  her,  and  the  little  voice  swelled 
in  volume. 

Baby  Bernadine  also  sat  on  the  floor  opposite  to  Beth  and 
gazed  at  her,  much  impressed.  When  she  had  finished  singing 
Beth  became  aware  of  her  sister's  reverent  attention  and  put  out 
her  tongue  at  her.  Bernadine  laughed.  Then  Beth  crisped  up 
her  hands  till  they  looked  like  claws,  and  began  to  make  a  variety 
of  hideous  faces.  Bernadine  thought  it  was  a  game  and  smiled  at 
first,  but  finally  she  ceased  to  recognise  her  sister  and  shrieked 
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aloud  in  terror.  Beth  heard  her  mother  hurrying  up,  and  got  be- 
hind the  door  so  that  her  mother  could  not  see  her  as  she  opened 
it.  Mrs.  Caldwell  hurried  up  to  the  baby — "The  darling,  then, 
what  have  they  been  doing  to  you  ? " — and  Beth  made  hej*  escape. 
As  she  crossed  the  hall  some  one  knocked  at  the  front  door.  Beth 
opened  it  a  crack.  Captain  Keene  was  outside.  Wlien  she  saw 
him  she  recollected  something  she  had  heard  about  his  religious 
opinions,  and  began  to  question  him  eagerly.  His  answers  were 
apparently  exciting,  for  presently  she  flung  the  door  wide  open  to 
let  him  in,  then  ran  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and  shouted  at  the  top 
of  her  voice : 

**  Papa,  papa,  come  down !  come  directly !  Here's  old  Keene, 
the  old  buffalo,  and  he  says  there  is  no  God ! " 

Captain  Caldwell  descended  the  stairs  hurriedly,  but  on  catch- 
ing a  glimpse  of  his  countenance  Beth  did  not  wait  to  re- 
ceive him. 

She  had  to  pass  through  the  kitchen  to  get  into  the  yard.  It 
was  the  busy  time  of  the  day,  and  Biddy  and  Anne  and  Eiley, 
all  without  shoes  or  stockings,  were  playing  football  with  a 
bladder. 

Biddy  tried  to  detain  Beth. 

"Arrah,  bad  luck  to  ye,  Biddy,"  Beth  cried,  imitating  the 
brogue.     "  Let  me  go,  d'ye  hear  ? " 

*'  Holy  Mother,  preserve  us ! "  Biddy  exclaimed,  crossing  her- 
self. "  Don't  ye  ever  be  afther  wishin'  onybody  bad  luck,  Miss 
Beth ;  sliure  ye'll  bring  it  if  ye  do." 

**  Thin  don't  ye  ever  be  afther  stoppin'  me  when  I  want  to  be 
going,  Biddy,"  Beth  rejoined,  stamping  her  foot,  *'or  I'll  blast 
ye,"  she  added  as  she  passed  out  into  the  sunlight. 

Fowls  and  ducks  and  Jim's  pet  pigeons  were  the  only  creature 
moving  in  the  yard.  Beth  stood  among  them,  watching  them  for 
a  little,  then  went  to  the  corn  bin  in  the  stable,  and  got  some  oats. 
There  was  a  shallow  tub  of  water  for  the  birds  to  drink :  Beth 
hunkered  down  beside  it,  and  held  out  her  hand,  full  of  corn. 
The  pigeons  were  very  tame,  and  presently  a  beautiful  blue  rock 
came  up  confidently  and  began  to  eat.  His  eyes  were  a  deep  rich 
orange  colour.  Beth  caught  him  and  stroked  his  glossy  plum- 
age, delighting  in  the  exquisite  metallic  sheen  on  his  neck  and 
breast.  The  colour  gave  her  an  almost  painful  sensation  of  pleas- 
ure, which  changed  on  a  sudden  into  a  fit  of  blind  exasperation. 
Her  grief  for  the  loss  of  Kitty  had  gripped  her  again  with  a  horrid 
twinge.    She  clenched  her  teeth  in  her  pain,  her  fingers  closed 
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convulsively  round  the  pigeon's  throat,  and  she  held  him  out  at 
arm's  length  and  shook  him  viciously  till  the  nictitating  mem- 
brane dropped  over  his  eyes,  his  head  sank  back,  his  bill  opened, 
and  he  hung  from  her  hand,  an  inert  heap  of  ruffled  feathers. 
Then  the  tension  of  hex  nerves  relaxed ;  it  was  a  relief  to  have 
crushed  the  life  out  of  something.  She  let  the  bird  drop,  and 
stood  looking  at  him,  as  an  animal  might  have  looked,  with  an 
impassive  face  which  betrays  no  shade  of  emotion.  As  she  did  so, 
however,  the  bird  showed  signs  of  life ;  and  suddenly  quicken- 
ing into  interest,  she  stooped  down,  turned  him  over,  and  exam- 
ined him ;  then  sprinkled  him  with  water  and  made  him  drink. 
He  rapidly  revived,  and  when  he  was  able  to  stand  she  let  him 
go  ;  and  he  was  soon  feeding  among  his  companions  as  if  noth- 
ing had  happened. 

Beth  watched  them  for  a  little  with  the  same  animal-like  ex- 
pressionless gravity  of  countenance,  then  moved  off  unconcern- 
edly. 

She  never  mentioned  the  incident  to  any  one,  and  never  forgot 
it;  but  her  only  feeling  about  it  was  that  the  pigeon  had  had  a 
narrow  escape. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Beth  was  a  fine  instrument,  sensitive  to  a  touch,  and,  consid- 
ering the  way  she  was  handled,  it  would  have  been  a  wonder  if 
discordant  effects  had  not  been  constantly  produced  upon  her. 
Hers  was  a  nature  with  a  wide  range.  It  is  probable  that  every 
conceivable  impulse  was  latent  in  her,  every  possibility  of  good 
or  evil.  Exactly  which  would  predominate  depended  upon  the 
influences  of  these  early  years ;  and  almost  all  the  influences  she 
came  under  were  haphazard.  There  was  no  intelligent  direction 
of  her  thoughts,  no  systematic  training  to  form  good  habits.  Her 
brothers  were  sent  to  school  as  soon  as  they  were  old  enough,  and 
so  had  the  advantage  of  regular  routine  and  strict  discipline  from 
the  first ;  but  a  couple  of  hours  a  day  for  lessons  was  considered 
enough  for  the  little  girls,  and.  for  the  rest  of  the  time,  so  long  as 
they  were  on  the  premises  and  not  naughty — that  is  to  say,  gave 
no  trouble — it  was  taken  for  granted  that  they  were  safe,  morally 
and  physically.  Neither  of  their  parents  seemed  to  have  suspected 
their  extreme  precocity ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  Beth  suffered 
seriously  in  after-life  from  the  mistakes  of  those  in  authority  over 
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her  at  this  period.  People  admired  her  bright  eyes  without  realiz- 
ing that  she  could  see  with  them,  and  not  only  that  she  could  see, 
but  that  she  could  not  help  seeing.  But  even  if  they  had  realized 
it,  they  would  merely  have  scolded  her  for  learning  anything  in 
that  way  which  they  preferred  that  she  should  not  know.  They 
were  not  sufficiently  intelligent  themselves  to  perceive  that  it  is 
not  what  we  know  of  things,  but  what  we  think  of  them  which 
makes  for  good  or  evil.  Beth  was  accordingly  allowed  to  run 
wild  and  expected  to  see  nothing ;  but  all  the  time  her  mind  was 
being  involuntarily  stored  with  observations  from  which,  in  time 
to  come,  for  want  of  instruction,  she  would  be  forced  to  draw  her 
own — often  erroneous — conclusions. 

Kitty's  departure  was  Beth's  first  great  grief,  and  she  suffered 
terribly.  The  prop  and  stay  of  her  little  life  had  gone,  the  com- 
fort and  kindness,  the  order  and  discipline,  which  were  essential 
to  her  nature.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  a  good  woman,  who  would  cer- 
tainly do  what  she  thought  best  for  her  children ;  but  she  was  ex- 
hausted by  the  unconscionable  production  of  a  too  numerous 
family — a  family  which  she  had  neither  the  means  nor  the 
strength  to  bring  up  properly.  Her  husband's  health,  too,  grew 
ever  more  precarious,  and  she  found  herself  obliged  to  do  all  in 
her  power  to  help  him  with  his  duties,  which  were  arduous. 
There  was  a  good  deal  that  she  could  do  in  the  way  of  writing 
official  letters  and  managing  money  matters,  tasks  for  which  she 
was  much  better  fitted  than  for  the  management  of  children ;  but 
the  children,  meanwhile,  had  to  be  left  to  the  care  of  others — ^not 
that  that  would  have  been  a  bad  thing  for  them  had  their  mother 
had  sufficient  discrimination  to  enable  her  to  choose  the  proper 
kind  of  people  to  be  with  them.  Unfortunately  for  everybody, 
however,  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  been  brought  up  on  the  old-fashioned 
principle  that  absolute  ignorance  of  human  nature  is  the  best 
qualification  for  a  wife  and  mother,  and  she  was  consequently 
quite  unprepared  for  any  possibility  which  had  not  formed  part  of 
her  own  simple  and  limited  personal  experience.  She  never  sus- 
pected, for  one  thing,  that  a  servant's  conversation  could  be  unde- 
sirable if  her  appearance  and  her  character  from  her  last  mistress 
were  satisfactory;  and  therefore  when  Kitty  had  gone  she  put 
Anne  in  her  place  without  misgiving,  Anne's  principal  recom- 
mendation being  that  she  was  a  nice-looking  girl  and  had  pretty 
deferential  manners. 

Anne  came  from  one  of  the  cabins  on  the  Irish  side  of  the 
road,  where  people,  pigs,  poultry,  with  an  occasional  cow,  goat,  or 
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donkey,  herded  together  indiscriminately.  The  windows  were 
about  a  foot  square,  and  were  not  made  to  open.  Sometimes  they 
had  glass  in  them,  but  were  oftener  stopped  up  with  rags.  Before 
the  doors  were  heaps  of  manure  and  pools  of  stagnant  water. 
There  was  no  regular  footway,  but  a  mere  beaten  track  in  front 
of  the  cabins,  and  this  on  wet  days  was  ankle  deep  in  mud.  The 
women  hung  about  the  doors  all  day  long,  knitting  the  men's 
blue  stockings,  and  did  little  else  apparently.  Both  men  and 
women  were  usually  in  a  torpid  state,  the  result  doubtless  of 
breathing  a  poisoned  atmosphere  and  of  insufficient  food.  It 
took  strong  stimulants  to  rouse  them — love,  hate,  jealousy,  whis- 
ky, bullets,  murder,  and  sudden  death.  Their  conversation  was 
gross,  and  they  were  very  immoral ;  but  it  is  hardly  necessary  to 
say  so,  for  with  men,  women,  children,  and  animals  all  crowded 
together  in  such  surroundings,  and  the  morbid  craving  for  excite- 
ment to  which  people  who  have  no  comfort  or  wholesome  inter- 
est in  life  fall  a  prey,  immorality  is  inevitable.  It  was  the  boast 
of  the  pla<;e  that  there  were  no  illegitimate  children;  it  would 
have  been  a  better  sign  if  there  had  been. 

Mrs.  Caldwell,  true  to  her  training,  lived  opposite  to  all  this 
vice  and  squalor,  serenely  indifferent  to  it.  Anne,  therefore,  who 
knew  nothing  about  the  management  of  children,  and  was  not  in 
any  respect  a  proper  person  to  have  the  charge  of  them,  had  it  all 
her  own  way  in  the  nursery,  and  her  way  was  to  do  nothing  that 
she  could  help.  She  used  to  call  the  children  in  the  morning, 
and  then  leave  them  to  their  own  devices.  The  moment  they 
were  awake,  which  was  pretty  soon,  for  they  were  full  of  life, 
they  began  to  batter  each  other  with  pillows,  dance  about  the 
room  in  their  nightdresses,  pitch  tents  with  the  bedclothes  on  the 
floor,  and  make  noise  enough  to  bring  their  mother  down  upon 
them.  Then  Anne  would  be  summoned,  and  come  hurrying  up 
and  help  them  to  huddle  on  their  clothes  somehow.  She  never 
washed  them,  but  encouraged  them  to  perform  their  own  ablu- 
tions, which  they  did  with  the  end  of  a  towel  dipped  in  a  jug. 
The  consequence  was,  they  were  generally  in  a  very  dirty  state. 
They  took  their  meals  with  their  parents,  and  papa  would  notice 
the  dirt  eventuallj',  and  storm  at  mamma  in  Italian,  when  words 
would  ensue  in  a  tone  which  made  the  children  quake.  Then 
mamma  would  storm  at  Anne,  for  whom  the  children  felt  sorry, 
and  the  result  would  be  a  bath,  which  they  bore  with  fortitude, 
for  fear  of  getting  Anne  into  further  trouble.  They  even  made 
good  resolutions  about  washing  themselves,  which  they  kei^t  fo^ 
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a  few  days ;  then,  however,  they  began  to  shirk  again,  and  had 
again  to  be  scrubbed.  The  resolutions  of  a  child  must  be  shored 
up  by  kindly  supervision,  otherwise  it  is  hardly  likely  that  they 
will  cement  into  good  habits. 

Beth  suffered  from  a  continual  sense  of  discomfort  in  those 
days  for  want  of  proper  attention.  All  her  clothing  fitted  badly, 
and  were  fastened  on  with  anything  that  came  to  hand  in  the 
way  of  tape  and  buttons ;  her  hair  was  ill  brushed ;  and  she  was 
so  continually  found  fault  with  that  her  sense  of  self-respect  was 
checked  in  its  development,  and  she  lost  all  faith  in  her  own 
power  to  do  anything  right  or  well.  The  consequence  was  the 
most  profound  disheartenment,  endured  in  silence,  with  the  ex- 
quisite uncomplaining  fortitude  of  a  little  child.  It  made  its 
mark  on  her  countenance,  however,  in  a  settled  expression  of  dis- 
content, which,  being  mistaken  for  a  bad  disposition,  repelled 
people,  and  made  her  many  enemies.  People  generally  said  that 
Mildred  was  a  dear,  but  Beth  did  not  look  pleasant,  and  for  many 
a  long  day  to  come  very  few  troubled  themselves  to  try  and  make 
her  look  so. 

It  can  not  be  said  that  Beth's  parents  neglected  their  children. 
On  the  contrary,  her  father  thought  much  of  their  education  and 
of  their  future ;  it  was  the  all-importance  of  the  present  that  did 
not  strike  him ;  and  so  with  the  mother.  Neither  parent  was 
careless,  but  their  care  stopped  short  too  soon,  and  it  is  astonish- 
ing the  amount  of  liberty  the  children  had.  They  were  sent  out 
of  doors  as  soon  as  they  were  dressed  in  the  morning,  because  sun- 
shine and  air  are  so  essential  to  children.  If  they  went  for  a 
walk  Anne  accompanied  them,  but  very  often  Anne  was  wanted, 
and  then  the  children  were  left  to  loiter  about  the  garden  or 
stable  yard,  where,  doubtless  with  the  help  of  reasoning  powers 
much  in  advance  of  her  age,  Beth  had  soon  heard  and  seen 
enough  to  make  her  feel  a  certain  contempt  for  her  father's  ve- 
racity when  he  told  her  that  she  had  originally  been  brought  to 
the  house  in  the  doctor's  black  bag. 

After  Kitty's  departure  Beth  had  many  a  lonely  hour,  and  the 
time  hung  heavy  on  her  hands.  Mildred,  her  senior  by  four 
years,  was  of  a  simpler  disposition,  and  always  able  to  amuse  her- 
self playing  with  the  Baby  Bernadine  or  with  toys,  which  were 
no  distraction  to  Beth.  Mildred,  besides,  was  fond  of  reading ;  but 
books  to  be  deciphered  remained  a  wonder  and  a  mystery  to  Beth. 

Jim  went  to  the  national  school,  the  only  one  in  the  place, 
with  all  the  other  little  boys.    The  master  was  a  young  curate, 
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who  gave  Mildred  and  Beth  their  lessons  also  when  school  hours 
were  over.  Beth  used  to  yearn  for  lesson  time,  just  for  the  sake 
of  being  obliged  to  do  something ;  but  lessons  were  disappointing, 
for  the  curate  devoted  himself  to  Mildred,  who  was  docile  and 
studious,  and  took  no  special  pains  to  interest  Beth,  and  conse- 
quently she  soon  wearied  of  the  dull  restraint  and  became  trouble- 
some. Sometimes  she  was  boisterous,  and  then  the  tutor  had  to 
spend  half  his  time  in  chasing  her  to  rescue  his  hat,  a  book,  an 
ink  bottle,  or  some  other  article  which  she  threatened  to  destroy ; 
and  sometimes  she  was  so  depressed  that  he  had  to  give  up  trying 
to  teach  her,  and  just  do  his  best  to  distract  her.  In  her  eighth 
year  she  was  able  to  follow  the  Church  service  in  the  prayer  book 
and  make  out  the  hymns,  but  that  was  all. 

Sunday  school  was  held  in  the  church,  and  was  attended  by 
all  the  unmarried  parishioners.  Mildred  taught  some  of  the  tiny 
mites,  and  Beth  was  put  into  her  class  at  first ;  but  Beth  had  no 
respect  for  Mildred,  and  had  consequently  to  be  removed.  She 
was  expected  to  learn  the  collect  for  the  day  and  the  verse  of  a 
hymn  every  Sunday,  but  never  by  any  chance  knew  either.  No 
one  ever  thought  of  reading  the  thing  over  to  her  and  fixing  her 
attention  on  it  by  some  little  explanation ;  and  learning  by  heart 
from  a  book  did  not  come  naturally  to  her.  She  learned  by  ear 
easily  enough,  but  not  by  sight.  The  hymns  and  prayers  which 
Kitty  had  repeated  to  her  she  very  soon  picked  up,  but  Kitty  had 
true  sympathetic  insight  to  inform  her  of  what  the  child  required, 
and  all  her  little  lessons  were  proper  to  some  occasion,  and  had 
comfort  in  them.  What  Beth  learned  now,  on  the  contrary,  often 
filled  her  with  gloom.    Some  of  the  hymns,  such  as 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark  and  friends  are  few, 

made  her  especially  miserable.  It  was  always  dark  day  to  her 
when  she  repeated  it,  with  heavy  clouds  collecting  overhead,  and 
herself,  a  solitary  little  speck  on  the  mountainside,  wandering 
alone. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 

It  is  significant  to  note  that  church  figures  largely  in  Beth's 
recollection  of  this  time,  but  religion  not  at  all.  There  was  in 
fact  no  connection  between  the  two  in  her  mind. 
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Both  Captain  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  protested  strongly  against 
what  they  called  cant,  and  they  seemed  to  have  called  everything 
cant  except  an  occasional  cold  reading  aloud  of  the  Bible  on 
Sundays  and  the  bald  observance  of  the  Church  service.  The 
Bible  they  read  aloud  to  the  children  without  expounding  it,  and 
the  services  they  attended  without  comment.  Displays  of  religious 
emotion  in  everyday  life  they  regarded  as  symptoms  of  insanity, 
and  if  they  heard  people  discuss  religion  with  enthusiasm  and 
profess  to  love  the  Lord  they  were  genuinely  shocked.  All  that 
kind  of  thing  they  thought  "  such  cant,  and  so  like  those  horrid 
dissenters,"  which  made  them  extra  careful  that  the  children 
should  hear  nothing  of  the  sort.  This,  from  their  point  of  view, 
was  right  and  wise  ;  in  Beth's  case  especially,  for  her  unsatisfied 
soul  was  of  the  quality  which  soon  yearns  for  the  fine  fulness  of 
faith ;  her  little  heart  would  have  filled  to  bursting  with  her  first 
glad  conception  of  the  love  divine,  and  her  whole  being  would 
have  stirred  to  speak  her  emotion,  even  though  speech  meant 
martyrdom.  Thanks  to  the  precautions  of  her  parents,  however, 
she  heard  nothing  to  stimulate  her  natural  tendency  to  religious 
fervour  after  Kitty's  departure,  and  gradually  the  image  of  our 
Blessed  Lady  faded  from  her  mind,  and  was  succeeded  by  that  of 
the  God  of  her  parents,  a  death-dealing  deity,  delighting  in  blood, 
whom  she  was  warned  to  fear,  and  from  whom  she  did  accordingly 
shrink  with  such  holy  horror  that  when  she  went  to  church  she 
tried  to  think  of  anything  but  him.  This  was  how  it  happened 
that  church,  instead  of  being  the  threshold  of  the  next  world  to 
her  mind,  became  the  centre  of  this,  where  she  made  many  inter- 
esting observations  of  men  and  manners ;  for,  in  spite  of  her  back- 
wardness in  the  schoolroom,  Beth's  intellect  advanced  with  a 
bound  at  this  period.  She  had  left  her  native  place  an  infant,  on 
whose  mind  some  chance  impressions  had  been  made  and  lingered ; 
she  arrived  at  Castletownrock  with  the  power  to  observe  for  her- 
self, and  even  to  reflect  upon  what  she  saw — of  course  to  a  certain 
extent  only,  but  still  the  power  had  come,  and  was  far  in  advance 
of  her  years.  So  far  it  was  circumstances  that  had  impressed  her ; 
she  knew  one  person  from  another,  but  that  was  all.  Now,  how- 
ever, she  began  to  be  interested  in  people  for  themselves  apart 
from  any  incident  in  which  they  figured,  and  most  of  her  time 
was  spent  in  a  curiously  close  but  quite  involuntary  study  of 
those  about  her,  and  of  their  relations  to  each  other. 

Church  was  often  a  sore  penance  to  the  children,  it  was  so 
long,  and  cold,  and  dull ;  but  they  set  off  on  Sunday  happy  in  the 
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consciousness  of  their  best  hats  and  jackets,  nevertheless,  and  the 
first  part  of  the  time  was  not  so  bad,  for  then  they  had  Sunday 
school,  and  the  three  Misses  Keene  (Mary,  Sophia,  and  Lenore), 
and  the  two  Misses  Mayne  (Honor  and  Kathleen),  and  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Small,  the  vicar  and  his  wife,  and  the  curate,  were  all  there 
talking  and  teaching.  Beth  remembered  nothing  about  the 
teaching  except  that  on  one  occasion  Mr.  Macbean,  the  rector, 
tried  to  explain  the  meaning  of  the  trefoil  on  the  ends  of  the  pews 
to  Mildred  and  herself,  and  she  could  think  of  nothing  but  the 
way  his  beard  wagged  as  he  spoke,  and  was  disconcerted  when  he 
questioned  her.  He  had  promised  to  be  a  friend  to  Beth,  but  he 
was  a  delicate  man  and  not  able  to  live  much  at  Castletownrock, 
where  the  climate  was  rigorous,  so  that  she  seldom  saw  him. 

When  Sunday  school  was  over  the  children  went  up  to  the 
gallery.  Their  pew  and  the  Keenes's,  roomy  boxes,  took  up  the 
whole  front  of  it.  Mrs.  Caldwell  always  sat  up  in  the  gallery 
with  the  children,  but  Captain  Caldwell  often  sat  downstairs  in 
the  rectory  pew,  to  be  near  the  fire.  When  he  sat  in  the  gallery 
he  wore  a  little  black  cap  to  keep  ofp  the  draught.  He  and  Mr. 
O'Halloran,  the  squire,  and  Captain  Keene  stood  and  talked  in 
the  aisle  sometimes  before  the  service  commenced.  One  Sunday 
they  kept  looking  up  at  the  children  in  the  gallery. 

"  I'll  bet  Mildred  will  be  the  handsomest  woman,"  Mr.  O'Hal- 
loran  was  saying. 

"  I'll  back  Beth,"  Captain  Keene  observed.  *'  If  all  the  men  in 
the  place  are  not  after  her  soon  I'm  no  judge  of  her  sex— eh  ? " 

"  Oh,  don't  look  at  me,"  said  Captain  Caldwell  complacently. 
"  I  can't  pretend  to  say.  But  let's  hope  that  they'll  go  off  well,  at 
all  events.  They'll  have  every  chance  I  can  give  them  of  making 
good  matches." 

Beth  heard  her  father  repeat  this  conversation  to  her  mother 
afterward,  but  was  too  busy  wondering  what  a  handsome  woman 
was  to  understand  that  it  was  her  own  charms  which  had  been 
appraised ;  but  Mildred  understood,  and  was  elated. 

Mr.  O'Halloran,  the  squire,  had  a  red  beard,  which  was  an 
offence  to  Beth.  His  wife  wore  bonnets  about  which  everybody 
used  to  make  remarks  to  Mrs.  Caldwell.  Beth  understood  that 
Mrs.  O'Halloran  was  young  and  pretty,  and  had  three  charming 
children,  but  was  not  happy  because  of  Sophia  Keene. 

"  Just  fancy,"  she  heard  Mrs.  Small,  the  vicar's  wife,  say  to 
her  mother  once ;  "just  fancy,  he  was  in  a  carriage  with  them  at 
the  races,  and  staid  witli  Sophia  the  whole  time,  and  poor  Mrs. 
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O'Halloran  left  at  home  alone !  I  call  it  scandalous !  But  you 
know  what  Sophia  is  ! "  Mrs.  Small  concluded  significantly. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  drew  herself  up  and  looked  at  Mrs.  Small,  but 
said  nothing ;  yet  somehow  Beth  knew  that  she  too  was  unhappy 
because  of  Sophia  Keene.  Beth  was  not  on  familiar  terms  with 
her  mother,  and  would  not  have  dared  to  embrace  her  spontane- 
ously or  make  any  other  demonstration  of  affection ;  but  she 
was  loyally  devoted  to  her  all  the  same,  and  would  gladly  have 
stabbed  Sophia  Keene  and  have  done  battle  with  the  whole  of  the 
rest  of  the  family  on  her  mother's  behalf  should  occasion  offer. 

She  was  curled  up  among  the  fuchsias  on  the  window  seat  of 
the  sitting-room  one  day,  unobserved  by  her  parents,  who  entered 
the  room  together  after  she  had  settled  herself  there,  and  began 
to  discuss  the  Keenes. 

"  You  did  not  tell  me,  Henry,  you  spent  all  your  time  with 
them  before  we  came,''  Mrs.  Caldwell  said  reproachfully. 

*'  Why  should  I  ? "  he  answered,  with  a  jaunty  affectation  of 
ease. 

/'  It  is  not  why  you  should,"  his  wife  said  with  studied  gentle- 
ness, "  but  why  you  should  not.  It  seems  so  strange,  making  a 
mystery  of  it." 

"  I  described  old  Keene  to  you — the  old  buffalo ! "  he  replied ; 
*'  and  I'll  describe  the  gfirls  now,  if  you  like.  Mary  is  a  gawk,  So- 
phia is  as  yellow  as  a  duck's  foot,  and  Lenore  is  half-witted." 

The  Keenes  were  ignorant,  idle,  good-tempered  young  women, 
and  kind  to  the  children,  whom  they  often  took  to  bathe  with  them. 
They  were  seldom  able  to  go  into  the  sea  itself,  for  it  was  a  wild, 
tempestuous  coast ;  but  there  were  lovely  clear  pools  on  the  rocky 
shore,  natural  stone  baths  left  full  of  water  when  the  tide  went 
out,  sheltered  from  the  wind  by  tall,  dark,  precipitous  cliffs,  and 
warmed  by  the  sun ;  and  there  they  used  to  dabble  by  the  hour 
together.  Anne  went  with  them,  and  it  was  a  pretty  sight :  the 
four  young  women  in  white  chemises  that  clung  to  them  when 
wet,  and  the  three  lovely  children — little  white  nudities  with 
bright  brown  hair — scampering  over  the  rocks,  splashing  each 
other  in  the  pools,  or  lying  about  on  warm  sunny  slabs,  resting 
and  chattering.  One  day  Beth  found  some  queer  things  in  a 
pool,  and  Sophia  told  her  they  were  barnacles. 

"They  stick  to  the  bottom  of  a  ship,"  she  said,  "and  grow 
heavier  and  heavier  till  at  last  the  ship  can  make  no  more  way, 
and  comes  to  a  standstill  in  a  shining  sea,  where  the  water  is  as 
smooth  as  a  mirror  ;  you  would  think  it  was  a  mirror,  in  fact,  if 
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it  did  not  heave  gently  up  and  down  like  your  breast  when  you 
breathe ;  and  every  time  it  heaves  it  flushes  some  colour— blue,  or 
green,  or  pink,  or  purple.  And  the  barnacles  swell  and  swell  at 
the  bottom  of  the  ship  till  at  last  they  burst  in  two  with  a  loud 
report ;  and  then  the  sailors  rush  to  the  side  of  the  ship  and  look 
over,  and  there  they  see  a  flock  of  beautiful  big  white  geese  com- 
ing up  out  of  the  water ;  and  sometimes  they  shoot  the  geese,  but 
if  they  do  a  great  storm  comes  on  and  engulfs  the  ship,  and  they 
are  all  drowned.  But  sometimes  they  stand  stock  still,  amazed, 
and  then  the  birds  rise  up  out  of  the  air  on  their  great  white 
wings,  up,  up,  drifting  along  together  till  they  look  like  the  clouds 
over  there.  Then  a  gentle  breeze  springs  up,  and  the  ship  sails 
away  safely  into  port." 

"  And  where  do  the  geese  go  ? "  Beth  demanded,  with  breath- 
less interest. 

"  They  make  for  the  shore,  too,  and  in  the  dead  of  winter,  on 
stormy  nights,  they  fly  over  the  land,  uttering  strange  cries,  and 
if  you  wake  and  hear  them  it  means  somebody  is  going  to  die." 

Beth's  eyes  wei*e  staring  far  out  beyond  the  great  green  At- 
lantic rollers  that  came  bursting  in  round  the  sheltering  head- 
land, white-crested  with  foam,  and  flew  up  the  beach  with  a  crash, 
scattering  showers  of  spray  that  sparkled  in  the  sunshine.  She 
could  see  the  ships  and  the  barnacles  and  the  silent  sea,  heaving 
great  sighs  and.  flushing  with  fine  colour  in  the  act ;  and  the  geese, 
and  the  sailors  peering  over  the  side  and  shooting  at  them  and 
sinking  immediately  in  a  storm,  but  also  sailing  into  a  safe  haven 
triumphantly,  where  the  sun  shone  on  white  houses,  although,  at 
the  same  time,  it  was  dark  night,  and  overhead  there  were  strange 
cries  that  made  her  cower.  "Beth,"  cried  Sophia,  "what's  the 
matter  with  you,  child  ? " 

Beth  returned  with  a  start  and  stared  at  her.  "  I  know  who 
it'll  be."  she  said. 

"  Who  what'll  be,  Miss  Beth  ? "  Anne  asked  in  awe. 

"  Who'U  die,"  said  Beth. 

"  You  mustn't  say,  Beth ;  you'll  bring  bad  luck  if  you  do,"  Miss 
Keene  interposed  hastily. 

"I'm  not  going  to  say,"  Beth  answered  dreamily;  "but  I 
know." 

"  You  shouldn't  have  told  the  child  that  story,  miss,"  Anne 
said.  "Shure  ye  know  what  she  is — she  sees."  Anne  nodded 
her  head  several  times  significantly. 

"  I  forgot,"  said  Sophia. 
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"  She'll  forget,  too,"  said  Mary  philosophically.  *'  I  say,  Beth," 
she  went  on,  raising  herself  on  her  elbow — she  was  lying  prone  on 
a  slab  of  rock  in  the  sun — "  what  does  your  mother  think  of  us  ? " 

Beth  roused  herself.  "  I  don't  know,"  she  answered  earnestly ; 
"  she  never  says.  But  I  know  what  papa  thinks  of  you.  He  says 
Mary's  a  gawk,  Sophia  is  as  yellow  as  a  duck's  foot,  and  Lenore  is 
only  half-witted." 

The  effect  of  this  announcement  astonished  Beth.  The  Misses 
Keene,  instead  of  being  interested,  all  looked  at  her  as  if  they  did 
not  like  her,  and  Anne  burst  out  laughing.  When  they  got  in, 
Anne  told  Mrs.  Caldwell,  who  flushed  suddenly  and  covered  her 
mouth  with  her  handkerchief. 

'*Yes,  mamma,"  Mildred  exclaimed  with  importance,  **Beth 
did  say  so.    And  Mary  tossed  her  head  and  Sophia  sneered." 

"  What  is  sneered  ? "  Beth  demanded  importunately — **  what 
is  sneered  ? " 

"  Oh,  Beth,  don't  bother  so ! "  Mildred  exclaimed  irritably. 
"  It's  when  you  curl  up  your  lip." 

*'  Beth,  how  could  you  be  so  naughty  ?  "  Mrs.  Caldwell  said  at 
last  from  behind  her  handkerchief.  "  Don't  you  know  you  should 
never  repeat  things  you  hear  •  said  ?  A  lady  never  rei^eats  a  pri- 
vate conversation." 

"  What's  a  private  conversation  ?  "  said  Beth. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  gave  her  a  broad  definition,  during  which  she 
lowered  her  handkerchief,  and  Beth  discovered  that  she  was  try- 
ing not  to  smile. 

This  was  Beth's  first  lesson  in  honour,  which  was  her  mother's 
god,  and  she  felt  the  influence  of  it  all  her  life. 

Later  in  the  day  Beth  was  curled  up  on  the  window  seat  among 
the  cushions,  looking  out.  Behind  the  thatched  cabins  opposite 
the  sombre  mountains  rolled  up,  dark  and  distinct,  to  the  sky ;  but 
Beth  would  not  look  at  them  if  she  could  help  it ;  they  oppressed 
her.  It  was  a  close  afternoon,  and  the  window  was  wide  open.  A 
bare-legged  woman  in  a  short  petticoat  stood  in  an  indolent  atti- 
tude leaning  against  a  doorpost  oppgsite.  A  young  man  in  low 
shoes,  light-blue  stockings,  buft*  knee  breeches,  a  blue  tailed  coat 
with  brass  buttons,  and  a  soft,  high-crowned  felt  hat  came  stroll- 
ing up  the  street  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

"  Hallo,  Biddy,"  he  remarked  as  he  passed  the  woman,  "  you're 
all  swelled." 

"Yes,"  she  answered  tranquilly,  *' I've. been  drinking  butter- 
milk." 
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Well,  let's  hope  it'll  be  a  boy,"  he  rejoined. 

The  woman  looked  up  and  down  the  street  complacently. 

Presently  Beth  saw  Honor  and  Kathleen  Mayne  come  out  of 
the  inn.  The  Maynes  used  to  pet  the  children  and  play  the  piano 
to  them  when  they  were  at  the  inn,  and  had  been  very  good  to 
Jim  also  when  he  was  there  alone  with  his  father  before  the 
family  arrived.  Their  manners  were  gentle  and  caressing,  and 
they  did  their  best  to  win  their  way  into  Mrs.  Caldwell's  good 
graces^;  but  at  first  she  coldly  repulsed  them,  which  hurt  Beth 
very  much.  The  Maynes,  however,  did  not  at  all  understand  that 
they  were  being  repulsed.  A  kindly  feeling  existed  among  all 
classes  in  those  remote  Irish  villages.  The  squire's  family,  the 
doctor  s,  clergyman's,  draper's,  and  innkeeper's  visited  each  other 
and  shook  hands  when  they  met.  There  was  no  feeling  of  conde- 
scension on  the  one  hand  or  of  pretension  on  the  other ;  but  Mrs. 
Caldwell  had  the  strong  class  prejudice  which  makes  such  stupid 
snobs  of  the  English.  It  was  not  what  people  were,  but  who  they 
were  that  was  all-important  to  her,  and  she  would  have  bowed 
down  cheerfully,  as  whole  neighbourhoods  do,  and  felt  exhila- 
rated by  the  notice  of  some  stupid  county  magnate  who  ha4  not 
heart  enough  to  be  loved,  head  enough  to  distinguish  himself,  or 
soul  enough  to  get  him  into  heaven.  She  was  a  lady  and  Mayne 
was  an  innkeeper.  His  daughters  might  amuse  the  children,  but 
as  to  associating  with  Mrs.  Caldwell,  that  was  absurd  ! 

The  girls  were  not  to  be  rebuffed,  however.  They  persevered 
in  their  kindly  attentions,  making  excuses  to  each  other  for  Mrs. 
Caldwell's  manner ;  explaining  her  coldness  by  the  fact  that  she 
was  English,  and  flattering  her  until  finally  they  won  their  way 
into  her  good  graces,  and  so  effectually,  too,  that  when  they 
brought  a  young  magpie  in  a  basket  for  Beth  one  day  her 
mother  graciously  allowed  her  to  accept  it. 

Beth  liked  the  Maynes ;  but  now,  as  they  came  up  the  road, 
she  slid  from  the  window  seat.  She  knew  they  would  stop  and 
talk  if  she  waited,  and  she  did  not  want  to  talk.  She  was  think- 
ing about  something,  and  it  irritated  her  to  be  interrupted.  So 
she  tore  across  the  hall  and  through  the  kitchen,  out  into  the 
yard,  impelled  by  an  imperative  desire  to  be  alone. 

The  magpie  was  the  first  pet  of  her  own  she  had  ever  had,  and 
she  loved  it.  At  night  it  was  chained  to  a  perch  stuck  in  the  wall 
of  the  stable  yard.  On  the  other  side  of  that  wall  was  the  yard  of 
Murphy,  the  farrier.  The  magpie  soon  became  tame  enough  to  be 
let  loose  by  day,  and  Beth  always  went  to  release  it  the  first  thing 
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in  the  morning  and  giye  it  its  breakfast.  It  came  hopping  to 
meet  her  now,  and  followed  her  into  the  garden.  The  garden  was 
entered  by  an  archway  under  the  outbuildings  which  divided  it 
from  the  stable  yard.  It  was  very  long,  but  narrow  for  its  length. 
On  the  right  was  a  high  wall,  but  on  the  left  was  a  low  one — at 
least  one  half  of  it  was  low — and  Beth  could  look  over  it  into  the 
farrier's  garden  next  door.  The  other  half  had  been  raised  by 
Captain  Caldwell,  on  the  understanding  that  if  he  raised  one  half 
the  farrier  would  raise  the  other ;  but  the  farrier  had  proved  per- 
fidious. The  wall  was  built  without  mortar,  of  rough,  uncut 
stones.  Captain  Caldwell  had  his  half  neatly  finished  off  at  the 
top  with  sods,  but  Murphy's  piece  was  still  all  broken  down.  The 
children  used  to  climb  up  by  it  on  to  the  raised  half,  and  dance 
there  at  the  risk  of  life  and  limb,  and  jeer  at  Murphy  as  he  dug 
his  potatoes,  calling  his  attention  to  the  difference  between  the 
Irish  and  English  half  of  the  wall,  till  he  lost  his  temper  and 
pelted  them.  This  was  the  signal  for  a  battle.  The  children  re- 
turned his  potatoes  with  stones,  by  way  of  interest,  and  hit  him  as 
often  as  he  hit  them.  (Needless  to  say  their  parents  were  not  in 
the  garden  at  the  time.)  They  had  a  great  contempt  for  the  far- 
rier because  he  fought  them,  and  he  used  to  go  about  the  village 
complaining  of  them  and  their  "  tratement "  of  him,  **  the  little 
divils,  spoilin'  the  pace  of  the  whole  neighbourhood.'' 

There  was  a  high  wall  at  the  end  of  the  garden,  and  Beth  liked 
to  sit  on  the  top  of  it.  She  went  there  now,  picked  up  her  magpie, 
and  climbed  up  with  difficulty  by  way  of  Pat  Murphy's  broken 
bit.  Immediately  below  her  was  a  muddy  lane,  beyond  which  the 
land  sloped  down  to  the  sea,  and  as  she  sat  there  the  sound  of  the 
waves,  that  dreamy  soft  murmur  for  which  we  have  no  word, 
filled  the  interstices  of  her  consciousness  with  something  that 
satisfied. 

She  was  not  left  long  in  peace  to  enjoy  it  that  afternoon,  how- 
ever, for  the  farrier  was  at  work  in  his  garden  below,  and  pres- 
ently he  looked  up  and  saw  the  magpie. 

'*  There  ye  are  ag'in,  Miss  Beth,  wi'  yer  baste  uf  a  burrd,  bad 
luck  to  it ! "  he  exclaimed,  crossing  himself.  "  Shure,  don't  I  tell 
ye  ivery  day  uf  your  life  it's  wan  fur  sorrow  ? " 

"  Bad  luck  to  yerself,  Pat  Murphy ! "  Beth  rejoined  promptly. 
"  It's  a  foine  cheek  ye  have  to  be  spakin'  to  a  gentleman^s  daugh- 
ter, an'  you  not  a  man  o'  yer  wurrd  " 

"  Not  a  man  o'  me  wurrd — what  d'ye  mane  ? "  said  Murphy, 
firing. 
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"  Look  at  that  wall,''  Beth  answered ;  "  didn't  ye  promise  ye'd 
build  it  ? " 

"  An'  so  I  will  when  yer  father  gives  me  the  stones  he  prom- 
ised me,"  Murphy  replied.  "It's  a  moighty  foin  mon  o'  his 
wurrd  he  is." 

"  Is  it  my  father  yer  maning,  Pat  Murphy  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  It  is,"  he  said,  sticking  his  spade  in  the  ground  emphatically. 

"  Ye  know  yer  lying,"  said  Beth.  *'  My  father  promised  you 
no  stones.     He's  not  a  fool." 

"  I  niver  met  a  knave  that  was,"  Pat  observed,  turning  over  a 
•  huge  spadeful  of  earth,  and  then  straightening  himself  to  look  up 
at  her. 

Beth's  instinct  was  always  to  fight  when  she  was  in  a  rage ; 
words  break  no  bones,  and  she  preferred  to  break  bones  at  such 
times.  It  was  some  seconds  before  she  saw  the  full  force  of  Pat's 
taunt,  but  the  moment  she  did  she  seized  the  largest  loose  stone 
within  reach  on  the  top  of  the  wall  and  shied  it  at  him.  It  struck 
him  full  in  the  face,  and  cut  his  cheek  open. 

"  That'll  teach  yer,"  said  Beth,  blazing. 

The  man  turned  on  her  with  a  very  ugly  look. 

"  Put  yer  spade  down,"  she  said.     "  I'm  not  afraid  of  you." 

"  Miss  Beth  !  Miss  Beth ! "  some  one  called  from  the  end  of  the 
garden. 

Murphy  stuck  his  spade  in  the  ground  and  wiped  his  jaw. 
"Ye'll  pay  for  this,  ye  divil's  limb,"  he  muttered,  "yew  an' 
yours." 

"  Miss  Beth !  Miss  Beth ! " 

"  I'm  coming ! "  Beth  rejoined  irritably,  and  slid  from  the  wall 
to  the  ground,  regardless  of  the  rough  loose  stones  she  scattered 
in  her  descent.  "  Ye'll  foind  me  ready  to  pay  when  ye  send  in 
yer  bill,  Pat,"  she  called  out  as  she  ran  down  the  garden. 

The  children  were  to  have  tea  at  the  vicarage  that  day,  and 
Anne  had  been  sent  to  fetch  her. 

In  the  drawing-room  at  the  vicarage  there  was  a  big  bay  win- 
dow which  looked  out  across  a  desolate  stretch  of  bog  to  a  wild 
headland  against  which  the  waves  beat  tempestuously  in  almost 
all  weathers.  The  headland  itself  was  high,  but  the  giant  breakers 
often  dashed  up  far  above  it,  and  fell  in  showers  of  spray  on  the 
grass  at  the  top.  There  was  a  telescope  in  the  window  at  the 
vicarage,  and  people  used  to  come  to  see  the  sight,  and  went  into 
raptures  over  it.  Beth,  standing  out  of  the  way,  unnoticed,  would 
gaze  too,  fascinated ;  but  it  was  the  attraction  of  repulsion.    The 
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cruel  force  of  the  great  waves  agitated  her,  and  at  the  same  time 
made  her  unutterably  sad.  Her  heart  beat  painfully  when  she 
watched  them,  her  breath  became  laboured,  and  it  was  only  with 
an  effort  that  she  could  keep  back  her  sobs.  It  was  not  fear  that 
oppressed  her,  but  a  horrible  sort  of  excitement,  which  so  gained 
upon  her  on  that  afternoon  in  particular  that  she  felt  she  must 
shriek  aloud  or  make  her  escape.  If  she  showed  any  emotion  she 
would  be  laughed  at,  if  she  made  her  escape  she  would  probably 
be  whipped ;  she  preferred  to  be  whipped ;  so,  watching  her  oppor- 
tunity, she  quietly  slipped  away. 

At  home  the  window  of  the  sitting-room  was  stiU  wide  open, 
and  as  she  ran  down  the  street  she  noticed  some  country  people 
peeping  in  curiously,  and  apparently  astonished  by  the  luxury 
they  beheld.  Beth,  who  was  picking  up  Irish  rapidly,  understood 
some  exclamations  she  overheard  as  she  approached,  and  felt 
flattered  for  the  furniture. 

She  ran  up  the  steps  and  opened  the  front  door.  "  Good-day 
to  ye  all,"  she  said  sociably.  "Will  ye  not  come  in,  and  have  a 
look  round  ?    Now  do !  " 

She  led  the  way  as  she  spoke,  and  the  country  people  followed 
her,  all  agape.  In  the  hall  they  paused  to  wonder  at  the  cocoa- 
nut  matting;  but  when  they  stood  on  the  soft  pile  carpet,  so 
grateful  to  their  bare  feet,  in  the  sitting-room,  and  looked  round, 
they  lowered  their  voices  respectiPully,  and  this  gave  Beth  a  sud- 
den sensation  of  superiority.  She  began  to  show  them  the  things  : 
the  pictures  on  the  walls,  the  subjects  of  which  she  explained  to 
them ;  the  egg-shell  china,  which  she  held  up  to  the  light  that 
they  might  see  how  thin  it  was ;  and  some  Eastern  and  Western 
curios  her  father  had  brought  home  from  various  voyages.  She 
told  them  of  tropical  heat  and  Canadian  cold,  and  began  to  be 
elated  herself  when  she  found  all  that  she  had  ever  heard  on  the 
subject  flowing  fluently  from  her  lips. 

The  front  door  had  been  left  open,  and  the  passers-by  looked 
in  to  see  what  was  going  on,  and  then  entered  uninvited.  Neigh- 
bours, too,  came  over  from  the  Irish  side  of  the  road,  so  that  the 
room  gradually  filled,  and  Beth  grew  excited  as  her  audience 
increased,  and  talked  away  eloquently. 

"Lord,"  one  man  exclaimed  with  a  sigh,  on  looking  round 
the  room,  "  it's  aisy  to  see  why  the  likes  of  these  looks  down  on 
the  likes  of  us  !  " 

"  Eh,  dear,  yes,"  a  woman  with  a  petticoat  over  her  head 
solemnly  responded. 
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"  The  durrty  heretics  ! "  a  slouching  fellow  with  a  flat,  white 
face  muttered  under  his  breath.  "  But  if  they  benefit  here,  they'll 
bum  hereafter,  holy  Jesus  be  praised  !  " 

"  Will  they  ? "  said  Beth,  turning  on  him.  "  Will  they  bum 
hereafter,  bap-faced  Flanagan  ?  No,  they  won't !  They'll  hunt 
ye  out  of  heaven  as  they  hunted  ye  out  o'  Maclone. 

"  Oh,  the  Orange  militia  walked  into  Maclone, 
And  hunted  the  Catholics  out  of  the  town. 
Ki'  turen  nuren  nuren  naddio. 
Bight  tur  nuren  nee." 

She  sang  it  out  at  the  top  of  her  shrill  little  voice,  executing  a 
war  dance  of  defiance  to  the  tune,  and  concluding  with  an  elab- 
orate courtesy. 

As  she  recovered  herself  she  became  aware  of  her  father  stand- 
ing in  the  doorway.  His  lips  were  white,  and  there  was  a  queer 
look  in  his  face. 

**  Oh  !  So  this  is  your  party,  is  it.  Miss  Beth  ? "  he  said.  "  You 
ask  your  friends  in,  and  then  you  insult  them,  I  see.'*  Beth  was 
still  effervescing.  She  put  her  hands  behind  her  back  and  an- 
swered boldly : 

"  'Deed,  thin,  he  insulted  me,  papa.  It  was  bap-faced  Flanagan. 
He  said  we  were  durrty  heretics,  and — and — I'll  not  stand  that ! 
It's  a  free  country  !  " 

Captain  Caldwell  looked  round,  and  the  people  melted  from 
the  room  under  his  eye.     Then  Anne  appeared  from  somewhere. 

"  Anne,  do  you  teach  the  childre^i  party  songs  ? "  he  de- 
manded. 

"  Shure,  they  don't  need  t'aching,  yer  honour,"  said  Anne,  dis- 
concerted. "  Miss  Beth  knows  'em  all,  and  she  shouts  'em  at  the 
top  of  her  voice  down  the  street  till  the  men  shake  their  fists  at  her." 

"  Why  do  you  do  that,  Beth  ? "  her  father  demanded. 

"  I  like  to  feel,''  Beth  began,  gasping  out  each  word  with  a 
mighty  effort  to  express  herself — "  I  like  to  feel — that  I  can  make 
them  shake  their  fists." 

Her  father  looked  at  her  again  very  queerly. 

**  Will  I  take  her  to  the  nursery,  sir  ?  "  Anne  asked. 

Beth  turned  on  her  impatiently,  and  said  something  in  Irish 
which  made  Anne  grin.  Beth  did  not  understand  her  father  in 
this  mood,  and  she  wanted  to  see  more  of  him. 

"What's  that  she's  saying  to  you,  Anne  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Oh — shure,  she's  just  blessin'  me,  your  honour,"  Anne  an- 
swered, unabashed. 
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"  I  believe  you  I "  Captain  Caldwell  said  dryly  as  he  stretched 
himself  on  the  sofa.    **  Go  and  fetch  a  hairbrush." 

While  Anne  was  out  of  the  room  he  turned  to  Beth.  "  I'll 
give  you  a  penny,"  he  said,  **  if  you'll  tell  me  what  you  said  to 
Anne." 

"  I'll  tell  you  for  nothing,"  Beth  answered.  "  I  said,  *  Yer  soul 
to  the  devil  for  an  interfering  hussy  ! '  " 

Captain  Caldwell  burst  out  laughing,  and  laughed  till  Anne 
returned  with  the  brush.  "  Now,  brush  my  hair,"  he  said  to  Beth, 
and  Beth  went  and  stood  beside  the  sofa,  and  brushed,  and  brushed, 
now  with  one  hand  and  now  with  the  other,  till  she  ached  all 
over  with  the  effort.  Her  father  suffered  from  atrocious  head- 
aches, and  this  was  the  one  thing  that  relieved  him. 

"  There,  that's  punishment  enough  for  to-day,"  he  said  at  last. 

Beth  retired  to  the  foot  of  the  couch,  and  leaned  thei*e,  looking 
at  him  solemnly,  with  the  hairbrush  still  in  her  hand.  "  That's 
no  punishment,"  she  observed. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  he  asked. 

**  I  mean  I  like  it,"  she  said.  "  I'd  brush  till  I  dropped,  if  it 
did  you  any  good." 

Captain  Caldwell  looked  ;up  at  her,  and  it  was  as  if  he  had  seen 
the  child  for  the  first  time. 

"'  Beth,"  he  said,  after  a  while,  "  would  you  like  to  come  out 
with  me  on  the  car  to-morrow? " 

"  'Deed,  then,  I  would,  papa,"  Beth  answered  eagerly. 

Then  there  was  a  pause,  during  which  Beth  rubbed  her  back 
against  the  end  of  the  couch  thoughtfully,  and  looked  at  the  wall 
opposite  as  if  she  could  see  through  it.  Her  father  watched  her 
for  a  little  time,  with  a  frown  upon  his  forehead  from  the  pain  in 
his  head.     *'  What  are  you  thinking  of,  Beth  ? "  he  said  at  last. 

"  I've  got  to  be  whipped  to-night,"  she  answered  drearily,  **  and 
I  wish  I  hadn't.     I  do  get  so  tired  of  being  whipped  and  shaken." 

Her  little  face  looked  pinched  and  pathetic  as  she  spoke,  and 
for  the  first  time  her  father  had  a  suspicion  of  what  punishment 
was  to  this  child — a  thing  as  inevitable  as  disease,  a  continually 
recurring  torture,  but  quite  without  effect  upon  her  conduct — and 
his  heart  contracted  with  a  qualm  of  pity. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  be  whipped  for  now? "  he  asked. 

"  We  went  to  tea  at  the  vicarage,  and  I  ran  away  home." 

*'Why?" 

*'  Because  of  the  great  green  waves.  They  rush  up  the  rocks — 
wish-st-st !  "  she  took  a  step  forward,  and  threw  up  her  little  arms 
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in  illustration,  "then  fall  and  roll  back,  and  gather,  and  come 
rushing  on  again ;  and  I  feel  every  time — every  time — that  they 
are  coming  right  at  me  " — she  clutched  her  throat  as  if  she  were 
sufPocating — "and  if  I  had  staid  I  should  have  shrieked,  and 
then  I  should  have  been  whipped.    So  I  came  away." 

"  But  you  expect  to  be  whipped  for  coming  away? " 

"  Yes.  But  you  see  I  don't  have  the  waves  as  well,  and  mamma 
won't  say  I  was  afraid." 

"  Were  you  afraid,  Beth  ?  •'  her  father  asked. 

"No  I  '■  Beth  retorted,  stamping  her  foot  indignantly.  "  If  the 
waves  did  come  at  me  I  could  stand  it.  It's  the  coming — coming 
— coming — ^I  can't  bear.  It  makes  me  ache  here  " — she  clutched 
at  her  throat  and  chest  again. 

Captain  Caldwell  closed  his  eyes.  He  felt  that  he  was  begin- 
ning to  make  this  child's  acquaintance,  and  wished  he  had  tried 
to  cultivate  it  sooner.  "  You  shall  not  be  whipped  to-night,  Beth," 
he  said  presently,  looking  at  her  with  a  kindly  smile. 

Instantly  an  answering  smile  gleamed  on  the  child's  face, 
transfiguring  her ;  and  by  the  light  of  it  her  father  realized  how 
seldom  he  had  seen  her  smile. 

Unfortunately  for  Beth,  however,  while  her  countenance  was 
still  irradiated,  her  mother  swooped  down  upon  her.  Mrs.  Cald- 
well had  come  hurrying  home  in  a  rage,  in  search  of  Beth  ;  and 
now,  mistaking  that  smile  for  a  sign  of  defiance,  she  seized  upon 
her,  and  had  beaten  her  severely  before  it  w^as  possible  to  inter- 
fere. Beth,  dazed  by  this  sudden  onslaught,  staggered  when  she 
let  her  go,  and  stretched  out  her  little  hands  as  if  groping  for 
some  support. 

"  It  wasn't  your  fault — it  wasn't  your  fault,"  she  gasped,  her 
first  instinct  being  to  exonerate  her  father. 

Captain  Caldwell  had  started  up  and  caught  his  wife  by  the 
arm.  "  That's  enough,"  he  said  harshly.  "  You  are  going  alto- 
gether the  wrong  way  to  work  with  the  child.  Let  this  be  the 
last  time — do  you  understand  ?  Beth,  go  to  the  nursery  and  ask 
Anne  to  get  you  some  tea."  A  sharp  pain  shot  through  his  head. 
He  had  jumped  up  too  quickly,  and  now  fell  back  on  the  sofa 
with  a  groan. 

"  Oh,  let  me  brush  it  again,"  Beth  cried,  in  an  agony  of  sym- 
pathy. 

Her  father  opened  his  haggard  eyes  and  smiled.  "  Go  to  the 
nursery,  like  a  good  child,"  he  said,  "  and  get  some  tea."  Beth 
went  without  another  word.     But  all  that  evening  her  mind  was 
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with  her  parents  in  the  sitting-rooui,  wondering,  wondering  what 
they  were  saying  to  each  other. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Next  morning  Beth  jumped  out  of  bed  early  and  washed  her- 
self all  over,  in  an  excess  of  grateful  zeal,  because  she  was  to  be 
taken  out  in  the  car.  As  soon  as  she  had  her  breakfast  she  ran 
into  the  yard  to  feed  her  magpie.  Its  perch  was  in  a  comfortable 
corner,  sheltered  by  the  great  turf  stack  which  had  been  built  up 
against  the  wall  that  divided  the  CaldwelFs  yard  from  that  of  Pat 
Miu*phy,  the  farrier.  Beth,  in  wild  spirits,  ran  round  the  stack, 
calling  *'  Mag  I  Mag ! "  as  she  went.  But  Mag,  alas  I  was  never 
more  to  respond  to  her  call.  He  was  hanging  by  the  leg  from  his 
perch,  head  downward,  wings  outstretched,  and  glossy  feathers 
ruffled ;  and  below  him  on  the  ground  some  stones  were  scattered 
which  told  the  tale  of  cruelty  and  petty  spite. 

Beth  stood  for  a  moment  transfixed,  but  in  that  moment  the 
whole  thing  became  clear  to  her — the  way  in  which  the  deed  was 
done,  the  man  that  did  it,  and  his  motive.  She  glanced  up  to  the 
top  of  the  high  wall,  and  then,  breathing  thick  through  her 
clenched  teeth  in  her  rage,  she  climbed  up  the  turf  stack  with  the 
agility  of  a  cat,  and  looked  over  into  the  farrier's  yard. 

**  Come  out  of  that,  Pat  Murphy,  ye  black-hearted,  murthering 
villain,"  she  shrieked.  "  I  see  ye  skulking  there  behind  the  stable 
door.  Come  out,  I  tell  ye,  and  bad  luck  to  you  for  killing  my 
bird ! " 

*'  Is  it  me,  miss  ? "  Pat  Murphy  exclaimed,  appearing  with  an 
injured  and  innocent  look  on  his  face.  "Me  kill  your  burrd ! 
Shure,  thin,  ye  never  thought  sich  a  thing  uv  me  ! " 

*'  Didn't  I,  thin  !  and  I  think  it  still,"  Beth  cried.  "  Say,  '  May 
I  never  see  heaven  if  I  kilt  it,'  or  I'll  curse  ye." 

'*  Ah,  thin,  it  isn't  such  bad  language  ye'd  hev  me  be  using, 
and  you  a  young  lady,  Miss  Beth,''  said  Pat  in  a  wheedling  tone. 

"  'Deed,  thin,  it  is,  Pat  Murphy  ;  but  I  know  ye  daresn't  say  it," 
said  Beth.  **  Oh,  bad  luck  to  ye !  bad  luck  to  ye  every  day  ye 
see  a  wooden  milestone,  and  twice  every  day  ye  don't.  And  if  ye 
killed  my  bird,  may  the  devil  attend  ye  to  rob  ye  of  what  ye  like 
best  wherever  ye  are  I " 

She  slid  down  the  stack  when  she  had  spoken,  and  found  her 
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father  standing  at  the  bottom  looking  at  the  dead  bird  with  a 
heavy  frown  on  his  dark  face.  He  must  have  heard  Beth's  alter- 
cation with  Murphy,  but  he  made  no  remark  until  Mrs.  Caldwell 
came  out,  when  he  said  something  in  Italian,  to  which  she  re- 
sponded, "  The  cowardly  brute !  " 

Beth  took  her  bird  and  buried  it  deep  in  her  little  garden,  by 
which  time  the  car  was  ready.  She  had  not  shed  a  tear,  nor  did 
she  ever  mention  the  incident  afterward  ;  which  was  character- 
istic, for  she  was  always  shy  of  showing  any  feeling  but  anger. 

Captain  Caldwell  had  a  wild  horse,  called  Artless,  which  few 
men  would  have  cared  to  ride,  and  fewer  still  have  driven. 
People  wondered  that  he  took  his  children  out  on  the  car  behind 
such  an  animal,  and  perhaps  he  would  not  have  done  so  if  he  had 
had  his  own  way,  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  insisted  on  it. 

"  They've  no  base  blood  in  them,"  she  said,  "  and  I'll  not  have 
them  allowed  to  acquire  any  affectation  of  timidity." 

Artless  was  particularly  fresh  that  morning.  He  was  a  red 
chestnut,  with  a  white  star  in  ^  his  forehead  and  one  white  stock- 
ing. 

When  Beth  returned  to  the  stable  yard  she  found  him  fidget- 
ing between  the  shafts,  with  his  ears  laid  back  and  the  whites 
of  his  wicked  eyes  showing,  and  Riley  battling  with  his  head  in 
a  hard  endeavour  to  keep  him  quiet  enough  for  the  family  to 
mount  the  car.  Captain  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  and  Mildred  were 
already  in  their  seats,  and  Beth  scrambled  up  to  hers  uncon- 
cernedly, although  Artless  was  springing  about  in  a  lively  man- 
ner at  the  moment.  Beth  sat  next  her  father,  who  drove  from 
the  side  of  the  car ;  and  then  they  were  ready  to  be  off  as  soon  as 
Artless  would  go,  but  Artless  objected  to  leave  the  yard,  and 
Riley  had  to  lead  him  round  and  round,  running  at  his  head  and 
coaxing  him,  while  Captain  Caldwell  gathered  up  the  reins  and 
held  the  whip  in  suspense,  watching  his  opportunity  each  time 
they  passed  the  gate  to  give  Artless  a  start  that  would  make  him 
bound  through  it.  Round  and  round  they  went,  however,  several 
times,  with*  Artless  rearing,  backing,  and  plunging ;  but  at  last 
the  whip  came  down  at  the  right  moment,  just  the  slightest  flick, 
Riley  let  go  his  head,  and  out  he  dashed  in  his  indignation,  the 
battle  ending  in  a  wild  gallop  up  the  street  with  the  car  swinging 
behind  him  and  the  whole  of  the  Irish  side  of  the  road  out  cheer- 
ing and  encouraging,  to  the  children's  great  delight.  But  their 
ebullition  of  glee  was  a  little  too  much  for  their  father's  nerves. 

*'  These  children  of  yours  are  perfect  little  devils,  Caroline  ! " 
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he  exclaimed  irritably.  Mrs.  Caldwell  smiled  as  at  a  compliment. 
She  had  been  brought  up  on  horseback  herself,  and  insisted  on 
teaching  the  children  to  regard  danger  as  a  diversion — not  that 
that  was  difficult,  for  they  were  naturally  daring.  She  would 
have  punished  them  promptly  on  the  slightest  suspicion  of  timid- 
ity. **Only  base-born  people  were  cowardly,"  she  scornfully 
maintained.     "  No  lady  ever  shows  a  sign  of  fear." 

Once  when  they  were  crossing  Achen  Sands,  a  wide  waste  in- 
nocent of  any  obstacle,  Artless  came  down  without  warning,  and 
Mildred  uttered  an  exclamation. 

"  Who  was  it  made  that  ridiculous  noise  ? "  Mrs.  Caldw^eU 
asked,  looking  hard  at  Beth. 

Beth  could  not  clear  herself  without  accusing  her  sister,  so  she 
said  nothing,  but  sat  consumed  with  fiery  indignation ;  and  for 
long  afterward  would  wake  up  at  night  and  clench  her  little 
fists  and  burn  again,  remembering  how  her  mother  had  supposed 
she  was  afraid. 

Artless  went  at  breakneck  speed  that  day,  shied  at  the  most 
unexpected  moments,  bolted  right  round,  and  stopped  short  occa- 
sionally,  but  Beth  sat  tight  mechanically,  following  her  own 
fancies.  Captain  Caldwell  was  going  to  inspect  one  of  the  out- 
lying coast-guard  stations,  and  they  went  by  the  Glen  road, 
memorable  to  Beth  because  it  was  there  she  first  felt  the  charm 
of  running  water,  and  found  her  first  wild  violets  and  tuft  of 
primroses.  The  pale  purple  of  the  violets  and  the  scent  of  prim- 
roses, warm  with  the  sun,  were  among  the  happy  associations  of 
that  time.  But  her  delight  was  in  the  mountain  streams,  with 
their  mimic  waterfalls  and  fairy  wells.  She  loved  to  loiter  by 
them,  to  watch  them  bubbling  and  sparkling  over  the  rocks,  to 
dabble  her  hands  and  feet  in  them,  or  to  lie  her  length  upon  the 
turf  beside  them  in  keen  consciousness  of  the  incessant,  delicate, 
delicious  murmur  of  the  water,  a  sound  which  conveyed  to  her 
much  more  than  can  be  expressed  in  articulate  speech.  At  times, 
too,  when  she  was  tired  of  loitering,  she  would  look  up  and  see 
the  mountain  top  just  above  her,  and  begin  to  climb ;  but  always, 
when  she  came  to  the  spot,  there  was  the  mountain  top  just  as  far 
above  her  as  before  :  so  she  used  to  think  that  the  mountain  really 
reached  the  sky. 

When  they  returned  late  that  afternoon  Riley  met  them  with 
a  very  serious  face,  and  told  Captain  Caldwell  mysteriously  that 
Pat  Murphy's  horse  was  ill. 

*'  What  a  d d  unfortunate  coincidence  I "  Captain  Caldwell 
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muttered  to  his  wife ;  and  Beth  noticed  that  her  mother's  face, 
which  had  looked  fresh  and  bright  from  the  drive,  settled  sud- 
denly into  its  habitual  anxious,  careworn  expression. 

Beth  loitered  about  the  yard  till  her  parents  had  gone  in ;  then 
she  climbed  the  turf  stack  and  looked  over.  The  sick  horse  was 
tied  to  the  stable  door,  and  stood  hanging  his  head  with  a  very  woe- 
begone expression  and  groaning  monotonously.  Murphy  was  try- 
ing to  persuade  him  to  take  something  hot  out  of  a  bucket,  while 
bap-faced  Flanagan  and  another  man  known  as  Tony-kill-the- 
Cow  looked  on  and  gave  good  advice. 

Beth's  fury  revived  when  she  saw  Murphy,  and  she  laughed 
aloud  derisively.  All  three  men  started  and  looked  up,  then 
crossed  themselves. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  ye,  Pat ! "  Beth  exclaimed.  *'  Ye  may  save 
yourself  the  trouble  of  doctoring  him.  He's  as-  dead  as  my 
magpie." 

Murphy  looked  much  depressed.  "  Shure,  Miss  Beth,  the  poor 
baste  done  ye  no  harm,"  he  pleaded. 

**  No,"  said  Beth,  '/nor  my  bird  hadn't  done  you  any  harm,  nor 
the  cow  Tony  cut  the  tail  off  hadn't  done  him  any  harm." 

"  I  didn't  kill  yer  burrd,"  Murphy  asserted  doggedly. 

"  We'll  see,"  said  Beth.  "  When  the  horse  dies  we'll  know 
who  killed  the  bird.  Then  one  of  you  skunks  can  try  and  kill 
me.  But  I'd  advise  you  to  use  a  silver  bullet,  and  if  you  miss 
you'll  be  damned. — Blast  ye,  Riley,  will  ye  let  me  alone ! " 

Riley,  hearing  what  was  going  on,  and  having  called  to  her 
vainly  to  hold  her  tongue,  had  climbed  the  stack  himself,  and 
now  laid  hold  of  her.  Beth  struck  him  in  the  face  promptly, 
whereupon  he  shook  her,  and,  loosening  her  hold  of  the  wall, 
began  to  carry  her  down — a  perilous  proceeding,  for  the  stack 
was  steep,  and  Beth,  enraged  at  the  indignity,  doubled  herself 
up  and  scratched  and  bit  and  kicked  the  whole  way  to  the 
ground. 

"  Ye  little  devil,"  said  Riley,  setting  her  on  her  feet,  "  ye'll  get 
us  all  into* trouble  wid  that  blasted  tongue  o'  yours." 

*'  Who's  afraid  ? "  said  Beth,  shaking  her  tousled  head  and 
standing  up  to  Riley  with  her  little  fists  clenched. 

"  If  the  divil  didn't  put  ye  out  when  he  gave  up  housekeeping, 
I  dunno  where  you  come  from,"  Riley  muttered,  as  he  turned 
away  and  stumped  off  stolidly. 

During  the  night  the  horse  died,  and  Beth  found,  when  she 
went  out  the  next  day,  that  the  carcass  had  been  dragged  down 
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Murphy's  garden  and  put  in  the  lane  outside.  She  climbed  the 
wall,  and  discovered  the  farrier  skinning  the  horse,  and  was 
much  disgusted  to  see  him  using  his  hands  without  gloves  on  in 
such  an  operation.  Her  anger  of  the  day  before  was  all  over 
now,  and  she  was  ready  to  be  on  the  usual  terms  of  scornful  inti- 
macy with  Murphy. 

"  Ye'll  never  be  able  to  touch  anything  to  eat  again  with  those 
hands,"  she  said. 

"  Won't  I,  thin  ? "  he  answered  sulkily  and  without  looking  up. 
He  was  as  inconsequent  as  a  child  that  resents  an  injury,  but  can 
be  diverted  from  the  recollection  of  it  by  anything  interesting, 
only  to  return  to  its  grievance,  however,  the  moment  the  interest 
fails.  *'  Won't  I,  thin  ?  Just  you  try  me  wid  a  bit  o'  bread  an' 
butter  this  instant,  an'  see  what  I'll  do  wid  it ! " 

Beth,  always  anxious  to  experiment,  tore  indoors  to  get  some 
bread  and  butter,  and  never  did  she  forget  the  horror  with  which 
she  watched  the  dirty  man  eat  it  with  unwashed  hands,  sitting 
on  the  horse's  carcass. 

That  carcass  was  a  source  of  interest  to .  her  for  many  a  long 
day  to  come.  She  used  to  climb  on  the  wall  to  see  how  it  was 
getting  on  till  the  crows  had  picked  the  bones  clean  and  the 
weather  had  bJeached  them  white,  and  she  would  wonder  how  a 
creature,  once  so  full  of  life,  could  become  a  silent,  senseless 
thing,  not  feeling,  not  caring,  not  knowing,  no  more  to  itself  than 
a  stone — strange  mystery — and  some  day  she  would  be  like  that — 
just  white  bones !  She  held  her  breath  and  suspended  all  sensation 
and  thought,  time  after  time,  to  see  what  it  felt  like ;  but  always 
there  was  a  great  rushing  sound  in  her  ears,  as  of  a  terrific  storm, 
and  that,  she  concluded,  was  Death  coming.  When  he  arrived 
then  all  would  be  blotted  out. 

The  country  was  in  a  very  disturbed  state,  and  it  was  impos- 
sible to  keep  all  hints  of  danger  from  the  children's  sharp  ears. 
Beth  knew  a  great  deal  of  what  was  going  on  and  what  might  be 
expected  ;  but  then  a  few  chance  phrases  were  already  enough  for 
her  to  construct  a  whole  story  upon,  and  with  wonderful  accuracy 
generally.  Her  fine  faculty  of  observation  developed  apace  at 
this  time,  and  nothing  she  noticed  now  was  ever  forgotten.  She 
would  curl  up  in  the  window  seat  among  the  fuchsias  and  watch 
the  people  in  the  street  by  the  hour  together,  especially  on  Sun- 
days and  market  days,  when  a  great  many  came  in  from  the 
mountains— women  in  close  white  caps  with  goffered  frills,  short 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  G9 

petticoats,  and  long  blue  cloaks,  and  men  in  tailcoats  and  knee 
breeches  with  shillalahs  under  their  arms,  which  they  used  very 
dexterously.  They  talked  Irish  at  the  top  of  their  voices,  and 
gesticulated  a  great  deal,  and  were  childishly  quarrelsome.  One 
market  day  when  Beth  was  looking  out  of  the  sitting-room  win- 
dow her  mother  came  and  looked  out  too,  and  they  saw  half  a 
dozen  countrymen  set  upon  a  young  Castletownrock  man.  In  a 
moment  their  shillalahs  were  whirling  about  his  head,  and  he 
was  driven  round  the  corner  of  the  house.  Presently  he  came 
staggering  back  across  the  road,  blubbering  like  a  child,  with  his 
head  broken,  and  the  blood  streaming  down  over  his  face,  which 
was  white  and  distorted  with  pain.  They  had  knocked  him  down 
and  kicked  him  when  he  was  on  the  ground. 

**0h,  the  cowards!  the  cowards!"  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 
Beth  felt  sick  ;  but  it  was  not  so  much  what  she  saw  as  what  she 
heard  that  affected  her — the  man's  crying  and  the  graphic  de- 
scription of  the  nature  and  depth  of  the  wound  which  another 
man  who  had  been  present  while  the  doctor  dressed  it  kindly 
stopped  at  the  window  and  insisted  on  giving  them,  Mrs.  Cald- 
well being  obliged  to  listen  courteously  for  fear  of  making  her- 
self unpopular.  The  man's  manner  impressed  Beth.  There  was 
such  a  solemn  joy  io  it,  as  of  one  who  had  just  witnessed  some- 
thing refreshing. 

There  were  two  priests  in  the  place.  Father  Madden  and  Father 
John.  Captain  Caldwell  said  Father  Madden  was  a  gentleman. 
He  shook  hands  with  everybody,  even  with  the  curate  and  Mr. 
Macbean ;  but  Father  John  would  not  speak  to  a  Protestant,  and 
used  to  scowl  at  the  children  when  he  met  them,  and  then  Mil- 
dred would  seize  Bemadine's  hand  and  drag  her  past  him  quickly 
because  she  hated  to  be  scowled  at ;  but  Beth  always  stopped  and 
made  a  face  at  him.  He  used  to  carry  a  long  whip,  and  crack  it 
at  the  people,  and  on  Sunday  mornings  if  they  did  not  go  to 
mass  he  would  patrol  the  streets  in  a  fury,  rating  the  idlers  at  the 
top  of  his- voice  and  driving  them  on  before  him.  Beth  used  to 
glance  stealthily  at  the  chapel  as  she  went  to  church ;  it  had  the 
attraction  of  forbidden  fruit  to  her,  and  of  Father  John's  exciting 
antics — nothing  ever  happened  in  church.  Chapel  she  associated 
with  the  papists,  and  not  at  all  with  Kitty,  whose  tender  teaching 
occupied  a  separate  compartment  of  her  consciousness  altogether. 
There  she  kept  the  *' Blessed  Mother"  and  the  **dear  Lord"  for 
her  comfort,  although  she  seldom  visited  them  now.  Terms  of 
endearment  meant  a  great  deal  to  Beth,  because  no  one  used  them 
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habitually  in  her  family ;  in  fact,  she  could  not  remember  ever 
being  called  dear  in  her  life  by  either  father  or  mother. 

Since  the  day  when  she  had  run  away  from  the  great  green 
waves,  however,  her  father  had  taken  an  interest  in  her.  He  often 
asked  her  to  brush  his  hair,  and  laughed  very  much  sometimes  at 
things  she  said.  He  used  to  lie  on  the  couch  reading  to  himself 
while  she  brushed. 

"  Read  some  to  me,  papa,"  she  said  one  day.  He  smiled  and 
read  a  little,  not  in  the  least  expecting  her  to  understand  it,  but 
she  soon  showed  him  that  she  did,  and  entreated  him  to  go  on ;  so 
he  gradually  fell  into  the  habit  of  reading  aloud  to  her,  particu- 
larly the  Ingoldshy  Legends.  She  liked  to  hear  them  again  and 
again,  and  would  clamour  for  her  favourites.  On  one  occasion 
when  he  had  stopped,  and  she  had  been  sitting  some  time  at  the 
foot  of  the  couch,  with  the  brush  in  her  hand,  she  suddenly  burst 
out  with  a  long  passage  from  The  Execution — the  passage  that 

begins : 

God !  'tis  a  fearsome  thing  to  see 

That  pale  wan  man's  mute  agony. 

Captain  Caldwell  raised  his  eyebrows  as  she  proceeded,  and 
looked  at  his  wife. 

*'  I  thought  a  friend  of  ours  was  considered  stupid,"  he  said. 

"  People  can  do  very  well  when  they  like,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  an- 
swered tartly  ;  "  but  they're  too  lazy  to  try.  When  did  you  learn 
that,  Beth  ? " 

"  I  didn't  learn  it,"  Beth  answered. 

*'  Then  how  do  you  know  it  ? " 

"  It  just  came  to  me,"  Beth  said. 

"  Then  I  wish  your  lessons  would  ^wsf  come  to  you." 

"  I  wish  they  would,"  said  Beth  sincerely. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  snapped  out  something  about  idleness  and  ob- 
stinacy, and  left  the  room.  The  day  was  darkening  down,  and 
presently  Captain  Caldwell  got  up,  lit  a  lamp  at  the  sideboard, 
and  set  it  on  the  dining-table.  When  he  had  done  so,  he  took 
Beth  and  set  her  on  the  table  too.  Beth  stood  up  on  it,  laughing, 
and  put  her  arm  round  his  neck. 

"  Look  at  us,  papa ! "  she  exclaimed,  pointing  at  the  window 
opposite.  The  blinds  were  up,  and  it  was  dark  enough  outside  for 
them  to  see  themselves  reflected  in  the  glass. 

"  I  think  we  make  a  pretty  picture,  Beth,"  her  father  said,  put- 
ting his  arm  round  her. 

He  had  scarcely  spoken,  when  there  came  a  terrific  report  and 
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a  crash ;  something  whizzed  close  to  Beth's  head  and  a  shower 
of  glass  fell  on  the  floor.  In  a  moment  Beth  had  wriggled  out  of 
her  father's  arm,  slid  from  the  table,  and  scrambled  up  on  to  the 
window  seat,  scattering  the  flower  pots  and  slapping  at  her 
father's  hand  in  her  excitement  when  he  tried  to  stop  her. 

"It's  bap-faced  Flanagan— or  Tony-kill-the-Cow,"  she  cried. 
"  I  can  see— O  papa !  why  did  you  pull  me  back  ?  Now  I  shall 
never  know ! " 

The  servants  had  inished  in  from  the  kitchen,  and  Mrs.  Cald- 
well came  flying  downstairs. 

**  What  is  it,  Henry  ? "  she  cried. 

"  The  d d  scoundrels  shot  at  me  with  the  child  in  my  arms," 

he  answered,  looking  in  his  indignation  singularly  like  Beth  her- 
self in  a  stormy  mood.  As  he  spoke,  he  turned  to  the  hall  door, 
and  walked  out  into  the  street  bareheaded. 

"  For  the  love  of  the  Lord,  sir ! "  Riley  remonstrated,  keeping 
well  out  of  the  way  himself. 

But  Captain  Caldwell  walked  off  down  the  middle  of  the  road 
alone,  deliberately,  to  the  police  station,  his  wife  standing  mean- 
while on  the  doorstep  with  the  light  behind  her,  coolly  awaiting 
his  return. 

"Pull  down  the  blind  in  the  sitting-room,  Riley,  and  keep 
Miss  Beth  there,"  was  all  she  said. 

Presently  Captain  Caldwell  returned  with  a  police  officer  and 
two  men.  They  immediately  began  to  search  the  room.  The 
glass  of  a  picture  had  been  shattered  at  the  far  end.  Riley  pulled 
the  picture  to  one  side  and  discovered  something  embedded  in  the 
wall  behind,  which  he  picked  out  with  his  pocketknife  and 
brought  to  the  light  It  looked  like  a  disk  all  bent  out  of  shape. 
He  turned  it  every  way,  examining  it,  then  tried  it  with  his  teeth. 

"I  thought  so,"  he  said  significantly.  "It  wouldn't  be  yer 
honour  they'd  be  afther  wid  a  silver  bullet.  I  heard  her  tell  'em 
herself  to  try  one." 

"  And  I  said  if  they  missed  they'd  be  damned,"  Beth  exclaimed 
triumphantly. 

*'Beth,"  cried  her  mother,  seizing  her  by  the  arm  to  shake 
her,  "  how  dare  you  use  such  a  word  ? " 

"  I  heard  it  in  church,"  said  Beth  in  an  injured  tone. 

"Look  here,  Beth,"  said  her  father,  rescuing  her  from  her 
mother's  clutches  and  setting  her  on  the  table — he  had  been  talk- 
ing aside  with  the  police  officer — "  I  want  you  to  promise  some- 
thing on  your  word  of  honour  as  a  lady,  just  to  please  me." 
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Beth's  countenajice  dropped.  "  O  papa ! "  she  exclaimed,  "  it's 
something  I  don't  want  to  promise." 

**  Well,  never  mind  that,  Beth,"  he  answered.  *'  Just  promise 
this  one  thing  to  please  me.  If  you  don*t  the  people  will  try  and 
kill  you." 

''  I  don't  mind  that,"  said  Beth. 

"  But  I  do — and  your  inother  does." 

Beth  gave  her  mother  a  look  of  such  utter  astonishment  that 
the  poor  lady  turned  crimson. 

"  And  perhaps  they'll  kill  me,  too,"  Captain  Caldwell  resumed. 
"  You  see  they  nearly  did  to-night." 

This  was  a  veritable  inspiration.  Beth  turned  pale  and  gasped, 
"  I  promise." 

"  Not  so  fast,"  her  father  said.  "  Never  promise  anything  till 
you  hear  what  it  is.  But  now,  promise  you  won't  say  '  Bad  luck ' 
to  any  of  the  people  again." 

"  I  promise,"  Beth  repeated,  '*  but " — she  slid  from  the  table  and 
nodded  emphatically — '"  but  when  I  shake  my  fist  and  stamp  my 
foot  at  them  it'll  mean  the  same  thing." 

It  was  found  next  morning  that  bap-faced  Flanagan  and 
Tony-kill-the-Cow  had  disappeared  from  the  township ;  but 
Murphy  remained,  and  Beth  was  not  allowed  to  go  out  alone 
again  for  a  long  time,  not  even  into  the  garden.  All  she  knew 
about  it  herself,  however,  was  that  she  had  always  either  a  police- 
man or  a  coast  guard's  man  to  talk  to,  which  added  very  much  to 
her  pleasure  in  life,  and  also  to  Anne's. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

One  of  the  interests  of  Captain  Caldwell's  life  was  his  garden. 
He  spent  long  hours  in  cultivating  it,  and  that  summer  his  vege- 
tables, fruits,  and  flowers  had  been  the  wonder  of  the  neighbour^ 
hood.  But  now  autumn  had  come,  vegetables  were  dug,  fruits 
gathered,  flowers  bedraggled,  and  there  was  little  to  be  done  but 
clear  the  beds,  plant  them  with  bulbs,  and  prepare  them  for  the 
spring. 

Now  that  Captain  Caldwell  had  made  Beth's  acquaintance,  he 
liked  to  have  her  with  him  to  help  him  when  he  was  at  work  in 
the  garden,  and  there  was  nothing  that  she  loved  so  much. 

One  day  they  were  at  work  together  on  a  large  flower  bed. 
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Her  father  was  trimming  some  rosebushes  and  she  was  kneeling 
beside  him  on  a  little  mat,  weeding. 

'*  I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  flower,"  she  suddenly  exclaimed  after  a 
long  silence. 

"  Why,  Beth,  flowers  are  very  beautiful." 

"  Yes,  but  they  last  so  short  a  time.  I'd  rather  be  less  beauti* 
ful  and  live  longer.    What's  your  favourite  flower,  papa  ? " 

She  had  stopped  weeding  for  the  moment,  but  still  sat  on  the 
mat  looking  up  at  him.  Captain  Caldwell  clipped  a  little  more, 
then  stopped,  too,  and  looked  down  at  her. 

"I  don't  get  a  separate  pleasure  from  any  particular  flower, 
Beth ;  they  all  delight  me,"  he  answered. 

Beth  pondered  upon  this  for  a  little,  then  she  asked:  **Do 
you  know  which  I  like  best  ?  Hot  primroses."  Captain  Cald- 
well raised  his  eyebrows  interrogatively.  "When  you  pick 
them  in  the  sun  and  put  them  against  your  cheek  they're  all 
warm,  you  know,"  Beth  explained ;  "  and  then  they  are  good  I 
And  fuchsias  are  good,  too,  but  it  isn't  the  same  good.  You  know 
that  one  in  the  sitting-room  window,  white  outside  and  salmon- 
coloured  inside,  and  such  a  nice  shape — the  flowers — and  the  way 
they  hang  down.  You  have  to  lift  them  to  look  into  them. 
When  I  look  at  them  long  they  make  me  feel — oh — feel,  you 
know — feel  that  I  could  take  a  whole  plant  in  my  arms  and  hug 
it ;  but  fuchsias  don't  scent  like  hot  primroses." 

"  And  therefore  they  are  not  so  good  ? "  her  father  suggested, 
greatly  interested  in  the  child's  attempt  to  express  herself.  "  They 
say  that  the  scent  is  the  soul  of  the  flower." 

"  The  scent  is  the  soul  of  the  flower,"  Beth  repeated  several 
times,  then  heaved  a  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction.  "  I  want  to  sing 
it,"  she  said.     "  I  always  want  to  sing  things  like  that." 

"  What  other  *  things  like  that '  do  you  know,  Beth  ? " 

"  The  song  of  the  sea  in  the  shell. 

The  swish  of  the  grass  in  the  breeze, 
The  sound  of  a  far-away  bell, 
The  whispering  leaves  on  the  trees," 

Beth  burst  out  instantly. 

"  Who  taught  you  that,  Beth  ? "  her  father  asked. 

"  Ob,  no  one  taught  me,  papa,"  she  answered.  "  It  just  came 
to  me — like  this,  you  know.  I  used  to  listen  to  the  sea  in  that 
shell  in  the  sitting-room,  and  I  tried  and  tried  to  find  a  name  for 
the  sound,  and  all  at  once  song  came  into  my  head — the  song  of 
the  sea  in  the  shell.  Then  I  was  lying  out  here  on  the  grass 
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when  it  was  long",  before  you  cut  it  to  make  hay,  and  you  came 
out  and  said  *  There's  a  stiff  breeze  blowing.'  And  it  blew  hard 
and  then  stopped,  and  then  it  came  again;  and  every  time  it 
came  the  grass  went  swish-h-h  I — the  swish  of  the  grass  in  the 
breeze.  Then  you  know  that  bell  that  rings  a  long  way  off,  you 
can  only  just  hear  it  out  here — the  sound  of  a  far-away  bell. 
Then  the  leaves — it  was  a  long  time  before  anything  came  that  I 
could  sing  about  them.  I  used  to  try  and  think  it,  but  you  can't 
sing  a  thing  you  think.  It's  when  a  thing  comes,  you  can  sing 
it.  I  was  always  listening  to  the  leaves,  and  I  always  felt  they 
were  doing  something;  then  all  at  once  it  came  one  day.  Of 
course  they  were  whispering — the  whispering  leaves  on  the  trees. 
That  was  how  they  came,  papa.  At  first  I  used  to  sing  them  by 
themselves,  but  now  I  sing  them  all  together.  You  can  sing 
them  three  different  ways.  The  way  I  did  first,  you  know,  then 
you  can  put  breeze  first : 

"  The  swish  of  the  grass  in  the  breeze, 
The  whispering  leaves  on  the  trees, 
The  song  of  the  sea  in  the  shell, 
The  sound  of  a  far-away  boll. 

Or  you  can  sing : 

"  The  sound  of  a  far-away  bell. 

The  whispering  leaves  on  the  trees, 
The  swish  of  the  grass  in  the  breeze, 
The  song  of  the  sea  in  the  shell. 

Which  way  do  you  think  the  nicest  ? "  She  had  rattled  all  this 
off  as  fast  as  she  could  speak,  looking  and  pointing  toward  the 
various  things  she  mentioned  as  she  proceeded — the  sea,  the  grass, 
the  trees,  the  distance ;  now  she  looked  up  to  her  father  for  an 
answer.  He  was  looking  at  her  so  queerly  she  was  filled  with 
alarm.     *'  Am  I  naughty,  papa  ? "  she  exclaimed. 

*'  Oh,  no,"  he  said  with  a  smile  that  reassured  her.  **  I  was 
just  thinking.  I  like  to  hear  how  *  things  come '  to  you.  You 
must  always  tell  me  when  new  things  come.  By  the  way,  who 
told  you  that  fuchsia  was  salmon-coloured  ? " 

"I  saw  it  was,"  she  said,  surprised  that  he  needed  to  ask  such 
a  question.  "  I  saw  it  one  day  when  we  had  boiled  salmon  for 
dinner.  Isn't  it  nice  when  you  see  that  one  thing's  like  another  ? 
I  have  a  pebble,  and  it's  just  the  shape  of  a  pear ;  now  you  know 
what  shape  it  is,  don't  you?"  He  nodded.  **But  if  I  said  it's 
thick  at  one  end  and  thin  at  another,  you  wouldn't  know  what 
shape  it  is  a  bit,  would  you  ? " 
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"  No,  I  should  not,"  lneA  answered,  beginning  to  prune  again, 
thoughtfully.  '*  Beth,"  hie  said,  presently,  "  I  should  like  to  see 
you  grow  up." 

"  ShaVt  I  gTQ^  up  ? "  said  Beth  in  dismay. 

"  Oh,  yes ;  at  least  I  should  hope  so.  But — it's  not  likely  that  I 
shall  be — looking  on.  But,  Beth,  I  want  you  to  remember  this. 
When  you  grow  up,  I  think  you  will  want  to  do  something  that 
only  a  few  other  people  can  do  well — ^paint  a  picture,  write  a  book, 
act  in  a  theatre,  make  music — it  doesn't  matter  what ;  if  it  comes 
to  you,  if  you  feel  you  can  do  it,  just  do  it.  Youll  not  do  it  well 
all  at  once ;  but  try  and  try  until  you  can  do  it  well.  And  don't 
ask  anybody  if  they  think  you  can  do  it ;  they'll  be  sure  to  say  no ; 
and  then  you'll  be  disheartened.  What's  disheartened  ?  It's  the 
miserable  feeling  you  would  get  if  I  said  you  would  never  be 
able  to  learn  to  play  the  piano.  You'd  try  to  do  it  all  the  same, 
perhaps,  but  you'd  do  it  doubtfully  instead  of  with  confidence.'* 

"  What's  confidence  ? "  said  Beth. 

"  You  are  listening  to  me  now  with  confidence.  It  is  as  if  you 
said  *  I  believe  you.'  " 

*'But  I  can't  say  'I  believe  you'  to  arithmetic  if  I  want  to 
do  it." 

**No,  but  you  can  say  *I  believe  I  can  do  it — I  believe  in 
myself.' " 

"  Is  that  confidence  in  myself  ? "  Beth  asked,  light  breaking  in 
\ipon  her. 

"  That's  it.  You're  getting  quite  a  vocabulary,  Beth.  A  vo- 
cabulary is  all  the  words  you  know,"  he  added  hastily,  anticipat- 
ing the  inevitable  question. 

Beth  went  on  with  her  weeding  for  a  little. 

**  And  there  is  another  thing,  Beth,  I  want  to  tell  you,"  her 
father  recommenced.  "  Never  do  anything  unless  you  are  quite 
sure  it  is  the  right  thing  to  do.  It  doesn't  matter  how  much  you 
may  want  to  do  it,  you  mustn't,  if  you  are  not  quite,  quite  sure  it 
is  right." 

"  Not  even  if  I  am  just  half  sure  ? " 

"  No,  certainly  not.    You  must  be  quite,  quite  sure." 

Beth  picked  some  more  weeds,  then  looked  up  at  him  again. 
**  But,  papa,  I  shall  never  want  to  do  anything  I  don't  think  right 
when  I'm  grown  up,  shall  I  ? " 

"  I'm  afraid  you  will.     Everybody  does." 

"Did  you  want  to,  papa  ? "  Beth  asked  in  amazement. 

"  Yes,"  he  answered. 
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"  And  did  you  do  it  ? " 

"  Yes,"  he  repeated. 

"  And  what  happened  ? " 

"  Much  misery." 

*'  Were  you  miserable  ? " 

"  Yes,  very.    But  that  wasn't  the  worst  of  it." 

"  What  was  the  worst  of  it  ? " 

"'  The  worst  of  it  was  that  I  made  other  people  miserable." 

*'Ah,  that's  bad,"  said  Beth,  with  perfect  comprehension. 
*'  That  makes  you  feel  so  horrid  inside  yourself." 

"'  Well,  Beth,  just  you  remember  that.  You  can't  do  wrong 
without  making  somebody  else  miserable.  Be  loyal,  be  loyal  to 
yourself,  loyal  to  the  best  that  is  in  you ;  that  means,  be  as  good 
as  your  friends  think  you  and  better  if  you  can.  Tell  the  truth, 
live  openly,  and  stick  to  your  friends.  That's  the  whole  of  the 
best  code  of  morality  in  the  world.    Now  we  must  go  in." 

As  they  walked  down  the  garden  together  Beth  slipped  her 
dirty  little  hand  into  his  and  looked  up  at  him.  "Papa,"  she 
said  solemnly,  "when  you  want  to  be  with  somebody  always, 
more  than  with  anybody  else,  and  want  to  look  at  him,  and  want 
to  talk  to  him,  and  you  find  you  can  tell  him  lots  of  things  you 
couldn't  tell  anybody  else  if  you  tried,  you  know,  what  does  it 
mean  ? " 

"  It  means  you  love  him  very  much." 

"Then  I  love  you,  papa,  very  much,"  she  said,  nestling  her 
head  against  his  arm.  "  And  it  does  make  me  feel  so  nice  inside. 
But  it  ipakes  me  miserable,  too,"  she  added,  sighing. 

"  How  so  ? " 

"  When  you  have  a  headache,  you  know.  I  used  only  to  be 
afraid  you'd  be  angry  if  I  made  a  noise.  But  now  I'm  always 
thinking  how  much  it  hurts  you.  I  wake  up  often  and  often  at 
night,  and  you  are  in  my  mind,  and  I  try  and  see  you  say  '  It's 
better,'  or  '  It's  quite  well.'  " 

"  And  what  then,  Beth  ? "  her  father  asked  in  a  queer  voice, 

"  Then  I  don't  cry  any  more,  you  know." 

She  looked  up  at  her  father  as  she  spoke,  and  saw  that  his  eyes 
were  full  of  tears. 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  77 


•  CHAPTER  X. 

That  was  almost  the  last  of  those  happy  autumn  days.  Win- 
ter fell  upon  the  country  suddenly  with  nipping  cold.  The 
mountains,  always  sombre,  lowered  in  great  tumbled  masses  from 
under  the  heavy  clouds  that  seldom  rose  from  their  summits. 
Terrible  gales  kept  the  sea  in  torment,  and  the  voice  of  its  rage 
and  pain  filled  Castletownrock  without  ceasing.  Torrents  of 
rain  tore  up  the  roads  and  rendered  them  almost  impassable. 
There  were  stolid  endurance  and  suffering  written  on  every  face 
out  of  doors,  while  within  the  people  cowered  over  their  peat  fires, 
a  prey  to  hunger,  cold,  and  depression.  Draughts  made  merry 
through  the  large  rooms  and  passages  in  Captain  Caldwell's 
house ;  the  wind  howled  in  the  chimneys,  rattled  at  the  windows, 
and  whistled  at  the  keyholes,  especially  at  night,  when  Beth 
would  hide  her  head  under  the  bedclothes  to  keep  out  the  racket, 
or,  in  another  mood,  lie  and  listen  to  it,  and  imagine  herself  out 
in  the  storm  till  her  nerves  were  strung  to  a  state  of  ecstatic  ten- 
sion, and  her  mind  fairly  revelled  in  the  sense  of  danger.  When 
her  father  was  at  home  in  the  evening  she  would  sit  still  beside 
the  fire  in  the  sitting-room,  listening  in  breathless  awe  and  excite- 
ment wholly  pleasurable  to  the  gale  raging  without ;  but  if  Cap- 
tain Caldwell  had  not  returned,  as  frequently  happened  now  that 
the  days  were  short  and  the  roads  so  bad,  well  knowing  the  risks 
he  ran,  she  would  see  the  car  upset  a  hundred  times  and  hear  the 
rattle  of  musketry  in  every  blast  that  shook  the  house,  and  so 
share  silently,  but  to  the  full,  the  terrible  anxiety  which  kept  her 
mother  pacing  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  unable  to  settle  to  any- 
thing until  he  entered  and  sank  into  a  seat,  often  so  exhausted  that 
it  was  hard  to  rouse  him  to  change  his  dripping  clothes.  His  duties, 
always  honourably  performed  whatever  the  risk  to  himself,  were 
far  too  severe  for  him,  and  he  was  rapidly  becoming  a  wreck — nerv- 
ous, liverish,  a  martyr  to  headache,  and  a  slave  to  stimulants,  al- 
though not  a  drunkard — he  only  took  enough  to  whip  him  up  to 
his  work.  His  digestion,  too,  had  become  seriously  impaired,  and 
he  had  no  natural  appetite  for  anything.  He  was  fond  of  his  chil- 
dren, and  proud  of  them,  but  had  hitherto  been  too  irritable  to  con- 
tribute anything  to  their  happiness ;  on  the  contrary,  his  name  was 
a  terror  to  them,  and  "  Hush,  papa  has  come  in ! "  was  enough  at 
any  time  to  damp  their  wildest  spirits.  Now,  however,  he  suffered 
more  from  depression  than  from  irritability,  and  would  cower 
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over  the  fire  on  stormy  days  in  a  state  of  despondency,  which  was 
reflected  in  every  face,  taking  no  notice  of  any  of  them.  The 
children  would  watch  him  furtively  in  close  silent  sympathy,  sit- 
ting still  and  whispering  for  fear  of  disturbing  him ;  and  if  per- 
chance they  saw  him  smile  and  a  look  of  relief  came  into  their 
mother's  anxious  face  their  own  spirits  went  up  on  the  instant 
But  everything  was  against  him.  The  damp  came  up  from  the 
flags  in  the  sitting-room  through  the  cocoanut  matting  and  the 
thick  carpet  that  covered  it,  which  it  defaced  in  great  patches. 
The  wires  of  the  piano  rusted  close  to  the  fire,  and  had  to  be  rubbed 
and  rubbed  every  day,  or  half  the  notes  went  dumb.  The  paper,  a 
rare  luxury  in  those  parts,  began  to  drop  from  the  walls.  Great 
turf  fires  were  constantly  kept  up,  but  the  damp  stole  a  march  on 
them  when  they  smouldered  in  the  night  and  made  mildew  marks 
upon  everything. 

Good  food  and  cooking  would  have  helped  Captain  Caldwell, 
but  the  food  was  indifferent,  and  there  were  no  cooks  to  be  had  in 
the  country.  Biddy  had  never  seen  such  a  thing  as  a  kitchen 
range  before  she  took  the  situation,  and  when  she  first  had  to  use 
the  oven  she  put  the  turf  on  the  bottom  shelf  in  order  to  heat  the 
top  ona  Mrs.  Caldwell  made  what  were  superhuman  efforts  to  a 
woman  of  her  training  and  constitution  to  keep  the  servants  up 
to  the  mark,  and  grew  gray  in  the  endeavour ;  but  Mrs.  Caldwell 
in  the  kitchen  was  like  a  racehorse  at  the  plough ;  and  even  if  she 
had  been  a  born  housewife  she  could  have  done  little  with  servants 
who  would  do  nothing  themselves  except  under  her  eyes  and 
stole  everything  they  could  lay  their  hands  on,  including  the  salt 
out  of  the  salt  cellars  between  meals,  if  it  were  not  locked  up. 

Toward  the  end  of  January  Captain  Caldwell  was  ill  in  bed ; 
he  had  wet  cloths  on  his  head  and  seemed  as  if  he  could  hardly 
speak.  Beth  hung  about  his  door  all  day,  watching  for  opi)or- 
tunities  to  steal  in.  Mamma  always  sent  her  away  if  she  could, 
but  if  papa  heard  her,  he  would  whisper,  "  Let  the  child  come 
in,"  and  then  mamma  would  let  her  in,  but  would  still  look 
cross.  And  Beth  sat  at  one  side  of  the  bed  and  mamma  sat  on 
the  other,  and  no  one  spoke  except  papa  sometimes,  only  you 
could  seldom  understand  what  he  said.  And  mamma  cried,  but 
Beth  did  not  She  ached  too  much  inside  for  that.  You  can't  cry 
when  you  ache  so  much. 

Beth  day  after  day  sat  with  her  hands  folded  on  her  lap  and 
her  feet  dangling  from  a  chair  that  was  much  too  high  for  her, 
watching  her  father  with  an  intensity  of  silent  anxiety  that  was 
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terrible  to  witness  in  so  young  a  child.  Her  mother  might  have 
beaten  her  to  death,  but  she  could  never  have  dislodged  her  from 
the  room  once  she  had  her  father's  leave  to  stay  there.  Mrs.  Cald- 
well rarely  beat  her  now,  however ;  she  generally  ignored  her ;  so 
Beth  came  and  went  as  she  chose.  She  would  climb  up  on  to  the 
bed  when  there  was  nobody  in  the  room,  and  kiss  the  curls  of 
papa's  thick  glossy  black  hair  so  softly  that  he  never  knew — ex- 
cept once,  when  he  caught  her,  and  smiled.  His  dark  face  grew 
gray  in  bed,  and  his  blue  eyes  sunken  and  haggard ;  but  he  battled 
it  out  that  time,  and  slowly  began  to  recover. 

Beth  was  sitting  in  her  usual  place  beside  her  father's  bed  one 
day  when  the  doctor  came  and  discovered  her.  He  was  standing 
on  the  other  side  of  the  bed,  and  exclaimed,  "  Why,  it's  all  eyes  !  '* 

"  Yes,  it's  a  queer  pixie,"  her  father  said.  "  But  it's  going  to 
do  something  some  day,  or  I'm  much  mistaken." 

"  It's  going  to  make  a  nuisance  of  itself  if  you  put  such  non- 
sense into  its  head,  or  J'm  much  mistaken,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  ob- 
served. 

"  I  shall  not  make  a  nuisance  of  myself,"  Beth  indignantly 
protested. 

''I  shall  never  be  able  to  make  you  understand,  Caroline," 
Captain  Caldwell  exclaimed.  ''  Little  pitchers  are  generally  bad 
enough,  but  when  there  is  large  intelligence  added  to  the  long 
ears  they're  the  devil." 

Before  the  doctor  left  he  said  to  Mrs.  Caldwell,  "We  must 
keep  our  patient  amused,  you  know." 

"  Oh,  doctor ! "  Beth  exclaimed,  clasping  her  hands  in  her 
earnestness,  "  do  you  think  if  Sophie  Keene  came  ? " 

The  doctor  burst  into  a  shout  of  laughter,  in  which  Caj)tain 
Caldwell  also  joined.  "Just  stay  here  yourself,  Beth,"  he  said 
when  he  had  recovered  himself.  "  For  amusement,  neither  So- 
phie Keene  nor  any  one  else  I  ever  knew  could  hold  a  candle  to 
you." 

"  What's  *  hold  a  candle  to  you  '  ? "  Beth  instantly  demanded. 

And  then  there  was  more  laughter,  in  which  even  Mrs.  Cald- 
well joined,  and  afterward,  when  the  doctor  had  gone,  she  actu- 
ally patted  Beth  on  the  back  and  stroked  her  hair,  which  was  the 
first  caress  Beth  ever  remembered  to  have  received  from  her 
mother. 

"  Now,  mamma,"  she  exclaimed  with  great  feeling  in  the  ful- 
ness of  her  surprise  and  delight — "  now  I  shall  forget  that  you 
ever  beat  me." 
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Her  mother  coloured  painfully. 

Her  father  muttered  something  about  a  noble  nature. 

"  And  that  was  the  child  you  never  wanted  at  all ! "  slipped, 
with  a  ring  of  triumph,  from  Mrs.  Caldwell  unawares — an  inter- 
esting example  of  the  complexity  of  human  feelings. 

Captain  Caldwell  soon  went  back  to  his  duty — all  too  soon  for 
his  strength.  The  dreadful  weather  continued.  Day  after  day 
he  returned,  soaking,  from  some  distant  station  to  the  damp  and 
discomfort  of  the  house  and  the  ill-cooked,  unappetizing  food, 
which  he  could  hardly  swallow.  And  to  all  this  was  added  great 
anxiety  about  the  future  of  his  family.  His  boys  were  doing 
well  at  school  by  this  time;  but  he  was  not  satisfied  with  the 
way  in  which  the  little  girls  were  being  brought  up.  There 
was  no  order  in  their  lives,  no  special  time  for  anything,  and 
he  knew  the  importance  of  early  discipline.  He  tried  to  dis- 
cuss the  subject  with  his  wife,  but  she  met  his  suggestions  irri- 
tably. 

"  There's  time  enough  for  that,"  she  said.  "  /  had  no  regular 
lessons  till  I  was  in  my  teens." 

**  But  what  answered  with  you  may  be  disastrous  to  these  chil- 
dren," he  ventured.  '*  They  are  all  unlike  you  in  disposition,  more 
especially  Beth." 

"You  spoil  that  child,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  protested.  "And  at 
any  rate  I  can  do  no  more.     I  am  run  off  my  feet." 

This  was  true,  and  Captain  Caldwell  let  the  subject  drop.  His 
patience  was  exemplary  in  those  days.  He  suffered  severely  both 
mentally  and  physically,  but  never  complained.  The  shadow 
was  upon  him,  and  he  knew  it,  but  he  met  his  fate  with  fortitude* 
Whatever  his  faults,  they  were  expiated  in  the  estimation  of  all 
who  saw  him  suffer  now. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  never  realized  how  ill  he  was,  but  still  she  was 
uneasy,  and  it  was  with  intense  relief  that  she  welcomed  a  case  of 
soups  and  other  nourishing  delicacies  calculated  to  tempt  the 
appetite,  which  arrived  for  him  one  day  from  one  of  his  sisters  in 
England. 

"  This  is  just  what  you  want,  Henry,"  she  said,  with  a  brighter 
look  in  her  face  than  he  had  seen  there  for  months.  "  I  shall 
soon  have  you  yourself  again  now." 

Captain  Caldwell's  spirits  also  went  up. 

In  the  evening  they  were  all  together  in  the  sitting-room. 
Mrs.  Caldwell  was  playing  little  songs  for  Mildred  to  sing,  Baby 
Bemadine  was  playing  with  her  bricks  upon  the  floor,  and  Beth, 
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as  usual,  was  hanging  about  her  father.  He  had  shaken  off  his 
despondency,  and  was  quite  lively  for  the  moment,  walking  up 
and  down  the  room,  and  making  merry  remarks  to  his  wife  in 
Italian,  at  which  she  laughed  a  good  deal. 

"  Come,  Beth,  fetch  Ingoldsby,  We  shall  just  come  to  my 
favourite,  and  finish  the  book  before  you  go  to  bed,"  he  said. 

Beth  brought  the  book,  and  then  climbed  up  on  his  knee  and 
settled  there  happily,  with  her  head  on  his  shoulder. 

"  As  I  laye  a-thynkynge,  the  golden  sun  was  sinking, 
O  merrie  sang  that  bird  as  it  glitter'd  on  her  breast, 
With  a  thousand  gorgeous  dyes, 
While  soaring  to  the  skies, 
Mid  the  stars  she  seemed  to  rise. 
As  to  her  nest ; 
As  I  laye  a-thynkynge,  her  meaning  was  exprest : — 
*  Follow,  follow  me  away. 
It  boots  not  to  delay ' — 
'Twas  so  she  seemed  to  saye, 
'  Heke  is  rest  I ' " 

After  he  liad  read  those  last  lines  there  was  a  moment's  silence, 
and  then  Beth  burst  into  a  tempest  of  tears. 

*' Oh,  papa,  papa!  No,  no,  no!"  she  sobbed.  **I  couldn't 
bear  it." 

•    "  What  18  the  matter  with  the  child  ? "   Mrs.   Caldwell   ex- 
claimed, starting  up. 

"  The  vision  and  the  faculty  divine,  I  think,"  her  father  an- 
swered.    "  Leave  her  to  me." 

Beth  was  awake  when  Anne  entered  the  nursery  next  morning 
to  call  the  children. 

"  Get  up,  and  be  good,"  Anne  said.     "  Your  pa's  ill." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  came  into  the  nursery  immediately  afterward, 
very  much  agitated.  She  kissed  Beth,  and  from  that  mom'ent  the 
child  was  calm  :  but  there  settled  upon  her  pathetic  little  face  a 
terrible  look  of  age  and  anxiety. 

When  she  was  dressed  she  ran  right  into  her  father's  room 
before  any  one  could  stop  her.  He  was  moaning :  "  Oh,  my  head, 
my  head !    Oh,  my  head,  my  head !  "  over  and  over  again. 

'*  You  mustn't  stay  here,  little  woman — not  to-day,"  the  doctor 
said.    "  It  will  make  your  father  worse  if  you  do." 

Beth  stole  from  the  room  and  returned  to  the  nursery.  There, 
however,  she  could  still  hear  her  father  moaning,  and  she  could 
not  bear  it,  so  she  took  her  prayer  book,  by  way  of  life-saving 
apparatus,  and  went  down  to  the  kitchen  to  "  see  "  what  the  serv- 
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ants  were  thinking — her  own  significant  expression.  They  were 
all  strangely  subdued. 

"  Sit  down,  Miss  Beth,"  Biddy  said  kindly.  "  Sit  down  in  the 
window  there  wid  yer  book  if  you  want  company.  It's  a  sore 
heart  you'll  be  having  or  I'm  much  mistaken." 

Beth  set  in  the  window  the  whole  morning,  reading  prayers  to 
herself  while  she  watched  and  waited.  The  doctor  sent  Riley 
down  from  the  sick-room  several  times  to  fetch  things,  and  each 
time  Beth  consulted  his  countenance  anxiously  for  news,  but 
asked  no  questions.  Biddy  tried  to  persuade  her  to  eat,  but  the 
child  could  not  touch  anything. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  Riley  came  down  in  a  hurry. 

"  Is  the  master  better,  Pat  ? "  Biddy  demanded. 

"  'Deed,  thin,  he  isn't,"  Riley  replied ;  **  and  the  doctor's  sending 
me  off  on  the  horse  as  hard  as  I  can  go  for  Dr.  Jamieson." 

**  Och,  thin,  if  the  doctor's  sending  you  for  Dr.  Jamieson  it's 
all  up.  He's  niver  sent  for  till  the  last.  The  Lord  himself  won't 
save  him  now." 

Beth  shuflBLed  over  the  leaves  of  her  prayer  book  hurriedly. 
She  had  been  crying  piteously  to  God  in  her  heart  for  hours  to 
save  her  father,  and  he  had  not  heard ;  now  she  remembered  that 
the  servants  said  if  you  read  the  Lord's  Prayer  backward  it  would 
raise  the  devil.  Beth  tried,  but  the  invocation  was  unavailing. 
Before  Riley  could  saddle  the  horse  a  message  was  sent  down  to 
stop  him ;  and  then  Anne  came  for  Beth  and  took  her  up  to  her 
father's  room.  The  dreadful  sounds  had  ceased  at  last,  and  there 
was  a  strange  silence  in  the  house.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  sitting 
beside  her  husband's  bed,  rocking  herself  a  little  as  if  in  pain,  but 
shedding  no  tears.  Mildred  was  standing  with  her  arm  round 
her  mother's  neck,  crying  bitterly,  while  Baby  Bemadine  gazed 
at  her  father  wonderingly. 

He  was  lying  on  his  side  with  his  arms  folded.  His  eyes  were 
shut,  and  there  was  a  lovely  look  of  relief  upon  his  face. 

'*I  sent  for  you,  children,"  their  mother  said,  "to  see  your 
father  just  as  he  died.    You  must  never  forget  him.'' 

Ellis  and  Rickards,  two  of  papa's  men,  were  in  the  room,  and 
Mrs.  Ellis  too,  and  the  doctor  and  Riley  and  Biddy  and  Anne ; 
and  there  was  a  footbath  with  steaming  hot  water  in  it  on  the 
floor,  some  mustard  on  the  table,  and  the  fire  burned  brightly. 
These  details  impressed  themselves  on  Beth's  mind  involuntarily, 
as  indeed  everything  else  connected  with  that  time.  It  seemed  to 
her  afterward  as  if  she  had  seen  everything  and  felt  nothing  for 
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the  moment — nothing  but  breathless  excitement  and  interest.   Her 
grief  was  entirely  suspended. 

Mrs.  Ellis  and  the  doctor  led  mamma  down  to  the  sitting- 
room  ;  they  didn't  seem  to  think  that  she  could  walk.  And  then 
Mrs.  Ellis  made  her  some  tea,  and  stood  there,  and  coaxed  her  to 
drink  it,  just  as  if  mamma  had  been  a  child.  Mrs.  Caldwell  sat 
on  the  big  couch  with  her  back  to  the  window,  and  Mildred  sat 
beside  her,  with  her  arm  round  her,  crying  all  the  time.  Bema- 
dine  cried,  too,  but  it  was  because  she  was  himgry,  and  no  one 
thought  of  giving  her  anything  to  eat  Beth  fetched  her  some 
bread  and  butter,  and  then  she  was  good.  People  began  to  arrive 
— Mr.  Macbean,  Captain  and  Mrs.  Keene,  the  Smalls,  the  curate — 
Father  Madden  even.  He  had  heard  the  news  out  in  the  country 
and  came  hurrying  back  to  pay  his  respects  and  offer  his  con- 
dolences to  Mrs.  Caldwell,  and  see  if  there  was  anything  he  could 
do.  He  hoped  it  was  not  taking  a  liberty  to  come ;  but  indeed  he 
came  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart  and  because  he  couldn't  help  it, 
for  he  had  known  him  well,  and  a  better  man  and  truer  gentle- 
man never  breathed.  The  widow  held  out  her  hand  to  the  priest, 
and  looked  up  at  him  gratefully. 

Beth  opened  the  door  for  Mrs.  Small,  who  exclaimed  at  once : 
"  Oh,  my  dear  child,  how  is  your  poor  mother  ?  Does  she  cry  at 
all  ?    I  do  hope  she  has  been  crying." 

"  No,"  Beth  answered ;  "  nobody  cries  but  Mildred." 

When  Mrs.  Small  went  in  Mrs.  Caldwell  spoke  to  her  quite 
collectedly.  "  He  was  taken  ill  at  eight  o'clock  this  morning  with 
a  dreadful  pain  in  his  head,"  she  told  her.  '*  He  had  suffered  fear- 
fully from  his  head  of  late.  I  sent  for  the  doctor  at  once.  But 
nothing  relieved  him.  From  ten  o'clock  he  got  worse  and  worse, 
and  at  four  he  was  gone.  He  always  wished  to  die  suddenly,  and 
be  spared  a  lingering  illness.  He  has  been  depressed  of  late,  but 
this  morning  early  he  woke  up  quite  brightly,  and  last  night  he 
was  wonderfully  better.  After  the  children  had  gone  to  bed  he 
read  aloud  to  me  as  he  used  to  do  in  the  old  days  ;  and  he  looked 
so  much  more  like  his  old  self  again  that  I  thought  a  happier  time 
was  coming.     And  so  it  was.     But  not  for  me." 

"  Poor  lady ! "  Mrs.  Small  whispered.  ''  It  has  been  a  fearful 
shock." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  showed  strength  of  character  in  the  midst  of 
the  overwhelming  calamity  which  had  fallen  upon  her  with  such 
awful  suddenness.  She  had  a  nice  sense  of  honour,  and  her  love 
was  great ;  and  by  the  help  of  these  she  was  enabled  to  carry  out 
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every  wish  of  her  dead  husband  with  regard  to  himself.  He  had 
a  fastidious  horror  of  being  handled  after  death  by  the  kind  of  old 
women  who  are  accustomed  to  lay  out  bodies,  and  therefore  Mrs. 
Caldwell  begged  Ellis  and  Rickards  to  perform  that  last  duty  for 
him  themselves. 

When  the  children  went  to  bed  she  took  them  to  kiss  their 
father.  The  stillness  of  the  chamber  struck  a  chill  through  Beth, 
but  she  thought  it  beautiful.  The  men  had  draped  it  in  white, 
and  decorated  it  with  evergreens,  there  being  no  flowers  in  season. 
Papa  was  smiling  and  looked  serenely  happy. 

**  Years  ago  he  was  like  that,"  mamma  said  softly,  as  if  she 
were  speaking  to  herself ;  "  but  latterly  there  has  been  a  look  of 
pain.  I  am  glad  to  see  him  so  once  more.  You  are  at  peace  now, 
dearest"  She  stroked  his  dark  hair,  and  as  she  did  so  her  hand 
showed  white  against  it. 

The  children  kissed  him,  and  then  Mrs.  Ellis  persuaded 
mamma  to  come  and  help  her  to  put  them  to  bed,  and  mamma 
taught  them  to  say :  "  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with  me  ; 
Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  they  comfort  me."  She  told  them  to 
remember  they  had  learned  it  on  the  day  their  father  died,  and 
asked  them  to  say  it  always  in  memory  of  him.  Beth  believed 
for  a  long  time  that  it  was  he  who  would  walk  with  her  through 
the  valley  of  the  shadow,  and  in  after-years  she  felt  sure  that 
her  mother  had  thought  so  too. 

Mrs.  Ellis  stayed  all  night  and  slept  with  the  children. 

When  their  mother  left  them  Beth  could  not  sleep.  She  had 
noticed  how  cold  her  father  was  when  she  kissed  him,  and  was 
distressed  to  think  he  had  only  a  sheet  to  cover  him.  The  longer 
she  thought  of  it  the  more  wretched  she  became,  especially  when 
she  contrasted  the  warmth  and  softness  of  her  own  little  bed  with 
the  hardness  and  coldness  of  the  one  they  had  made  up  for  him, 
and  at  last  she  could  bear  it  no  longer.  She  sat  up  in  bed  and 
listened.  She  could  hear  by  their  breathing  that  the  other  chil- 
dren were  asleep,  but  she  was  not  sure  about  Mrs.  Ellis.  Very 
stealthily,  therefore,  she  slipped  out  of  bed  and  pulled  oflp  the 
clothes.  She  could  only  just  clasp  them  in  both  arms,  but  the 
nursery  door  was  ajar,  and  she  managed  to  open  it  with  her  foot. 
It  creaked  noisily,  and  Beth  waited,  listening  in  suspense,  but 
nobody  moved,  so  she  slipped  out  into  the  passage.  It  was  quite 
dark  there,  and  the  floor  felt  very  cold  to  her  bare  feet.  She 
stumbled  down  the  passage,  tripping  over  the  bedclothes  as  she 
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went,  and  dreading  to  be  caught  and  stopped,  but  not  afraid  of 
anything  else.  The  door  was  open  when  she  reached  it,  and  there 
was  a  dim  light  in  the  room.  •  This  was  unexpected,  and  she 
paused  to  peep  in  before  she  entered.  Two  candles  were  burning 
on  a  table  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Their  flames  flickered  in  a 
draught,  and  cast  shadows  on  her  father's  face,  so  that  it  seemed 
as  if  he  moved  and  breathed  again.  Her  mother  was  kneeling 
beside  the  bed  with  her  face  hidden  on  her  husband's  breast,  her 
left  arm  round  him,  while  with  the  fingers  of  her  right  hand  she 
incessantly  toyed  with  his  hair.  "  Only  last  night,"  she  was  say- 
ing, "  only  last  night.  Oh,  I  can  not  believe  it  I  Perhaps  I  ought 
to  be  glad ;  there  will  be  no  more  pain  for  you.  Oh,  my  darling, 
I  would  have  given  my  life  to  save  you  a  moment's  pain — and  I 
could  do  so  little — so  little  I  Oh,  if  only  you  could  come  back  to 
tell  me  that  your  life  had  ever  been  the  better  for  me,  that  I  had 
not  spoiled  it  utterly,  that  I  brought  you  some  happiness  I "  She 
raised  her  head  and  looked  into  the  tranquil  face.  The  flickering 
shadows  flitted  across  it,  but  did  not  deceive  her.  She  must  ache 
on  always  for  an  answer  now — always,  forever.  With  a  convul- 
sive sob  she  crawled  up  closer  on  her  knees  and  laid  her  cheek 
beside  his,  but  no  tears  came.    She  had  not  wept  at  all  that  day. 

Beth  stood  for  a  long  time  in  the  doorway,  listening  to  her 
mother's  rambling  talk  and  watching  her  white  fingers  straying 
through  her  father's  hair.  She  hugged  the  bedclothes  close,  but 
she  had  forgotten  why  she  came.  She  felt  no  cold,  she  held  no 
thought,  her  whole  being  was  absorbed  in  the  scene  before  her. 

Presently,  however,  something  that  her  mother  said  aroused 
her.  •'  Cold,"  she  was  murmuring,  "  so  cold !  How  you  dreaded 
it,  too !  You  were  always  delicate  and  suffering,  yet  you  did  more 
than  the  strongest  men,  for  our  sakes.  You  never  spared  your- 
self. What  you  undertook  to  do  you  did,  like  an  honourable 
gentleman,  neglecting  nothing.  You  have  died  doing  your  duty, 
as  you  wished  to  die.  You  have  been  dying  all  these  months, 
and  I  never  suspected ;  I  did  not  know ;  dying ;  killed  by  expo- 
sure and  anxiety  and  bad  food.  You  came  home  hungry  and 
you  could  not  eat  what  I  had  to  give  you.  Cold,  and  I  could  not 
warm  you ;  oh,  the  cruel,  bitter  cold ! " 

Beth  slipped  up  to  her  noiselessly. 

**  Mamma ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  started. 

Beth  held  out  the  blankets—"  To  cover  him." 

Her  mother  caught  her  in  her  arms.    "Oh,  my  poor  l\llVi 
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child  I    My  poor  little  child ! "   she  cried,  and  then  at  last  she 
burst  into  tears. 

During  the  days  that  preceded  her  father's  funeral  Beth  did 
not  miss  him.  It  was  as  if  he  were  somewhere  else,  that  was  all ; 
away  in  the  mountains,  and  was  himself  thinking,  as  Beth  did 
continually,  about  the  still,  cold,  smiling  figure  that  reposed, 
serenely  indifferent  to  them  all,  in  his  room  upstairs. 

One  day  what  he  had  said  about  being  laid  out  by  old  women 
came  into  her  head,  and  she  wondered  what  he  would  have  looked 
like  when  they  laid  him  out  that  he  should  have  objected  so 
strongly  to  their  seeing  him.  She  was  near  the  death  chamber  at 
the  moment,  and  went  in.  No  one  was  there,  and  she  stood  a 
long  time  looking  at  the  figure  on  the  bed.  It  was  entirely  cov- 
ered, but  she  had  only  to  lift  the  sheet  and  learn  the  secret.  She 
turned  it  back  from  the  placid  face,  then  stopped,  and  whispered 
half  in  awe,  half  in  interrogation,  "  Papa  I "  As  she  pronounced 
the  word,  the  inhuman  impulse  passed  and  was  forgotten. 

Hours  later  Mrs.  Ellis  found  her  sitting  beside  hijn,  as  she  had 
so  often  done  during  his  illness,  on  that  same  chair  which  was  too 
high  for  her,  her  feet  dangling,  and  her  little  hands  folded  in  her 
lap,  gazing  at  him  with  a  face  as  placidly  set,  save  for  the  eyes,  as 
his  own. 

The  next  day  they  had  all  to  bid  him  the  long  farewell.  Mrs. 
Caldwell  stood  looking  down  upon  him,  not  wiping  the  great 
tears  that  welled  up  painfully  into  her  eyes,  lest  in  ..the  act  she 
should  blot  out  the  dear  image,  and  so  lose  sight  of  it  for  one  last 
precious  moment.  She  was  an  undemonstrative  woman,  but  the 
lingering  way  in  which  she  touched  him,  his  hair,  his  face,  his 
waxen  hands,  was  all  the  more  impressive  for  that  in  its  restrained 
tenderness. 

Suddenly  she  uncovered  his  feet.  They  were  white  as  marble 
and  beautifully  formed.  '*Ah,  I  feared  so!"  she  exclaimed. 
"  They  put  them  into  hot  water  that  day.  I  knew  it  was  too  hot, 
and  I  said  so.  He  seemed  insensible,  but  I  felt  him  wince — and 
see ! "  The  scar  of  a  scald  proved  that  she  had  been  right.  This 
last  act,  due  to  the  fear  that  he  had  been  made  to  suffer  an  unne- 
cessary pang,  struck  Beth  in  after-years  as  singularly  pathetic. 

It  was  not  until  after  the  funeral  that  Beth  herelf  realized  that 
she  had  lost  her  father.  When  they  returned,  the  house  had  been 
set  in  order  and  made  to  look  as  usual,  yet  something  was  miss- 
ing.   The  blinds  were  up,  the  sun  was  streaming  in,  the  Ingoldaby 
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Legends  lay  on  the  sofa  in  the  sitting-room.  When  Beth  saw  the 
book  her  eyes  dilated  with  a  pang.  It  lay  there,  just  as  he  had 
left  it,  but  he  was  in  the  ground.  He  would  never  come  back 
again. 

Suddenly  the  child  threw  herseK  on  the  floor  in  an  agony  of 
grief,  sobbing,  moaning,  writhing,  tearing  her  hair,  and  calling 
aloud,  "  Papa !  Papa !    Come  back !  Come  back  I  Come  back ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  in  her  fright  would  have  tried  her  old  remedy 
of  shaking  and  beating ;  but  Mrs.  Ellis  snatched  the  child  up  and 
carried  her  off  to  the  nursery,  where  she  kept  her  for  the  rest  of 
that  terrible  day,  rocking  her  on  her  knee  most  of  the  time,  and 
talking  to  her  about  her  father  in  heaven,  living  the  life  eternal, 
yet  watching  over  her  still,  and  waiting  for  her,  until  she  fired 
Beth's  imagination,  and  the  terrible  grave  was  forgotten. 

That  night,  however,  and  for  many  nights  to  come,  the  child 
started  up  out  of  her  sleep,  and  wept,  and  wailed,  and  tore  her 
hair,  and  had  again  to  be  nursed  and  comforted. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Just  like  the  mountains,  all  jumbled  up  together  when  you 
view  them  from  a  distance,  had  Beth's  impulses  and  emotions  al- 
ready begun  to  be  in  their  extracH'dinary  complexity  at  this  period, 
and  even  more  like  the  mountains  when  you  are  close  to  them, 
for  then,  losing  sight  of  the  whole,  you  become  aware  of  the 
details,  and  are  surprised  at  their  wonderful  diversity — at  the 
heights  and  hollows,  the  barren  wastes,  fertile  valleys,  gentle 
slopes,  and  giddy  precipices — heights  and  hollows  of  hope  and 
despair,  barren  wastes  of  misspent  time,  fertile  valleys  of  intellec- 
tual accomplishment,  gentle  slopes  of  aspiration  undefined,  and 
giddy  precipices  of  passionate  impulse  and  desperate  revolt. 
Genius  is  sympathetic  insight  made  perfect;  and  it  must  have 
this  diversity  if  it  is  ever  to  be  effectual — must  touch  on  every 
human  experience,  must  suffer,  and  must  also  enjoy.  Great,  there- 
fore, are  its  compensations.  It  feels  the  sorrows  of  all  mankind, 
and  is  elevated  by  them ;  but  the  pain  of  an  individual  bereave- 
ment is  rather  acute  than  prolonged.  Genius  is  spared  the  con- 
tinuous gnawing  ache  of  the  grief  which  stultifies.  Instead  of  an 
ever-present  wearing  sense  of  loss  that  would  have  dimmed  its 
power,  it  retains  only  those  hallowed  memories,  those  vivid  recol- 
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lections,  which  foster  the  joy  of  a  great  yearning  tenderness,  and 
all  its  pains  are  transmuted  into  something  subtle,  mysterious,  in- 
visible, neither  to  be  named  nor  ignored ;  a  fertilizing  essence 
which  is  the  source  of  its  own  heaven  and  may  also  contain  the 
salvation  of  earth.    So  genius  has  no  lasting  griefs. 

Beth  utterly  rejected  all  thought  of  her  father  in  his  grave, 
and  even  of  her  father  in  heaven.  When  her  first  wild  grief  sub- 
sided he  returned  to  her  to  be  with  her,  as  those  we  love  are  with 
us  always  in  their  absence,  enshrined  in  our  happy  consciousness. 
She  never  mentioned  him  in  these  days,  but  his  presence,  warm 
in  her  heart,  kept  her  little  being  in  a  glow,  and  it  was  only  when 
people  spoke  to  her  and  distracted  her  attention  from  the  thought 
of  him  that  she  felt  disconsolate.  While  she  could  walk  with  him 
in  dreams  she  cared  for  no  other  companionship. 

It  was  a  dreadful  position  for  poor  Mrs.  Caldwell,  left  a  widow 
— not  without  friends,  certainly,  for  the  people  were  kind,  but 
with  none  of  her  own  kith  and  kin — in  that  wild  district,  embar- 
rassed for  want  of  money,  and  broken  in  health.  But,  as  is  usual 
in  times  of  great  calamity,  many  things  happened,  showing  both 
the  best  and  the  worst  side  of  human  nature. 

After  Captain  Caldwell's  death,  old  Captain  Keene,  who  had 
once  held  the  appointment  himself,  and  was  indebted  to  Captain 
Caldwell  for  much  kindly  hospitality,  went  about  the  country- 
side telling  people  that  Captain  Caldwell  had  died  of  drink. 
Some  officious  person  immediately  brought  the  story  to  Mrs. 
Caldwell. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  had  the  house  on  her  hands,  but  the  officer  who 
was  sent  to  succeed  Captain  Caldwell  would  be  obliged  to  take  it, 
as  there  was  no  other.  He  arrived  one  day  with  a  very  fastidious 
wife,  who  did  not  like  the  house  at  all.  There  was  no  accommo- 
dation in  it,  no  china  cupboard— nothing  fit  for  a  lady.  She 
must  have  it  all  altered.  From  the  way  she  spoke,  it  seemed 
to  Beth  that  she  blamed  her  mother  for  everything  that  was 
wrong. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  said  very  little.  She  was  suffering  from  a  great 
swelling  at  the  back  of  her  neck— an  anthrax,  the  doctor  called  it, 
— and  was  not  fit  to  be  about  at  all,  but  her  indomitable  fortitude 
kept  her  up.  Mrs.  Ellis  had  staid  to  nurse  her  and  help  with 
the  children.  She  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  at  each  other  and 
smiled  when  the  new  officer's  wife  had  gone. 

"She's  a  very  fine  lady  indeed,  Mrs.  Ellis,"  Mrs.  Caldwell 
said,  sighing  wearily. 
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"  Yes,  ma'am,"  Mrs.  Ellis  answered.  "  But  people  who  have 
been  used  to  things  all  their  lives  think  less  about  them." 

Mrs.  Ellis  was  very  kind  to  the  children,  and  when  wet  days 
kept  Beth  indoors,  she  would  stay  with  her  and  study  her  with 
interest.  She  was  thin,  precise,  low-voiced,  quiet  in  her  move- 
ments, passionless,  loyal ;  and  every  time  she  took  a  mouthful  at 
table  she  wiped  her  mouth. 

The  doctor  came  every  day  to  dress  the  abscess  on  Mrs.  Cald- 
well's neck,  and  every  day  he  said  that  if  it  had  not  burst  of  itself 
he  should  have  been  obliged  to  make  a  deep  incision  in  it  in  the 
form  of  a  cross.  Mildred  and  Beth  were  always  present  on  these 
occasions,  fighting  to  be  allowed  to  hold  the  basin.  Mrs.  Ellis 
wanted  to  turn  them  out,  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  said :  "  Let  them 
stay,  poor  little  bodies ;  they  like  to  be  with  me." 

.  The  poor  lady,  ill  as  she  was,  had  neither  peace  nor  quiet. 
The  yard  was  full  of  great  stones  now,  and  stone  masons  ham- 
mered at  them  from  early  morning  till  late  at  night,  chipping 
them  into  shape  for  the  alterations  and  additions  to  be  made  to 
the  house ;  the  loft  was  full  of  carpenters  preparing  boards  for 
flooring ;  the  yard  gates  were  always  open,  and  people  came  and 
went  as  they  liked,  so  that  there  was  no  more  privacy  for  the 
family.  Mildred  staid  indoors  with  her  mother  a  good  deal, 
but  Beth,  followed  by  Bernadine,  who  had  become  her  shadow, 
was  continually  in  the  yard  among  the  men,  listening,  question- 
ing, and  observing.  To  Beth  at  this  time  the  grown-up  people  of 
her  race  were  creatures  with  a  natural  history  other  than  her 
own,  which  she  studied  with  great  intelligence  and  interest,  and 
sometimes  also  with  disgust ;  for,  although  she  was  so  much  more 
with  the  common  people,  as  she  had  been  taught  to  call  them, 
than  with  her  own  class,  she  did  not  adopt  their  standards,  and 
shrank  always  with  innate  refinement  from  everything  gross. 
No  one  thought  of  shooting  her  now.  She  had  not  only  lived 
down  her  unpopularity,  but,  by  dint  of  her  natural  fearlessness, 
her  cheerful  audacity  of  speech,  and  quick  comprehension,  had 
won  back  the  fickle  hearts  of  the  people,  who  weighed  her  words 
again  superstitiously,  and  made  much  of  her.  The  workmen, 
with  the  indolent,  inconsequent  Irish  temperament  which  makes 
it  irksome  to  follow  up  a  task  continuously,  and  easier  to  do  any- 
thing than  the  work  in  hand,  would  break  off  to  amuse  her  at  any 
time.  One  young  carpenter,  lean,  sallow,  and  sulky,  who  was 
working  for  her  mother,  interested  her  greatly.  He  was  making 
packing  cases,  and  the  first  one  was  all  wrong,  and  had  to  be 
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pulled  to  pieces  ;  and  the  way  he  swore  as  he  demolished  it,  rip- 
ping out  oaths  as  he  ripped  up  the  boards,  impressed  Beth  as  sin- 
gularly silly. 

There  was  another  carpenter  at  work  in  the  loft,  a  little  wizened 
old  man.  He  always  brought  a  peculiar  kind  of  yellow  bread 
and  shared  it  with  the  children,  who  loved  it  and  took  as  much  as 
they  wanted  without  scruple,  so  that  the  poor  old  man  must  have 
had  short  commons  himself  sometimes.  He  could  draw  all  kinds 
of  things — ^fish  with  scales,  ships  in  full  sail,  horses,  coaches,  peo- 
ple ;  and  Beth  often  made  him  get  out  his  big  broad  pencil  and  do 
designs  for  her  on  the  new  white  boards.  When  he  was  within 
earshot  the  people  in  the  yard  were  particular  about  what  they 
said  before  the  children ;  if  they  forgot  themselves  he  called  them 
to  order  and  silenced  them  instantly,  which  surprised  Beth,  be- 
cause he  was  the  smallest  man  there.  There  was  one  man,  how- 
ever,  whom  the  old  carpenter  could  never  suppress.  Beth  did  not 
know  how  this  man  got  his  living.  He  came  from  the  village  to 
gossip,  wore  a  tweed  suit,  not  like  a  workman's,  nor  was  it  the 
national  Irish  dress.  He  had  a  red  nose  and  a  wooden  leg,  and, 
after  she  knew  him,  for  a  long  time,  she  always  expected  a  man 
with  a  wooden  leg  to  have  a  red  nose ;  but  somehow  she  never 
expected  a  man  with  a  red  nose  to  have  a  wooden  leg.  This  man 
was  always  cheery  and  very  voluble.  He  used  the  worst  lan- 
guage possible  in  the  pleasantest  way,  and  his  impervious  good 
humour  was  proof  against  all  remonstrance.  What  he  said  was 
either  blasphemous  or  obscene  as  a  rule,  but  in  effect  it  was  not  at 
all  like  the  same  thing  from  the  other  men,  because  with  them  such 
language  was  the  expression  of  anger  and  evil  moods,  while  with 
him  it  was  the  vehicle  of  thought  from  a  mind  habitually  serene. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  was  being  hurried  out  of  the  house  with  inde- 
cent haste,  considering  the  state  of  her  health  and  all  the  arrange- 
ments she  had  to  make,  but  she  bore  up  bravely.  She  was  touched 
one  day  by  an  offer  of  help  from  Beth,  and  begged  her  to  take 
charge  of  Bernadine  and  be  a  little  mother  to  her.  Beth  promised 
to  do  her  best.  Accordingly,  when  Bernadine  was  naughty,  Beth 
beat  her  in  dutiful  imitation.  Bernadine,  however,  invariably 
struck  back.  When  other  interests  palled,  Beth  would  encourage 
Bernadine  to  risk  her  neck  by  persuading  her  to  jump  down  after 
her  from  high  places.  She  was  nearly  as  good  a  jumper  as  Beth, 
the  great  difference  being  that  Beth  always  lit  on  her  feet,  while 
Bernadine  was  apt  to  come  down  on  her  head ;  but  it  was  this 
peculiarity  that  made  her  attempts  so  interesting. 
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The  yard  very  soon  became  a  sociable  centre  for  the  whole  idle 
place.  Any  one  who  chose  came  into  it  in  a  friendly  way  and 
lounged  about,  gossiping  and  inspecting  the  works  in  progress. 
Women  brought  their  babies  and  sat  about  on  the  stones  nursing 
them  and  talking  to  the  men — a  proceeding  which  filled  Beth 
with  disgust,  she  thought  it  so  peculiarly  indelicate. 

Beth  stood  with  her  mother  at  the  sitting-room  window  one 
day  to  see  the  last  of  poor  Artless,  who  was  led  away  on  a  halter 
by  a  strange  man,  his  glossy  chestnut  coat  showing  dappled  in  the 
sunshine,  but  his  wild  spirits  much  subdued:  for  want  of  corn. 
The  first  time  they  had  seen  him  was  on  the  day  of  their  arrival, 
when  Captain  Caldwell  had  ridden  out  on  him  to  meet  them. 
Mrs.  Caldwell  burst  into  tears  at  the  recollection. 

'*  He  was  the  first  evidence  of  promotion  and  prosperity,"  she 
said.  "But  the  promotion  has  been  to  a  higher  sphere,  and  I 
much  fear  that  the  prosperity,  like  Artless  himself,  has  departed 
forever ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  had  decided  to  return  to  her  own  people  in  Eng- 
land, and  a  few  days  later  they  started.  She  took  the  children  to 
see  their  father's  grave  the  last  thing  before  they  left  Castletown- 
rock,  and  stood  beside  it  for  a  long  time  in  silence,  her  gloveless 
hand  resting  caressingly  on  the  cold  tombstone,  her  eyes  full  of 
tears,  and  a  pained  expression  in  her  face.  It  was  the  real  mo- 
ment of  separation  for  her.  She  had  to  tear  herself  away  from 
her  beloved  dead,  to  leave  him  lonely  and  to  go  out  alone  herself, 
unprotected,  unloved,  uncomforted,  into  the  cold  world,  with  her 
helpless  children.  Poverty  was  in  store  for  her,  that  she  knew ; 
and  doubtless  she  foresaw  many  another  trouble,  and,  could  she 
have  chosen,  would  gladly  have  taken  her  place  there  beside  the 
one  who,  with  all  his  faults,  had  been  her  best  friend  on  earth. 

Her  cold,  formal  religion  was  no  comfort  to  her  in  moments 
like  these.  She  was  a  pagan  at  heart,  and  where  she  had  laid  her 
dead,  there  to  her  mind  he  would  rest  forever,  far  from  her.  The 
lonely  grave  on  the  wild  west  coast  was  the  shrine  toward  which 
her  poor  heart  would  yearn  thereafter  at  all  times,  always.  She 
had  erected  a  handsome  tombstone  on  the  hallowed  spot,  and  was 
going  away  in  her  shabby  clothes,  the  more  at  ease  for  the  self- 
denial  she  had  had  to  exercise  in  order  to  beautify  it.  The  radical 
difference  between  herself  and  Beth,  which  was  to  keep  them 
apart  forever,  was  never  more  apparent  than  at  this  moment  of 
farewell.  The  other  children  cried,  but  Beth  remained  an  un- 
moved spectator  of  her  mother's  emotion.    She  hated  the  delay 
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in  that  painful  place,  and  what  was  the  use  of  it  when  her  father 
would  be  with  them  just  the  same  when^they  ^ot  into  the  yellow 
coach  which  was  waiting  at  the  gate  to  take  them  away.  Beth's 
beloved  was  a  spirit,  near  at  hand  always ;  her  mother's  was  a 
corpse  in  a  coflBn,  buried  in  the  ground. 

A  little  way  out  of  Castletownrock  the  coach  was  stopped  and 
Honor  and  Kathleen  Mayne,  from  the  inn,  came  up  to  the  window. 

"  We  walked  out  to  be  the  last  to  say  good-bye  to  you,  Mrs. 
Caldwell,  and  to  wish  you  good  look,"  Kathleen  said.  *'  We  were 
among  the  first  to  welcome  you  when  you  came.  And  we've 
brought  a  piece  of  music  for  Miss  Mildred,  if  she  will  accept  it, 
for  a  keepsake."  Mrs.  Caldwell  shook  hands  with  them,  but  she 
could  not  speak,  and  the  coach  drove  on.  The  days  when  she  had 
thought  the  two  Miss  Maynes  presumptuous  for  young  women  in 
their  position  seemed  a  long  way  off  to  her  as  she  sat  there  sob- 
bing, but  grateful  for  this  last  act  of  kindly  feeling. 

Beth  had  been  eager  to  be  off  in  the  yellow  coach,  but  they  had 
not  long  started  before  she  began  to  suffer.  The  moving  pano- 
rama of  desolate  landscape,  rocky  coast,  rough  sea,  moor  and 
mountain,  with  the  motion  of  the  coach  and  the  smell  of  stale 
tobacco  and  beer  in  inn  parlours,  where  they  waited  to  change 
horses,  nauseated  her  to  faintness.  Her  sensitive  nervous  system 
received  too  many  vivid  impressions  at  once ;  the  intense  melan- 
choly of  the  scenes  they  passed  through,  the  wretched  hovels,  the 
half-clad  people,  the  lean  cattle,  and  all  the  evidences  of  abject 
poverty,  a,mid  dreadful  bogs  under  a  gloomy  sky,  got  hold  of  her 
and  weighed  upon  her  spirits  until  at  last  she  shrunk  into  her 
corner,  pale  and  still,  and  sat  with  her  eyes  closed  and  great  tears 
running  slowly  down  her  cheeks.  These  were  her  last  impres- 
sions of  Ireland,  and  they  afterward  coloured  all  her  recollections 
of  the  country  and  the  people. 

But  the  travellers  came  to  a  railway  station  at  last,  and  left 
the  coach.  ^There  was  a  long  crowded  train  just  about  to  start, 
and  Mrs.  Caldwell,  dragging  Beth  after  her  by  the  hand  because 
she  knew  she  would  stand  still  and  stare  about  her  the  moment 
she  let  her  go,  hurried  from  carriage  to  carriage  trying  to  find 
seats. 

**I  saw  some,"  Beth  cried.     ''  You've  passed  them." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  turned,  and  some  distance  back  found  a  car- 
riage with  only  two  people  in  it— a  gentleman  whom  Beth  did  not 
notice  particularly,  and  a  lady,  doubtless  a  bride,  dressed  in  light 
garments  and  a  white  bonnet  very  high  in  front,  the  space  be- 
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tween  the  forehead  and  the  top  being  filled  with  roses.  She  sat 
upright  in  the  middle  of  the  compartment,  and  looked  supercil- 
iously at  the  weary,  worried  widow  and  her  helpless  children  in 
their  shabby  black  when  they  stopped  at  the  carriage  door.  It 
was  her  cold  indifference  that  impressed  Beth.  She  could  not 
understand  why,  seeing  how  worn  they  all  were  and  the  fix  they  , 
were  in,  she  did  not  jump  up  instantly  and  open  the  door,  over- 
joyed to  be  able  to  help  them.  There  were  just  four  seats  in  the 
carriage,  but  she  never  moved.  Beth  had  looked  up  confidently 
into  her  f ac0,  expecting  sympathy  and  help,  but  was  repelled  by 
a  disdainful  glance.  It  was  Beth's  first  experience  of  the  wealthy 
world  that  does  not  care,  and  she  never  forgot  it. 

"  That  carriage  is  engaged,"  her  mother  exclaimed,  and  dragged 
her  impatiently  away. 

In  the  hotel  in  Dublin,  where  they  slept  a  night,  they  occu- 
pied a  long,  narrow  sitting-room,  with  one  large  window  at  the 
end  hung  with  handsome  heavy,  dark  green  curtains,  quite  new. 
The  valance  at  the  top  ended  in  a  deep  fringe  of  thick  cords,  and 
at  the  end  of  each  cord  there  was  a  bright  ornamental  thing  made 
of  wood  covered  with  silks  of  various  colours.  Beth  had  never 
seen  anything  so  lovely,  and  on  the  instant  she  determined  to 
have  one.  They  were  high  out  of  her  reach ;  but  that  was  nothing 
if  only  she  could  get  a  table  and  chair  under  them,  and  the  coast 
clear.  Fortune  favoured  her  during  the  evening  and  she  man- 
aged to  secure  one,  and  carried  it  off  in  triumph ;  and  so  great 
was  her  joy  in  the  colour  that  she  took  it  out  of  her  pocket  when- 
ever she  had  a  chance  next  day  and  gazed  at  it  enraptured.  On 
their  way  to  the  boat  Mildred  caught  her  looking  at  it,  and  asked 
her  where  she  got  it. 

Beth  explained  exactly. 

"  But  it's  stealing  ! "  Mildred  explained. 

"  Is  it  ?  "  said  Beth  in  a  pleased  surprise.  She  had  never  stolen 
anything  before,  and  it  was  a  new  sensation. 

"  But  don't  you  know  stealing  is  very  wicked  ? "  Mildred  asked 
impressively.  Beth  looked  disconcerted.  "  I  never  thought  of 
that     I'll  put  it  back." 

"  How  can  you  ?  You'll  never  be  there  again,"  Mildred  re- 
joined.    "  YouVe  done  it  now.    You've  committed  a  sin." 

Beth  slipped  the  bright  thing  into  her  pocket.  "  I'll  repent," 
she  said,  and  seemed  satisfied. 

It  was  a  lovely  day,  and  the  passage  from  Kingstown  to  Holy- 
head was  so  smooth  that  everybody  lounged  about  the  deck  and 


94:  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

no  one  was  ill.  Beth  was  very  much  interested,  first  in  the  re- 
ceding shore,  then  in  the  people  about  her.  There  was  one  group 
in  particular,  evidently  of  affluent  people,  dressed  in  a  way  that 
made  her  feel  ashamed  of  her  own  clothes  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life.  But  what  particularly  attracted  her  attention  were  some 
bunches  of  green  and  purple  grapes  which  the  papa  of  the  party 
took  out  of  a  basket  and  began  to  divide.  Beth  had  never  seen 
grapes  before  except  in  pictures,  and  thought  they  looked  lovely. 
The  old  gentleman  gave  the  grapes  to  his  family,  but  in  handing 
them,  one  little  bunch  fell  on  the  deck.  He  picked  tt  up,  looked 
at  it,  blew  some  dust  off  it,  then  decided  that  it  was  not  good 
enough  for  his  own  children,  and  handed  it  to  Bemadine,  who 
was  gazing  greedily. 

Beth  dashed  forward,  snatched  it  out  of  her  hand,  and  threw 
it  into  the  sea. 

"  We  are  not  beggars,"  she  cried. 

"  Well  done,  little  one,"  a  gentleman  who  was  sitting  near  ex- 
claimed. **  Won't  pick  up  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  the  rich 
man's  table,  eh  ?  That's  a  very  proper  spirit  And  who  may  you 
be  ? " 

"  My  father  was  a  gentleman,"  Beth  answered  hotly. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Uncle  James  Patten  sent  a  landau  to  meet  his  sister  and  lier 
family  at  the  station  on  their  arrival  from  Ireland.  Mildred  was 
the  first  to  jump  in.  She  took  the  best  seat,  and  sat  up  stiff  and 
straight. 

"  I  do  love  carriages  and  horses,  mamma  I "  she  said  as  they 
drove  through  Rainharbour,  the  little  north-country  seaside 
place  which  was  henceforth  to  be  their  home.  "  I  wonder  which 
is  to  be  our  house.  There  are  several  empty.  Do  you  think  it 
is  that  one  ? "  She  had  singled  out  one  of  the  largest  in  the 
place. 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  rather  bitterly,  **  more  likely  this," 
and  she  indicated  a  tiny  two-storied  tenement,  wedged  in  between 
tall  houses,  and  looking  as  if  it  had  either  got  itself  there  by  mis- 
take or  had  been  put  in  in  a  hurry  just  to  fill  up. 

*'  That  is  the  one,"  Beth  said. 

"  How  do  you  know  ? "  Mildred  snapped. 
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"  Because  we're  going  to  live  in  Orchard  Street  opposite  the 
orchard ;  and  this  is  Orchard  Street,  and  there's  the  orchard,  and 
that's  the  only  house  empty.*' 

"  I'm  afraid  the  child  is  right,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  said  with  a  sigh. 
*'  However,"  she  a^jded,  pulling  herself  up,  **  it  is  exceedingly 
kind  of  Uncle  James  to  give  us  a  house  at  all." 

"  He  might  have  given  us  something  nicer,"  Mildred  remarked 
disdainfully. 

"  Oh,"  Beth  exclaimed,  "  he's  given  us  the  best  he  has,  I  ex- 
pect. And  it's  a  dear  little  place,  with  a  little  bow  window  on 
either  side  of  a  little  front  door— just  like  the  one  where  Snow- 
drop found  the  empty  beds  when  the  bears  were  out." 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense,  Beth,"  Mildred  cried  crossly. 

But  Beth  hardly  heard.  She  was  busy  peopling  the  quaint 
little  town  with  the  friends  of  her  fancy,  and  sat,  smiling  serene- 
ly, as  she  looked  about  her. 

They  had  to  drive  right  through  Eainharbour,  and  about  a  mile 
out  into  the  country  on  the  other  side,  to  arrive  at  Fairholm,  Uncle 
James  Patten's  place.  The  sun  had  set,  and  the  quaintly  irregu- 
lar red  brick  houses,  mellowed  by  age,  shone  warm  in  tint  against 
the  gathering  gray  of  the  sky,  which  lay  like  a  level  roof  above 
them.  At  one  part  of  the  road  the  sea  came  in  sight.  Great 
dark,  mountainous  masses  of  cloud,  with  flame-coloured  fringes, 
hung  suspended  over  its  shining  surface,  in  which  they  were  re- 
flected with  what  was  to  Beth  terrible  effect.  She  sat  and  shiv- 
ered with  awe  so  long  as  the  lurid  scene  was  in  sight,  and  was 
greatly  relieved  when  the  carriage  turned  into  a  country  lane, 
and  sea  and  sombre  sky  were  blotted  out. 

It  was  early  spring.  Buds  were  bursting  in  the  hedgerows, 
birds  were  building,  songsters  sang  among  the  branches,  and  the 
air  was  sweet  and  mild.  Fairholm  lay  all  among  fertile  fields, 
well  wooded  and  watered.  It  was  a  typical  English  home,  with 
surroundings  as  unlike  the  great  bare,  bald  mountains  and  wild 
Atlantic  seas  Beth  had  hitherto  shuddered  among  as  peace  is 
unlike  war.  Certain  natures  are  stimulated  by  the  grandeur  of 
such  scenes,  but  Beth  was  too  delicate  an  instrument  to  be  played 
upon  so  roughly.  Storms  within  reflected  the  storms  without 
only  too  readily.  She  was  tempest-tossed  by  temperament,  and 
in  nature  all  her  yearning  was  for  repose ;  so  that  now,  as  they 
drove  up  the  well-ordered  avenue  to  the  house,  the  tender  tone  of 
colour,  green  against  quiet  gray,  and  the  easy  air  of  affluence,  so 
soothing  after  the  sorrowful  signs  of  a  hard  struggle  for  life  by 
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which  her  feelings  had  hitherto  been  harrowed,  drew  from  her  a 
deep  sigh  of  satisfaction. 

The  hall  door  stood  open,  but  no  one  was  looking  out  for  them. 
They  could  hear  the  tinkle  of  a  piano  in  the  distance.  Then  a 
servant  appeared,  followed  by  a  stout  lady,  -v^ho  came  forward  to 
greet  them  in  a  hurried,  nervous  way. 

*'  I'm  glad  to  see  you,"  she  said,  kissing  Mrs.  Caldwell.  She 
spoke  in  a  breathless  undertone,  as  if  she  were  saying  something 
wrong  and  was  afraid  of  being  caught  and  stopped  before  she 
had  finished  the  sentence.  "  I  should  like  to  have  gone  to  meet 
you,  but  James  said  there  were  too  many  for  the  carriage  as  it 
was.  He  says  more  than  two  in  the  carriage  makes  it  look  like 
an  excursion  party.  But  I  was  listening  for  you,  only  I  don't 
hear  very  well,  you  know.  You  remember  me,  Mildred  ?  This 
is  Beth,  I  suppose,  and  this  is  Bernadine.  You  don't  know  who 
I  am  ?  I  am  your  Aunt  Grace  Mary.  James  begs  you  to  excuse 
him  for  a  little,  Caroline.  It  is  his  half  hour  for  exercises.  So 
unfortunate  I  If  you  had  only  come  a  little  later  !  But,  however, 
the  sooner  the  better  for  me.  Come  into  the  dining-room  and  see 
Aunt  Victoria.  We  must  stay  there  until  Uncle  James  has  fin- 
ished practising  his  exercises  in  the  drawing-room." 

Great  Aunt  Victoria  Bench  was  sitting  bolt  upright  on  a  high 
chair  in  the  dining-room,  tatting.  Family  portraits,  hung  far  too 
high  all  round  the  room,  seemed  to  have  been  watching  her  com- 
placently until  the  travellers  entered,  when  they  all  turned  in- 
stantly and  looked  hard  at  Beth. 

Aunt  Victoria  was  a  tall,  thin  old  lady,  with  a  beautiful  deli- 
cate complexion,  an  auburn  front  and  white  cap,  and  a  severely 
simple  black  dress.  She  rose  stiffly  to  receive  Mrs.  Caldwell,  and 
kissed  her  on  both  cheeks  with  restrained  emotion.  Then  she 
shook  hands  with  each  of  the  children. 

"  I  hope  you  had  a  pleasant  journey,"  she  was  beginning  for- 
mally, when  Mrs.  Caldwell  suddenly  burst  into  tears.  **Wliat  is 
the  matter,  Caroline  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked. 

'•  Oh,  nothing,"  the  poor  lady  answered  in  a  broken  voice. 
"  Only  it  does  seem  a  sad  home- returning — alone — without  him^ 
you  know." 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  furtively  patted  Mrs.  Caldwell  on  the  back, 
keeping  an  eye  on  Aunt  Victoria  the  while,  however,  as  if  she 
were  afraid  of  being  caught. 

All  this  time  the  tinkle-tinkle-tinkle  of  Hamilton's  Exercises 
for  Beginners  on  the  piano  had  been  going  on ;  now  it  stopped. 
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Aunt  Grace  Mary  slipped  into  a  chair,  and  sat,  a  smile  on  her  face  ; 
Aunt  Victoria  became  a  trifle  more  rigid  over  her  tatting ;  and 
Mrs.  Caldwell  hurriedly  wiped  her  eyes.  Then  the  door  opened 
deliberately,  and  there  entered  a  great  stout  man.  with  red  hair 
sprinkled  with  gray,  large,  prominent,  light-coloured  eyes,  a  non- 
descript nose,  a  wide,  shapeless  gash  of  a  mouth,  and  a  red  mus- 
tache with  straight  bristly  hairs,  dependent,  like  the  bristles  of  a 
broom. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Caroline  ?  "  ho  said,  holding  out  his  big,  fat, 
white  hand  and  kissing  her  coldly  on  the  forehead.  Ho  drawled 
his  words  out  with  a  decided  lisp  and  in  a  very  soft  voice,  which 
contrasted  oddly  with  his  huge  bulk.  Having  greeted  his  sister, 
he  turned  and  looked  at  the  children.  Mildred  went  up  and 
shook  hands  with  him. 

'*  Your  sisters,  I  perceive,  have  no  manners,"  he  observed. 

Beth  had  been  beaming  round  blandly  on  the  group,  but  upon 
tliat  last  remark  of  Uncle  Jameses  the  pleased  smile  faded  from 
her  face  and  she  coloured  painfully  and  offered  him  a  small  re- 
luctant hand. 

"  You  are  Elizabeth,  I  suppose,"  he  said. 

*'  I  am  Beth,"  she  answered  emphatically. 

She  and  Uncle  James  looked  into  each  other's  eyes  for  an 
instant,  and  in  that  instant  she  made  a  most  disagreeable  impres- 
sion of  fearlessness  on  the  big  man's  brain. 

"  I  hope,  Caroline,"  ho  said  precisely,  **  that  you  will  not 
continue  to  call  your  daughter  by  such  an  absurd  abbreviation. 
That  sort  of  thing  was  all  very  well  in  the  wilds  of  Ireland ; 
but  here  we  must  have  something  rational,  ladylike,  and  recog- 
nised." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  distressed.  "It  would  bo  so  difficult 
to  call  her  Elizabeth,"  she  pleaded.  "She  is  not  at  all— Eliza- 
beth." 

"  You  may  call  me  wliat  you  like,  mamma,"  Beth  put  in  with 
decision,  "but  I  shall  only  answer  to  Beth.  That  was  the  name 
my  father  gave  me,  and  I  shall  stick  to  it." 

Uncle  James  stared  at  her  in  amazement,  but  Beth,  unabashed, 
stared  back  obstinately ;  and  so  they  continued  staring  until  Aunt 
Grace  Mary  made  a  diversion. 

"  James,"  she  hurriedly  interposed,  "  wouldn't  they  like  some 
refreshment  ? " 

Uncle  James  pulled  the  bell  rope.  "  Bring  wine  and  cake,"  he 
lisped,  when  the  servant  answered. 
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Then  he  returned  to  his  seat,  crossed  one  great  leg  over  the 
other,  folded  his  fat  hands  on  his  knee,  and  inspected  his 
sister. 

"  You  certainly  do  not  grow  younger,  Caroline,"  he  observed. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  did  not  look  cheered  by  the  remark,  and  there 
was  a  painful  pause,  broken,  happily,  by  the  arrival  of  the  cake 
and  wine. 

**  You  will  not  take  more  than  half  a  glass,  I  suppose,  Caro- 
line, at  this  time  of  the  day,"  Uncle  James  said  playfully,  as  he 
took  up  the  decanter;  *'and  marsala,  not  port.  I  know  what 
ladies  are." 

Poor  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  exhausted,  and  would  have  been  the 
better  for  a  good  glass  of  port ;  but  she  meekly  held  her  peace. 

Then  Uncle  James  cut  the  cake  and  gave  each  of  the  children 
a  very  small  slice.  Beth  held  hers  suspended  halfway  to  her 
mouth,  and  gazed  at  her  uncle. 

"What  ts  that  child  staring  at?"  he  asked  her  mother  at 
last. 

*'  I  think  she  is  admiring  you,"  was  Mrs.  Caldwell's  happy 
rejoinder. 

*'No,  mamma,  I  am  not,"  Beth  contradicted.  "I  was  just 
thinking  I  had  never  seen  anything  so  big  in  my  life." 

"  Anything  I "  Uncle  James  protested.     "  What  does  she  mean, 
Caroline  ? " 

"  I  don't  mean  this  slice  of  cake,"  Beth  chuckled. 

"  Come,  dear,  come,  dear,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  hurriedly  inter- 
posed. "  Come  upstairs  and  see — and  see — the  pretty  room  you're 
to  have.    Come  and  take  your  things  off  like  a  good  child." 

Beth  rose  obediently,  but  before  she  followed  her  aunt  out  of 
the  room  she  said :  *'  Here,  Bemadine,  you'd  better  have  my  slice. 
You'll  howl  if  you  don't  get  enough.  Cakes  are  scarce  and  dear 
here,  I  suppose." 

Aunt  Victoria  had  tatted  diligently  during  this  little  scene. 
Now  she  looked  up  over  her  spectacles  and  inspected  Uncle 
James. 

**  I  like  that  child,"  she  said,  decidedly. 

*'  In  which  respect  I  should  think  you  would  probably  find 
yourself  in  a  very  small  minority,"  Uncle  James  lisped,  spreading 
his  mouth  into  what  would  have  been  a  smile  in  any  other  coun- 
tenance, but  was  merely  an  elongation  of  the  lips  in  his. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  rocked  herself  forlornly.  Mildred  nestled  close 
to  her  mother,  while  Baby  Bernadine,  with  a  slice  of  cake  in  each 
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hand,  took  a  mouthful  first  from  the  right  and  then  from  the  left 
impartially. 

Uncle  James  gazed  at  her.  **  I  suppose  that  is  an  Irish  cus- 
tom," he  said  at  length. 

"  Bernadine,  what  are  you  doing  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  snapped, 
and  Bernadine,  startled,  let  both  slices  fall  on  the  floor  and  set  up 
a  howl  with  her  mouth  full. 

**Ah!"  Uncle  James  murmured  tenderly.  "Little  children 
are  such  darling  things !  They  make  the  sense  of  their  presence 
felt  the  moment  they  enter  a  house.  It  becomes  visible  also  in 
the  crumbs  on  the  floor.  There  is  evidently  nothing  the  matter 
with  her  lungs.  But  I  should  have  thought  it  would  be  danger- 
ous to  practise  her  voice  like  that  with  the  mouth  full.  Perhaps 
she  would  be  more  at  her  ease  upstairs."  Mrs.  Caldwell  took  the 
hint. 

When  she  had  gone.  Uncle  James  rang  for  a  servant  to  sweep 
up  the  cake  and  crumbs,  and  carefully  stood  over  her,  superin- 
tending. 

"That  will  do,"  he  said  at  length,  "so  far  as  the  cake  and 
crumbs  are  concerned,  but  I  beg  you  to  observe  that  you  have 
brushed  the  pile  of  the  carpet  the  wrong  way." 

Meanwhile  Aunt  Grace  Mary  had  taken  Beth  up  a  polished 
staircase,  through  a  softly  carpeted,  airy  corridor,  at  the  end  of 
which  was  a  large  room  with  two  great  mahogany  four-post  beds, 
hung  with  brown  damask,  the  rest  of  the  heavy  old-fashioned 
furniture  being  to  match.  All  over  the  house  there  was  a  de- 
licious odour  of  fresh  air  and  lavender,  everything  shone  re- 
splendent, and  all  was  orderly  to  the  point  of  stiffness ;  nothing 
looked  as  if  it  had  ever  been  used. 

"  This  was  your  mamma's  room  when  she  was  a  girl,"  Aunt 
Grace  Mary  confided  to  Beth.  "  She  used  to  fill  the  house  with 
her  girl  friends,  and  that  was  why  she  had  such  big  beds.  She 
used  to  be  a  very  high-spirited  girl,  your  dear  mamma  was.  You 
are  all  to  sleep  here." 

"  How  good  it  smells ! "  said  Beth. 

"  Ah,  that's  the  lavender.  I  often  burn  lavender.  "Would  you 
like  to  see  me  burn  some  lavender  ?  Come  to  my  room,  then,  and 
I'll  show  you.     But  take  your  things  off  first." 

Beth  dragged  off  her  hat  and  jacket,  and  threw  them  aside. 
They  happened  to  fall  on  the  floor. 

"  My  dear  child,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  exclaimed,  "  look  at  your 
things!" 
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Beth  looked  at  them,  but  nothing  occurred  to  her ;  so  she 
looked  at  her  aunt  inqumngly. 

*'  I  always  put  mine  away — at  least  I  should,  you  know,  if  I 
hadn^t  a  maid,"  said  Aunt  Grace  Mary. 

**0h,  let  your  maid  put  mine  away  too,"  Beth  answered 
casually. 

'*  But,  my  dear  child,  you  must  learn,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  in- 
sisted, picking  up  Beth's  things  and  putting  them  in  a  dra,wer  as 
she  spoke.     "  Who  puts  your  things  away  at  home  ? " 

"Mamma,"  Beth  answered  laconically.  "She  says  it's  less 
trouble  to  do  things  herself." 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  save  your  mother  the  trouble,  dear,"  said 
Aunt  Grace  Mary  in  a  shocked  tone. 

"Well,  I  will  next  time — if  I  remember,"  Beth  rejoined. 
"  Come  and  burn  lavender." 

For  the  next  few  days,  which  happened  to  be  very  fine,  Beth 
revelled  out  of  doors.  Everything  was  a  wonder  and  a  joy  to  her 
in  this  fertile  land,  the  trees  especially  after  the  bleak  wild  wastes 
to  which  she  had  been  accustomed  in  the  one  stormy  comer  of 
Ireland  she  knew.  Leaves  and  blossoms  were  just  bursting  out, 
and  one  day,  wandering  alone  in  the  grounds,  she  happened  un- 
awares upon  an  orchard  in  full  bloom,  and  fairly  gasped,  utterly 
overcome  by  the  first  shock  of  its  beauty.  For  a  while  she  stood 
and  gazed  in  silent  awe  at  the  white  froth  of  flowers  on  the  pear 
trees,  the  tinted  almond  blossom,  and  the  pink-tipped  apple.  She 
had  never  dreamed  of  such  heavenly  loveliness.  But  enthusiasm 
succeeded  to  awe  at  last,  And,  in  a  wild  burst  of  delight,  she  sud- 
denly threw  her  arms  around  a  gnarled  tree  trunk  and  clasped  it 
close. 

There  was  a  large  piece  of  artificial  water  in  the  grounds  in 
which  were  three  green  islands  covered  with  trees  and  shrubs. 
Beth  was  standing  on  the  bank  one  morning  in  a  contemplative 
mood,  admiring  the  water,  and  yearning  for  a  boat  to  get  to  the 
islands,  when,  round  one  of  tliem,  unexpectedly,  a  white  wonder 
of  a  swan  came  gliding  toward  her  in  the  sunshine. 

"  Oh  I  oh  I  Mildred !  Mildred  I  Oh,  the  beautiful,  beautiful 
thing ! "  she  cried.    Mildred  came  running  up. 

"  Why,  Beth,  you  idiot,"  she  exclaimed  in  derision,  "  it's  only 
a  swan  I    I  really  thought  it  was  something  I " 

"  Is  that  a  swan  ? "  Beth  said  slowly ;  then,  after  a  moment,  she 
added  in  sorrowful  reproach :  "  O  Mildred,  you  had  seen  it  and 
you  never  told  me  I " 
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Alas,  poor  Mildred  !  she  had  not  seen  it,  and  never  would  see 
it,  in  Beth's  sense  of  the  word. 

On  wet  days,  when  they  had  to  he  indoors,  Aunt  Grace  Mary 
waylaid  Beth  continually  and  trotted  her  off  somewhere  out  of 
Uncle  James's  way.  She  would  take  her  to  her  own  room  some- 
times, a  large,  bright  apartment,  spick  and  span  like  the  rest  of  the 
house ;  and  show  her  the  pictures — pastels  and  water  colours 
chiefly — with  which  it  was  stiffly  decorated. 

"  That  was  your  uncle  when  he  was  a  little  boy,"  she  said, 
pointing  to  a  pretty  pastel. 

"  Why,  he  was  quite  a  nice  little  boy,"  Beth  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,  nice  and  plump,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  rattled  off  breathless- 
ly. "  And  your  grandmamma  did  those  water  colours,  and  those 
screens.  That  lovely  printing,  too ;  can  you  guess  how  she  did  it  ? 
With  a  camel's-hair  brush  ?  She  did  indeed.  And  she  used  to 
compose  music.  She  was  a  very  clever  woman.  You  are  very 
like  her." 

"  But  I  am  not  very  clever,"  said  Beth. 

"  No,  dear,  no,  dear,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  rejoined,  pulling  her- 
self up  hurriedly  from  this  indiscretion.  '*  But  in  the  face.  You 
are  very  like  her  in  appearance.  And  you  must  try.  You  must 
try  to  improve  yourself.  Your  uncle  is  always  trying  to  improve 
himself.  He  reads  Doctor  Syntax  aloud  to  us.  In  the  evening 
it  is  our  custom  to  read  aloud  and  converse." 

An  occasional  phrase  of  Uncle  James's  would  flow  from  Aunt 
Grace  Mary  in  this  way,  with  incongruous  effect. 

**  Do  you  try  to  improve  yourself  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  How  ? " 

"  Oh,  well — that  reminds  me.  I  must  write  a  letter.  You 
shall  stay  and  see  me  if  you  like;  but  you  mustn't  move  or 
speak." 

Beth,  deeply  interested,  watched  her  aunt,  who  began  by  lock- 
ing the  door.  Then  she  slipped  a  pair  of  spectacles  out  of  her 
pocket  and  put  them  on,  after  glancing  round  apprehensively  as 
if  she  were  going  to  do  something  wrong.  Then  she  sat  down  at 
a  small  bureau,  unlocked  a  drawer  and  took  out  a  little  dictionary, 
unlocked  another  drawer  and  took  out  a  sheet  of  note  paper,  in 
which  she  inserted  a  page  of  black  lines.  Then  she  proceeded  to 
write  a  letter  in  lead  pencil,  stopping  often  to  consult  the  diction- 
ary. When  she  had  done  she  took  out  another  sheet  of  a  better 
quality,  put  the  lines  in  it,  and  proceeded  to  copy  the  letter  in  ink. 
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She  blotted  the  first  attempt,  but  the  next  she  finished.  She  de- 
stroyed several  envelopes  also  before  she  was  satisfied.  But  at 
last  the  letter  was  folded  and  sealed,  and  then  she  carefully- 
burned  every  scrap  of  paper  she  had  spoiled. 

"  I  was  educated  in  a  convent  in  France,"  she  said  to  Beth. 
"  If  you  were  older  you  would  know  that  by  ray  handwriting.  It 
is  called  an  Italian  hand,  but  I  learned  it  in  France.  I  was  there 
five  years." 

**  What  else  did  you  learn  ? "  said  Beth. 

"  Oh,  reading.  No,  I  could  read  before  I  went ;  but  music,  you 
know,  and  French." 

"  Say  some  French,"  said  Beth. 

*'  Oh,  I  can't,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  answered.  **  But  I  can  read 
it  a  little,  you  know." 

"  I  should  like  to  hear  you  play,"  said  Beth. 

"  But  I  don't  play,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  rejoined. 

"  I  thought  you  said  you  learned  music." 

**  Oh,  yes ;  I  had  to  learn  music,  and  I  practised  for  hours  every 
day,  but  I  never  played." 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  smiled  complacently  as  she  spoke,  took  off 
her  spectacles,  and  locked  up  her  writing  materials,  Beth  the 
while  thoughtfully  observing  her.  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  hair  was 
a  wonderful  colour — neither  red,  yellow,  brown,  nor  white,  but  a 
mixture  of  all  four.  It  was  parted  straight  in  the  middle,  where 
it  was  thin,  and  brought  down  in  two  large  rolls  over  her  ears. 
She  wore  a  black  velvet  band  across  her  head  like  a  coronet, 
which  ended  in  a  large  black  velvet  bow  at  the  back.  Long 
heavy  gold  earrings  pulled  down  the  lobes  of  her  ears.  All  her 
dresses  were  of  rustling  silk,  and  she  had  a  variety  of  deep  lace 
collars,  each  one  of  which  she  fastened  with  a  different  brooch  at 
the  throat.  She  also  wore  a  heavy  gold  watch  chain  round  her 
neck,  the  watch  being  concealed  in  her  bosom,  and  jet  bracelets 
by  day  but  gold  ones  in  the  evening. 

Beth  was  deeply  interested  in  her  own  family  history,  and  in- 
telligently pieced  together  such  fragments  of  it  as  she  could  col- 
lect from  the  conversations  of  people  about  her.  She  was  sitting 
in  one  of  the  deep  window  seats  in  the  drawing-room  looking  out 
one  day,  concealed  by  a  curtain,  when  her  mother  and  Great- 
Aunt  Victoria  Bench  came  into  the  room  and  settled  themselves 
to  chat  and  sew  without  observing  her. 

"Where  is  Grace  Mary  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked. 
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"  Locked  up  in  her  own  room  writing  a  letter,  I  believe,"  Mrs. 
Caldwell  replied,  "  a  long  and  mysterious  proceeding.  We  shall 
not  see  her  again  this  morning,  I  suppose." 

"Ah,  well,"  said  Aunt  Victoria,  considerately,  "she  writes  a 
very  beautiful  hand." 

"James  thought  he  was  doing  so  well  for  himself,  too  I "  Mrs. 
Caldwell  interjected.     "  He'd  better  have  married  the  mother." 

"  There  was  the  making  of  a  fine  woman  in  Grace  Mary  if  she 
had  had  a  chance,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered,  pursing  up  her 
mouth  judicially.  "  It  was  the  mother  made  the  match.  When 
he  came  across  them  in  Switzerland,  Lady  Benyon  got  hold  of 
him  and  flattered  him,  made  him  believe  Grace  Mary  was  only 
thirty-eight,  not  too  old  for  a  son  and  heir,  but  much  too  old  for  a 
large  family.  She  was  really  about  fifty,  but  he  never  thought  of 
looking  up  her  age  until  after  they  were  married.  However, 
James  got  one  thing  he  likes  and  more  than  he  deserved,  for 
Grace  Mary  is  amiable  if  she's  ignorant,  and  I  should  say  had 
tact,  though  some  people  might  call  it  cunning.  But,  at  any 
rate,  she's  the  daughter  of  one  baronet  and  the  sister  of  an- 
other." 

"  What's  a  baronet  ? "  Beth  demanded,  tumbling  off  the  win- 
dow seat  on  to  the  floor  with  a  crash  as  she  spoke,  having  lost  her 
balance  in  peering  round  the  curtain. 

Both  ladies  jumped,  quite  contrary  to  their  principles. 

"  You  naughty  child,  how  dare  you  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  began. 

Beth  picked  herself  up.     "  I  want  to  know,"  she  interrupted. 

"  You've  been  listening " 

"  No,  I've  not.  I  was  here  first,  and  you  came  and  talked ;  but 
that  doesn't  matter.    I  sha'n't  tell.    What's  a  baronet  ? " 

Aunt  Victoria  explained  and  then  turned  her  out  of  the  room. 
Uncle  James  was  crossing  the  hall  at  the  moment ;  he  had  a  large 
bunch  of  keys  in  his  hand,  and  went  through  the  double  doors 
which  led  to  the  kitchen  and  offices.  Beth  followed  him  into  the 
kitchen.  The  cook,  an  old  servant,  came  forward  courtesying. 
The  remains  of  yesterday's  dinner— cold  roast  beef,  tongue, 
chicken,  and  plum  pudding — were  spread  out  on  the  table.  Uncle 
James  inspected  everything. 

"  For  luncheon,"  he  said,  "  the  beef  can  remain  cold  on  the 
sideboard,  also  the  tongue.  The  chicken  you  will  grill  for  one 
hot  dish,  and  do  not  forget  to  garnish  with  rolls  of  bacon.  The 
pudding  you  can  cut  into  slices,  fry,  and  sprinkle  with  a  little 
sifted  sugar.    Mind,  I  say,  a  little,  for  as  the  pudding  is  sweet 
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enough  already,  the  sugar  is  merely  an  ornament  to  make  it  agree- 
able to  the  eye.    For  the  rest,  as  usual." 

*'  Yes,  sir.     And  dinner,  sir  ? " 

"  Here  is  the  menuy  He  handed  her  a  paper.  "  I  will  give 
you  out  what  is  necessary." 

He  led  the  way  down  a  stone  passage  to  the  storeroom  door, 
which  he  unlocked. 

"  I  am  out  of  sifted  sugar,  sir,"  the  cook  said  nervously. 

*'  What,  again  ? "  Uncle  James  sternly  demanded.  "  This  is 
only  Thursday,  and  I  gave  you  some  out  on  Saturday." 

*'  Yes,  sir,  but  only  a  quarter  of  a  pound,  sir,  and  I  had  to  use 
it  for  the  top  of  the  rice  pudding,  and  the  pancakes,  and  the  char- 
lotte russe,  and  the  plum  pudding " 

''  How  ? "  said  Uncle  James—"  the  plum  pudding,  which  is  not 
yet  fried  ? " 

"Beg  pardon,  sir;  I'm  all  confused.  But,  however,"  she 
added  desperately,  "  the  sugar  is  done." 

"Well,  I  suppose  I  must  give  you  some  more  this  time;  but 
do  not  let  it  occur  again.  You  may  weigh  out  a  quarter  of  a 
pound." 

When  that  was  done.  Uncle  James  consulted  a  huge  cookery 
book  which  lay  on  a  shelf  in  the  window.  "We  shall  require 
another  cake  for  tea,"  he  said,  and  then  proceeded  to  read  the 
recipe  aloud,  keeping  an  observant  eye  upon  the  cook  as  she 
weighed  out  the  various  ingredients. 

"And  the  kitchen  meals,  sir  ?"  she  asked,  as  he  locked  up  the 
storeroom. 

"  Make  what  you  have  do,"  he  said ;  "  make  what  you  have  do." 

"  But  there  is  hardly  meat  enough  to  go  round  once,  sir." 

"  You  must  make  it  do.  People  are  much  healthier  and  hap- 
pier when  they  do  not  eat  so  much," 

This  ceremony  over,  he  went  to  the  poultry  yard,  followed  by 
Beth  (who  carefully  kept  in  the  background),  the  yard  boy,  and 
the  poultry  maid,  who  carried  some  corn  in  a  sieve,  which  she 
handed  to  her  master  when  he  stopped.  Uncle  James  scattered  a 
little  corn  on  the  ground,  calling  "  Chuck !  chuck  I  chuck ! "  at  the 
same  time  in  a  dignified  manner.  Chickens,  ducks,  turkeys,  and 
guinea-fowl  collected  about  him,  and  he  stood  gazing  at  them  with 
large,  light,  prominent  eyes  blandly,  as  if  he  loved  them — as  in- 
deed he  did,  when  they  appeared  like  ladies  at  table,  dressed  to 
perfection. 

"  That  guinea-fowl,"  he  decided,  after  due  consideration. 
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The  yard  boy  caught  it  and  gave  it  to  the  poultry  maid,  who 
held  it  while  Uncle  James  carefully  felt  its  breast. 

"  That  will  do,"  he  said.     "  Quite  a  beauty." 

The  yard  boy  took  it  from  the  poultry  maid,  tied  its  legs  to- 
gether, cut  its  throat,  and  hung  it  on  a  nail. 

"  That  drake,"  Uncle  James  proceeded.  The  same  ceremony 
followed,  Uncle  James  bearing  his  part  in  it  without  any  relaxa- 
tion of  his  grand  manner. 

When  a  turkey  poult  had  also  been  executed  he  requested  the 
yard  boy  to  fetch  him  his  gun  from  the  harness-room. 

"  We  must  have  a  pigeon  pie,"  he  observed  as  he  took  it. 

Beth,  in  great  excitement,  stalked  him  to  the  orchard,  where 
there  was  a  big  pigeon  house  covered  with  ivy.  In  front  of  it  the 
pigeons  had  a  good  run,  inclosed  with  wire  netting  when  they 
were  shut  in ;  but  they  were  often  let  out  to  feed  in  the  fields. 
The  yard  boy  now  reached  up  and  opened  a  little  door  in  the  side 
of  the  house.  As  he  did  so  he  glanced  at  Uncle  James  somewhat 
apprehensively.  Uncle  James,  with  a  benign  countenance,  sud- 
denly lifted  his  gun  and  fired.    The  yard  boy  dropped. 

•'  What  is  the  matter  ? "  said  Uncle  James. 

The  yard  boy  gathered  himself  up  with  a  very  red  face.  "  I 
thought  you  meant  to  shoot  me,  sir." 

Uncle  James  smiled  gently.  "May  I  ask  when  it  became  cus- 
tomary for  gentlemen  to  shoot  yard  boys  ? "  he  said. 

**  Beg  pardon,  sir,"  the  boy  rejoined  sheepishly.  "  Thei'e's  acci- 
dents sometimes." 

The  pigeons  were  wary  after  the  shot,  and  would  not  come  out, 
so  the  yard  boy  had  to  go  into  the  house  and  drive  them.  There 
was  a  shelf  in  front  of  the  little  door  on  which  they  generally 
rested  a  moment,  bewildered,  before  they  flew.  Uncle  James 
knew  them  all  by  sight,  and  let  several  go  as  being  too  old  for  his 
purpose.  Then,  standing  pretty  close,  he  shot  two,  one  after  the 
other,  as  they  stood  hesitating  to  take  flight.  While  loading  again 
he  discovered  Beth,  but  as  he  liked  an  audience  when  he  was  per- 
forming an  exploit,  he  was  quite  gracious. 

"Nothing  distinguishes  a  gentleman  more  certainly  than  a 
love  of  sport,"  he  observed,  as  he  shot  another  pigeon  sitting  on 
the  shelf. 

This  entertainment  over,  he  looked  at  his  watch.  He  had  the 
whole  day  divided  into  hours  and  half  hours,  each  with  its  sepa- 
rate occupation  or  recreation ;  and  nothing  short  of  a  visit  from 
some  personage  of  importance  was  ever  allowed  to  interrupt  him 
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in  any  of  his  pursuits.  For  recreation  he  sometimes  did  a  little 
knitting  or  a  piece  of  Berlin-wool  work,  because  he  said  a  gentle- 
man should  learn  to  do  everything  so  as  not  to  be  at  a  loss  if  he 
were  ever  wrecked  on  a  desert  island.  For  the  same  reason,  he 
had  also  trained  himself  to  sleep  at  odd  times,  and  in  all  sorts  of 
odd  places,  choosing  by  preference  some  corner  where  Aunt  Grace 
Mary  and  the  maids  would  least  expect  to  find  him,  the  conse- 
quence being  wild  shrieks  and  shocks  to  their  nerves,  such  as — to 
use  his  own  bland  explanation — might  be  expected  from  undis- 
ciplined females.  Beth  found  him  one  day  spread  out  on  a  large 
oak  chest  in  the  main  corridor  upstairs,  with  two  great  china 
vases,  one  at  his  head  and  one  at  hi^  feet,  filled  with  reeds  and 
bulrushes,  which  appeared  to  be  waving  over  him,  and  looking  in 
his  sleep,  with  his  cadaverous  countenance,  like  a  self-satisfied 
corpse.  She  had  been  on  her  way  downstairs  to  dispose  of  the 
core  of  an  apple  she  had  eaten,  but,  as  Uncle  James's  mouth  was 
open,  she  left  it  there. 

Uncle  James  was  wont  to  deliver  little  lectures  to  the  children 
for  the  improvement  of  their  minds  during  luncheon,  which  was 
their  dinner  hour. 

"  With  regularity  and  practice  you  may  accomplish  great 
things,"  he  said  on  one  occasion ;  "  I  myself  always  practise  Ham- 
ilton's Exercises  on  the  pianoforte  for  one  hour  every  day,  from 
half  past  ten  till  eleven,  and  from  half  past  three  till  four.  I  have 
done  so  now  for  many  years." 

Beth  sat  with  her  spoon  suspended  halfway  up  to  her  mouth, 
drinking  in  these  words  of  wisdom.  "And  when  will  you  be  able 
to  play  ? "  she  asked. 

Uncle  James  fixed  his  large,  light,  ineffectual  eyes  upon  her ; 
but,  as  usual,  this  gaze  direct  only  excited  Beth's  interest,  and  she 
returned  it  unabashed,  in  simple  expectation  of  what  was  to  fol- 
low. So  Uncle  James  gave  in,  and  to  cover  his  retreat  he  said : 
"Culture.  Cultivate  the  mind.  There  is  nothing  that  elevates 
the  mind  like  general  cultivation.  It  is  cultivation  that  makes 
us  great,  good,  and  generous." 

"  Then,  I  suppose,  when  your  mind  is  cultivated.  Uncle  James, 
you  will  give  mamma  more  money,"  Beth  burst  out  hopefully. 

Uncle  James  blinked  his  eyes  several  times  running  rapidly, 
as  if  something  had  gone  wrong  with  them. 

"  Beth,  you  are  talking  too  much.  Go  to  your  room  at  once, 
and  stay  there  for  a  punishment ! "  her  mother  exclaimed  nerv- 
ously. 
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Beth,  innocent  of  any  intent  to  offend,  looked  surprised,  put 
down  her  spoon  deliberately,  got  off  her  chair,  took  up  her  plate 
of  pudding,  and  was  making  off  with  it.  As  she  was  passing 
Uncle  James,  however,  he  stretched  out  his  big  hand  suddenly, 
and  snatched  the  plate  from  her ;  but  Beth  in  an  instant  doubled 
her  little  fist  and  struck  the  plate  from  underneath,  the  concussion 
scattering  the  pudding  all  over  the  front  of  Uncle  James. 

In  the  confusion  which  followed,  Beth  made  her  escape  to  the 
kitchen,  where  she  was  already  popular. 

"  I  say,  cook,"  she  coaxed,  *'  give  me  something  good  to  eat. 
My  pudding's  got  upset  all  over  Uncle  James." 

The  cook  sat  down  suddenly  and  twinkled  a  glance  of  intelli- 
gence at  Horner,  the  old  coachman,  who  happened  to  be  in  the 
kitchen.    *'  Give  me  a  cheesecake  and  I  won't  tell,"  Beth  pleaded. 

"That's  doubtful,  I  should  think,"  Horner  said  aside  to  the 
cook. 

*'  Oh,  bless  you,  she  never  do,  not  she,"  cook  answei^ed,  and  then 
she  fetched  Beth  a  big  cheesecake  from  a  secret  store.  Beth  took 
it  smiling,  and  retired  to  the  brown  bedroom,  where  she  was  left 
in  solitary  confinement  until  Uncle  James  drove  out  with  mamma 
in  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  pony  carriage  to  pay  a  call  in  the  afternoon. 
When  they  had  gone,  Aunt  Grace  Mary  peeped  in  at  Beth  and 
said,  with  an  unconvincing  affectation  of  anger :  *'  Beth,  youVe  a 
naughty  little  girl,  and  deserve  to  be  punished.  Say  you're  sorry. 
Then  you  shall  come  to  my  room  and  see  me  write  a  letter." 

*'  All  right,"  Beth  answered,  and  Aunt  Grace  Mary  took  her  off 
without  more  ado. 

It  was  a  great  encouragement  to  Beth  to  find  tliat  Aunt  Grace 
Mary  was  obliged  to  take  pains  with  her  writing.  All  the  other 
grown-up  people  Beth  knew  seemed  to  do  everything  with  such 
ease,  it  was  quite  disheartening.  Beth  was  allowed  a  pencil,  a 
sheet  of  paper,  and  some  lines  herself  now,  and  Aunt  Grace  Mary 
was  taking  great  pains  to  teach  her  to  write  an  Italian  hand. 
Beth  was  also  trying  to  learn.  "  Because  there  are  such  lots  of 
things  I  want  to  write  down,"  she  explained  ;  "  and  I  want  to  do 
it  small  like  you,  because  it  won't  take  so  much  paper,  you  know. " 

*'  What  kind  of  things  do  you  want  to  write  down,  Beth  ? " 
Aunt  Grace  Mary  asked.  Beth  treated  her  quite  as  an  equal,  so 
they  chatted  the  whole  time  they  were  together  unconstrainedly. 

'*  Oh,  you  know — things  like —  Well,  the  day  we  came  here 
there  were  great  gray  clouds  with  crimson  caps  hanging  over  the 
sea,  and  you  could  see  them  in  the  water " 
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"  See  their  reflection,  you  mean,  I  suppose."      ^ 

Beth  looked  puzzled.  "  When  you  think  of  things,  isn't  that 
reflection  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,  and  when  you  see  yourself  in  the  looking-glass,  that's 
your  reflection,  too,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  answered. 

"  Oh,  then  I  suppose  it  was  the  sea's  thought  of  the  sky  I  saw 
in  the  water — that  makes  tt  nicer  than  I  had  it  before,"  Beth  said, 
trying  to  turn  the  phrase  as  a  young  bird  practises  to  round  its 
notes  in  the  spring.  "  The  sea  shows  its  thoughts — the  thought  of 
the  sea  is  the  sky — no,  that  isn't  right.  It  never  does  come  right 
all  at  once,  you  know.    But  that's  the  kind  of  thing." 

"  What  kind  of  thing  ? "  Aunt  Grace  Mary  asked,  bewildered. 

*'  The  kind  of  thing  I  am  always  wanting  to  write  down.  You 
generally  forget  what  we're  talking  about,  don't  you  ?  I  say,  don't 
you  want  to  drive  your  own  ponies  yourself  sometimes  ? " 

*'  No,  not  when  your  dear  uncle  wants  them." 

*'  Dear  uncle  wants  them  almost  always,  doesn't  he  ?  Horner 
ses  as  'ow " 

*'  Beth,  don't  speak  like  that ! " 

''  That's  Horner,  not  me,"  Beth  snapped,  impatient  of  the  inter- 
ruption. How  am  I  to  tell  you  what  he  said  if  I  don't  say  what 
he  said  ?  Homer  ses  as  'ow  when  Lady  Ben  yon  gev  them  there 
white  ponies  to  'er  darter  fur  'er  own  use,  squire  'e  sells  two  on 
'is  'orses,  an'  'as  used  them  ponies  ever  since.  Squire's  a  near  un, 
my  word ! "  Beth  perceived  that  Aunt  Grace  Mary  looked  very 
funny  in  the  face.  *'  You're  frightened  to  death  of  Uncle  James, 
aren't  you  ? "  she  asked,  after  sucking  her  pencil  meditatively  for  a 
little. 

'*  No,  dear,  of  course  not.  I  am  not  afraid  of  any  one  but  the 
dear  Lord." 

*'  But  Uncje  James  is  the  lord." 

"  Nonsense,  child." 

*' Mildred  says  so.  Lord  of  the  manor,  you  know.  Mildred 
says  it's  fine  to  be  lord  of  the  manor.  But  it  doesn't  make  me 
care  a  button  about  Uncle  James." 

"  Don't  speak  like  that,  Beth.  It's  disrespectful.  It  was  the 
Lord  in  heaven  I  alluded  to,"  said  Aunt  Grace  Mary  in  her  breath- 
less way. 

"  Ah,  that  is  different,"  Beth  allowed.  "  But  I'm  not  afraid  of 
him,  either.  I  don't  think  I'm  afraid  of  any  one  really,  not  even 
of  mamma,  though  she  does  beat  me.  I'd  rather  she  didn't,  you 
know.    But  one  gets  used  to  it.    The  worst  of  it  is,"  Beth  added, 
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after  sucking  the  point  of  her  pencil  a  little, "  the  worst  of  it  is  you 
never  know  what  will  make  her  waxy.  To-day,  at  luncheon,  you 
know,  now  what  did  I  say? " 

"  Oh,"  said  Aunt  Grace  Mary  vaguely,  "  you  oughtn't  to  have 
said  it,  you  know.*' 

*'  Now,  that's  just  like  mamma !  She  says  *  Don't  I '  and  *  How 
dare  you  I '  and  '  Naughty  girl ! '  at  the  top  of  her  voice,  and  half 
the  time  I  don't  know  what  she's  talking  ahout  When  I  grow 
up  I  shall  explain  to  children.  Do  you  know,  sometimes  I  quite 
want  to  be  good  " — this  with  a  sigh — "  but  when  I'm  bad  without 
having  a  notion  what  I've  done,  why  it's  difficult.  Aunt  Grace 
Mary,  do  you  know  what  Neptune  would  say  if  the  sea  dried  up? " 
Aunt  Grace  Mary  smiled  and  shook  her  head.  "I  haven't  an 
ocean,"  Beth  proceeded.  ''  You  don't  see  it  ?  Well,  I  didn't  at 
first.  You  see  an  ocean  and  a  notion  sound  the  same  if  you  say 
them  sharp.    Now,  do  you  see  ?    They  call  that  a  pun." 

"  Who  told  you  that  ? " 

*'  A  gentleman  in  the  train." 

Beth  put  her  pencil  in  her  mouth  and  gazed  up  at  the  sky.  "  I 
don't  suppose  he'd  be  such  a  black-hearted  villain  as  to  break  his 
word,"  she  said  at  last. 

*'  Who?"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  asked,  in  a  startled  tone. 

"  Uncle  James — about  leaving  Jim  the  place,  you  know.  Why, 
don't  you  know?  Mamma  is  the  eldest,  and  ought  to  have  had 
Fairholm,  but  she  was  away  in  Ireland,  busy  having  me,  when 
grandpapa  died,  and  couldn't  come,  so  Uncle  James  frightened 
the  old  man  into  leaving  the  place  to  him,  and  mamma  only  got 
fifty  pounds  a  year,  which  wasn't  fair." 

^*  Who  told  you  this,  Beth  ? " 

"  Mildred.  Mamma  told  her.  And  Homer  said  the  other  day 
to  cook — I'll  have  to  say  it  the  way  Horner  says  it.  •  If  I  said  it 
my  way,  you  know,  then  it  wouldn't  be  Horner.  Homer  said  to 
cook  as  'ow  Captain  Caldwell  'ud  'a'  gone  to  law  about  it,  but 
squire  'e  swore  if  'e'd  let  the  matter  drop  'ed  make  'is  nevee,  as  is 
also  'is  godson,  Master  Jim,  'is  heir,  an'  so  square  it ;  an'  Captain 
Caldwell,  as  was  a  real  gen'lmon,  an'  fond  of  the  ladies,  tuk  'im 
at  'is  word,  an'  furgiv  'im.  But,  lardie,  don't  us  know  the  worth 
o'  Mr.  James  Patten's  word  !  " 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  had  turned  very  pale. 

"  Beth,"  she  gasped,  "  promise  me  you  will  never,  never,  never 
say  a  word  about  this  to  your  uncle." 

"Not  likely,"  said  Beth. 
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**  How  do  you  remember  these  things  you  hear  ? " 
"  Oh,  I  just  think  them  over  again  when  I  go  to  bed,  and  then 
they  stay,"  Beth  answered.  "I  wouldn't  tell  you  half  I  hear, 
though — only  things  everybody  knows.  If  you  tell  secrets,  you 
know,  you're  a  tell-pie.  And  Fm  not  a  tell-pie.  Now,  Bemadine 
is.  She's  a  regular  tell-pie-tit.  It  seems  as  if  she  couldn't  help  it ; 
but  then  she's  young,"  Beth  added  tolerantly. 

*'  Were  you  ever  young,  I  wonder  ? "  Aunt  Grace  Mary  mut- 
tered to  herself. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Meanwhile  the  English  spring  advanced  in  the  beautiful 
gardens  of  Fairholm,  and  was  a  joy  to  Beth.  Blossoms  show- 
ered from  the  fruit  trees,  green  leaves  unfurled,  the  birds  were 
in  full  song,  and  the  swans  curved  their  long  necks  in  the  sun- 
shine and  breasted  the  waters  of  the  lake  as  if  their  own  grace 
were  a  pleasure  to  them.  Beth  was  enchanted.  Every  day  she 
discovered  some  new  wonder — nests  in  the  hedgerows,  lambs  in 
the  fields,  a  foal  and  its  mother  in  the  paddock,  a  calf  in  the 
byre — more  living  interests  in  one  week  than  she  had  dreamed 
of  in  the  whole  of  her  little  life.  For  a  happy  interval  the 
scenes  which  had  oppressed  her — the  desolation,  the  sombre  col- 
ours of  the  great  melancholy  mountains,  the  incessant  sound  of 
the  turbulent  sea,  the  shock  and  roar  of  angry  breakers  warring 
with  the  rocks,  which  had  kept  her  little  being  all  athrob,  braced 
to  the  expectation  of  calamity — lapsed  now  into  the  background 
of  her  recollection,  and  under  the  benign  influence  of  these  love- 
lier surroundings  her  mind  began  to  expand  in  the  most  ex- 
traordinary way,  while  her  further  faculty  awoke  and  gave  her 
glimpses  of  more  delights  than  mortal  man  could  have  shown 
her.  "Such  nice  things,"  as  she  expressed  it,  "keep  coming  into 
my  head,  and  I  want  to  write  them  down."  Books  she  flung 
away  impatiently ;  but  the  woods  and  streams  and  the  wild  flow- 
ers; the  rooks  returning  to  roost  in  the  trees  at  sunset;  the 
horses  playing  in  the  paddocks;  the  cows  dawdling  back  from 
their  pastures;  all  sweet  country  scents  and  cheerful  country 
sounds  she  became  alive  to  and  began  to  love.  There  would  be 
trouble  enough  in  Beth  herself  at  times  wherever  she  was ;  it 
was  hard  that  she  could  not  have  been  kept  in  some  such  para- 
dise always,  to  ease  the  burden  of  her  being. 
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One  morning  her  mother  told  her  that  Uncle  James  was  ex- 
tremely displeased  with  her  because  he  had  seen  her  pelting  the 
swans. 

"He  didn't  see  me  pelting  the  swans,"  Beth  asseverated.  "I 
was  feeding  them  with  crusts.  And  how  did  he  see  me  any- 
way?   He  wasn't  there." 

*'  He  sees  everything  that's  going  on,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  assured 
her. 

"  He's  only  pretending,"  Beth  argued,  "  or  else  he  must  be  God." 

But  she  kept  her  eyes  about  her  the  next  time  she  was  in  the 
grounds,  and  at  last  she  discovered  him,  sitting  in  the  little 
window  of  his  dressing-room  with  a  book  before  him,  and  com- 
pletely blocking  the  aperture.  She  had  never  noticed  him  there 
before,  because  the  panes  were  small  and  bright,  and  the  shine  on 
them  made  it  difficult  to  see  through  them  from  below.  After 
this  discovery  she  always  felt  that  his  eyes  were  upon  her  wher- 
ever she  went  within  range  of  that  window — not  that  that  would 
have  deterred  her  had  she  wanted  to  do  anything  particularly ; 
but  even  a  child  feels  it  intolerable  to  be  spied  upon,  and  as  for  a 
spy —    Beth  scorned  the  creature. 

That  day  at  luncheon  Uncle  James  made  an  announcement. 

"  Lady  Benyon  is  going  to  honour  us  with  a  visit,"  he  began 
in  his  most  impressive  manner.  There  is  no  snob  so  inveterate 
as  your  snob  of  good  birth ;  and  Uncle  James  said  "  Lady  "  as  if 
it  were  a  privilege  just  to  pronounce  the  word.  "  She  will  arrive 
this  afternoon  at  a  quarter  to  four." 

"  But  you  will  be  practising ! "  Beth  exclaimed. 

*'  The  rites  of  hospitality  must  be  observed,"  he  condescended  to 
inform  her. 

"  Lady  Benyon  is  my  mother,  Beth,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  put  in 
irrelevantly. 

"  I  know,"  Beth  answered.  "  Your  papa  was  a  baronet.  Uncle 
James  loves  baronets ;  that  was  why  he  married  you."  Having 
thus  disposed  of  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  Beth  turned  to  the  other  end 
of  the  table,  and  resumed  :  "  But  you  went  on  practising  when  we 
arrived,  Uncle  James." 

Uncle  James  gazed  at  her  blandly,  then  looked  at  his  sister 
with  an  agreeable  smile.  **  Lady  Benyon  will  probably  like  to 
see  the  children.  You  do  not  dress  them  in  the  latest  fashion,  I 
observe." 

"  They  are  shabby,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  acknowledged  with  a  sigh^ 
apologetically. 
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Beth  shovelled  soijae  spoonfuls  of  pudding  into  her  mouth  very 
quickly.  "  That's  the  money  bother  again,"  she  said,  and  then  she 
sang  out  at  the  top  of  her  voice : 

"  Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  breeches  to  wear, 
He  bought  a  sheepskin  for  to  make  him  a  pair, 
With  the  skinny  side  out  and  the  woolly  side  in, 
*  They're  warm  in  the  winter,'  said  Bryan  O'Lynn." 

"  I  suppose  it  would  be  quite  impossible  to  suppress  this  child  ? " 
Uncle  James  lisped  with  deceptive  mildness.  "I  observe  that 
she  joins  in  the  conversation  always,  with  great  intelligence,  and 
her  mouth  full.  It  might  be  better,  perhaps,  if  she  emptied  her 
mouth.    However,  I  suppose  it  would  be  impossible  to  teach  her." 

"  Not  at  all,"  Beth  answered  for  herself,  cheerfully.  *'  I'm  not 
too  stupid  to  empty  my  mouth.  Only  just  you  tell  me  what  it  is 
you  want.  Don't  bottle  things  up.  I  expect  I've  been  speaking 
with  my  mouth  full  ever  since  I  came,  and  you've  been  hating 
me  for  it ;  but  you  never  told  me." 

"  May  I  ask,"  said  Uncle  James  politely,  "  by  whom  you  were 
informed  that  I  had  '  bottled  things  up '  ? " 

'*  Ah,  that  would  be  telling,"  said  Beth,  and  recommenced  gob- 
bling her  pudding,  to  the  intense  relief  of  some  of  the  party. 

Great-Aunt  Victoria  Bench,  sitting  upright  opposite,  looked 
across  the  table  at  the  child,  and  a  faint  smile  flickered  over  her 
wrinkled  rose-leaf  cheek. 

Beth  finished  her  pudding,  dropped  her  spoon  on  her  plate 
with  a  clatter,  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  and  sighed  with  satisfac- 
tion. She  possessed  a  horrid  fascination  for  Uncle  James.  Almost 
everything  she  did  was  an  offence  to  him,  yet  he  could  not  keep 
his  eyes  off  her  or  let  her  alone. 

"  Pudding  seems  to  be  a  weakness  of  hers,"  he  now  observed. 
"  I  hope  her  voracity  is  satisfied.  I  should  say  that  it  resembles 
the  voracity  of  the  caterpillar." 

"  What's  voracity,  Aunt  Victoria  ? '!  Beth  asked. 

*'  Greediness,"  Aunt  Victoria  rejoined  sententiously. 

"  He  means  I'm  greedy  for  pudding.  I  just  am.  I'd  like  to 
be  a  caterpillar  for  pudding.  Caterpillars  eat  all  day.  But  then 
God's  good  to  them.  He  puts  them  on  a  tree  with  lots  of  leaves. 
I  wish  he'd  put  me  in  a  pantry  with  lots  of  puddings.  My  vorass 
— vor — what  is  it  ?  Any  way,  it's  satisfied  now.  Uncle  James,  and 
if  you'll  let  me  go,  I'll  wash  myself,  and  get  ready  for  Lady 
Benyon." 

Rather  than  let  her  go  when  she  wanted  to,  however.  Uncle 
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James  sat  some  time  longer  at  table  than  he  had  intended.  It  was 
he  who  always  gave  the  signal  to  rise ;  before  he  did  so  on  this 
occasion  he  formally  requested  his  sister  to  request  Beth  to  be 
silent  during  Lady  Benyon's  visit. 

Lady  Benyon  was  a  shrewd,  active  little  old  woman,  with 
four  dark  curls  laid  horizontally  on  either  side  of  her  forehead. 
She  had  bright,  black  sparkling  eyes,  that  glanced  about  quickly 
and  seemed  to  see  everything.  Before  she  arrived  Uncle  James 
assembled  his  family  in  the  drawing-room,  and  set  the  scene,  as 
it  were,  for  her  reception. 

**  Sit  here,  facing  the  window,  Caroline,"  he  said.  "  It  will  in- 
terest Lady  Benyon  to  see  how  you  have  aged.  And,  Aunt  Vic- 
toria, this  Chippendale  chair,  so  stiff  and  straight,  is  just  like  you, 
I  think,  so  oblige  me  by  sitting  on  it.    Grace  Mary,  take  this  easy 

lounge  ;  it  suits  your  yielding  nature.    Elizabeth "    Beth,  who 

was  perched  on  the  piano  stool,  looked  up  calmly  at  the  clouds 
through  the  window  opposite.  "  Elizabeth,"  he  repeated  sharply. 
Beth  made  no  sign. 

**  Beth,  answer  your  uncle  directly,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

"  He  has  not  yet  addressed  me,"  Beth  rejoined,  in  the  manner 
of  Uncle  James. 

"  Don't  call  your  uncle  *  he,'  you  naughty  girl.  You  know 
your  name  is  Elizabeth." 

""  Yes,  and  I  know  I  said  I  wouldn't  answer  to  it,  and  I'm  not 
going  to  break  me  oath." 

"  Me  oath ! "  Uncle  James  ejaculated. 

Beth  looked  disconcerted.  It  irked  her  horribly  to  be  jeered 
at  for  making  a  mistake  in  speaking,  and  Uncle  James,  seeing  she 
was  hurt,  rested  satisfied  for  the  moment,  and  arranged  Mildred 
and  Bernadine  together  in  a  group,  leaving  Beth  huddled  up  on 
the  piano  stool  frowning. 

When  Lady  Benyon's  carriage  stopped  at  the  door  Uncle 
James  stood  bareheaded  on  the  steps,  ready  to  receive  her. 

"So  glad  to  see  you,  mamma,"  he  lisped  as  he  handed  her 
out     "  Do  take  my  arm." 

But  the  little  old  lady  waved  him  aside  unceremoniously  and 
hobbled  in  with  the  brisk  stiffness  of  age. 

"  Gracious  ! "  she  exclaimed  when  she  saw  the  party  arranged 
in  the  drawing-room.  "  You  all  look  as  if  you  were  having  your 
likeness  taken — all  except  Puck  there,  on  the  piano  stool." 

When  Uncle  James  had  manoeuvred  Lady  Benyon  into  the 
seat  of  honour  he  intended  her  to  take  in  order  to  complete  the 
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picture,  she  frankly  inspected  each  member  of  the  group,  ending 
with  Beth. 

"  And  who  may  you  be  ? "  she  asked. 

Beth  smiled  and  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

"  Why  don't  you  speak  ? " 

Beth  made  another  gesture. 

**  Goodness  I "  Lady  Benyon  cried ;  "  is  the  child  an  idiot  ? " 

"  Beth,  answer  Lady  Benyon  directly,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  angrily 
commanded. 

**  Uncle  James  requested  mamma  to  request  me  not  to  speak 
when  you  were  present,"  Beth  explained  suavely. 

The  old  lady  burst  out  laughing.  *'Well,  that's  droll,"  she 
said.  " '  Requested  mamma  to  request  me ' — why,  it's  James  Pat- 
ten all  over.    And  who  may  you  be,  you  monkey  ? " 

"  I  am  Elizabeth  Caldwell,  but  I  only  answer  to  Beth.  Papa 
called  me  Beth." 

"  Good  I "  said  the  little  old  lady.     "  And  what's  Ireland  like? " 

"  Great  dark  mountains,"  Beth  rattled  off,  with  big  eyes  dilated 
and  fixed  on  space  as  if  she  saw  what  she  described ;  ''  long,  long, 
long  black  bogs ;  all  the  poor  people  starving ;  and  the  sea  rough 
— just  like  hell,  you  know,  but  without  the  fire." 

*'  Oh,  now,  this  is  delightful !  "  the  old  lady  chuckled.  *'  I'm 
to  enjoy  myself  to-day,  it  seems.  You  didn't  j)repare  me  for  this 
treat,  James  Patten  ! " 

Uncle  James  simpered,  as  though  taking  to  himself  the  credit 
of  the  whole  entertainment. 

"  So  you  hate  Ireland  ? "  said  Lady  Benyon. 

"  No,  I  love  it,"  said  Beth.  "  It's  me  native  country,  and  they 
don't  give  you  little  bits  of  cake  there  the  size  of  sixpence.  What 
they  have  you're  welcome  to.     Long  live  Ireland  ! " 

"Good!"  Lady  Benyon  ejaculated,  then  turned  to  Mildred. 
"  And  are  you  another  naughty  little  patriot  ? "  she  asked. 

"  No,  Fm  not  naughty,"  Mildred  answered  piously. 

'*  Beth's  naughty,"  said  Bernadine. 

*'  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  Beth  is,"  the  old  lady  declared, 
turning  to  Beth  again. 

*'  Riley  said  I  was  one  of  the  little  girls  the  devil  put  out  when 
he  gave  up  housekeeping,"  Beth  remarked  casually. 

*'  Beth  ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  remonstrated. 

*'  He  did,  mamma.  He  said  it  the  day  that  perjured  villain 
Pat  Murphy  killed  my  magpie.  And  Riley's  a  good  man.  You 
said  so  yourself." 
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"You  can  hear  that  the  young  lady  has  been  in  Ireland,  I 
suppose,  mamma,"  Uncle  James  observed. 

*'  I  hear  she  can  imitate  the  Irish,"  Lady  Benyon  rejoined 
bluntly  ;  "  and  not  the  Irish  only,"  she  added  with  a  chuckle. 

Beth  was  still  sitting  on  the  music  stool  opposite  the  window, 
and  presently  she  saw  some  one  cross  the  lawn.  "  Oh,  do  look  at 
the  lovely  lady ! "  she  cried  enthusiastically.  *'  She's  just  like  the 
Princess  Blue-eyes-and-goldeii-hair." 

Lady  Benyon  glanced  over  her  shoulder.  "Why,  it's  my 
maid,"  she  said. 

Beth's  countenance  dropped,  then  cleared  again.  Even  a  maid 
might  be  a  princess  in  disguise. 

Lady  Benyon  was  going  to  stay  all  night,  and  at  her  special 
request  Mildred  and  Beth  were  allowed  to  sit  up  to  late  dinner 
and  prayers.  She  expected  Beth  to  amuse  her,  but  Beth  was  busy 
the  whole  time  weaving  a  romance  about  the  lovely  lady's  maid, 
and  scarcely  spoke  a  word.  When  the  servants  came  in  to  pray- 
ers she  sat  and  gazed  at  her  heroine,  and  forgot  to  stand  or  kneel. 
She  noticed,  however,  that  Uncle  James  read  the  evening  prayers 
with  peculiar  fervour. 

When  Beth  went  to  bed  she  found  Bernadine,  who  slept  with 
her,  fast  asleep.  Beth  was  not  at  all  sleepy.  Her  intellect  had 
been  on  the  alert  all  day,  and  would  not  let  her  rest  now ;  she 
must  do  something  to  keep  up  the  excitement.  She  pulled  the 
blind  aside,  and,  looking  out  of  the  window,  discovered  an  en- 
chanted land,  all  soft  shadow*  and  silver  sheen,  and  above  it  an 
exquisite  moon  in  an  empty  sky  floated  serenely.  "  Oh,  to  be  out 
in  the  moonlight ! "  she  sighed  to  herself.     "  The  fairy  folk — the 

fairy  folk "     For  a  little  her  mind  was  a  blank  as  she  gazed ; 

then  words  came  tripping  a  measure  : 

"  The  fairy  folk  are  calling  me. 
Are  calling  me,  are  calling  me ; 
They  come  across  the  stormy  sea 
To  play  with  me,  to  play  with  me." 

Beth's  vague  longing  crisped  itself  into  a  resolution.  She 
looked  at  the  big  four-post  bed.  The  curtains  were  drawn  on  one 
side  of  it.  Should  she  draw  them  on  the  other,  on  the  chance  of 
her  mother  not  looking  in  ?  No,  she  must  wait  because  of  Mil- 
dred. Mildred  was  undressing,  and  would  say  her  prayers  pres- 
ently. Beth  waited  until  she  knelt  down,  then  slipped  her  night- 
dress on  over  her  clothes,  and  got  into  bed  without  disturbing 
Bernadine.    Now  she  must  wait  for  her  mother ;  but  Mrs.  Cald- 
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well  came  up  very  soon,  Uncle  James  having  hurried  every  one 
off  to  bed  unusually  early  that  evening.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  a 
long  time  undressing,  as  it  seemed  to  Beth ;  but  in  the  meantime 
Mildred  had  fallen  asleep,  and  very  soon  after  her  mother  got 
into  bed  she  too  began  to  breathe  with  reassuring  regularity. 

Then  Beth  got  up,  opened  the  door  very  gently,  and  slipped  out 
into  the  dark  passage. 

"  The  fairy  folk  are  calling  me, 
Are  calling  me,  are  calling  me ; 
They  come  across  the  stormy  sea 
To  play  with  me,  to  play  with  me." 

The  words  set  themselves  to  a  merry  tune,  and  carried  Beth  on 
with  them. 

All  was  dark  in  the  hall.  The  front  door  was  locked  and 
bolted,  and  the  shutters  were  up  in  all  the  rooms ;  how  was  she  to 
get  out  ?  She  felt  for  the  green-baize  double  door  which  shut  off 
the  kitchens  from  the  other  part  of  the  house,  opened  it,  and 
groped  her  way  down  the  passage.  As  she  did  so  she  saw  a  faint 
glimmer  of  light  at  the  far  end — not  candlelight,  moonlight — and 

* 

at  the  same  moment  she  became  aware  of  some  one  else  moving. 
At  the  end  of  the  passage  she  was  in  there  was  a  little  door  lead- 
ing out  into  a  garden.  If  that  were  open  all  would  be  easy.  She 
had  stopped  to  listen.  Certainly  some  one  else  was  moving  quite 
close  to  her.  What  was  she  near  ?  Oh,  the  storeroom.  Some- 
thing grated  like  a  key  in  a  lock ;  a  door  was  opened,  a  match 
struck,  a  candle  lighted,  and  therfe  was  Mrs.  Cook  in  tlie  store- 
room itself,  hurriedly  filling  paper  bags  with  tea,  sugar,  raisins, 
currants,  and  other  groceries  from  Uncle  James's  carefully 
guarded  treasure  and  packing  them  into  a  small  hamper  with 
a  lid.  When  the  hamper  was  full  she  blew  out  the  candle,  came 
out  of  the  storeroom,  locked  the  door  after  her,  and  went  into 
the  kitchen  without  discovering  Beth.  She  left  the  kitchen  door 
open ;  the  blind  was  up,  and  Beth  could  see  a  man,  whom  she 
recognised  as  the  cook's  son,  standing  in  the  moonlight. 

"  Is  there  much  this  time,  mother  ?  "  he  asked. 

"A  goodish  bit,"  cook  replied,  handing  him  the  hamper. 

"  'E  'asn't  'ad  'is  eves  about  'im  much  o'  late,  then  ? " 

"  Oh,  'e  alius  'as  'is  eyes  about  'im,  but  'e  doan't  see  much. 
You'll  get  me  what  ye  can  ? " 

"  I  will  so,"  her  son  replied  and  kissed  cook  as  she  let  him  out 
of  the  back  door,  which  she  fastened  after  him.  Then  she  went 
off  herself  up  the  back  stairs  to  bed. 
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When  all  was  quiet  again,  Beth  thought  of  the  garden  door  at 
the  end  of  the  passage.  To  her  relief  she  found  it  ajar ;  the  gleam 
of  light  she  had  seen  in  that  direction  was  the  moonlight  stream- 
ing through  the  crevice.  She  slipped  out  cautiously,  but  the  mo- 
ment she  found  herself  in  the  garden  she  became  a  wild  creature, 
revelling  in  her  freedom.  She  ran,  jumped,  waved  her  arms 
about,  threw  herself  down  on  the  ground  and  rolled  over  and 
over  for  yards,  walked  on  all  fours,  turned  head  over  heels, 
embraced  the  trunks  of  trees,  and  hailed  them  with  the  Eastern 
invocation :  "  Oh,  tree,  give  me  of  thy  strength  ! " 

For  a  good  hour  she  rioted  about  the  place  in  this  way,  work- 
ing off  her  superfluous  energy.  By  that  time  she  had  come  to  the 
stackyard.  There,  among  the  great  stacks,  she  played  hide  and 
seek  with  the  fairy  folk  for  a  little.  Very  cautiously  she  would 
steal  round  in  the  black  shadows,  stalking  her  imaginary  play- 
fellows, and  then  would  go  flying  out  into  the  moonlight,  pursued 
by  them  in  turn,  and  looking  herself,  with  her  white  nightdress  over 
her  clothes  and  her  tousled  hair,  the  weirdest  little  elfin  figure  in 
the  world.  Finally,  to  escape  capture,  she  ran  up  a  ladder  that 
had  been  left  against  a  haystack.  Blocks  of  hay  had  been  cut 
out,  leaving  a  square  shelf  halfway  down  the  stack,  on  to  which 
Beth  scrambled  from  the  ladder.  There  was  room  enough  for  her 
to  lie  at  her  ease  up  there  and  recover  her  breath.  The  hay  and 
the  night  air  smelled  deliciously  sweet.  The  stack  she  was  on  was 
one  of  the  outer  row.  Beneath  was  the  road  along  which  the 
waggons  brought  their  loads  in  harvest  time,  and  this  was  flanked 
by  a  low  wall,  on  the  other  side  of  which  was  a  meadow,  bordered 
with  elms.  Beth  pulled  up  the  hay  about  her,  covered  herself 
with  it,  and  nestled  among  it  luxuriously.  The  moon  shone  full 
upon  her,  but  she  had  quite  concealed  herself,  and  would  prob- 
ably have  fallen  asleep  after  her  exertions  had  it  not  been  that 
just  when  drowsiness  was  coming  upon  her  she  was  startled  by 
the  sound  of  a  hurried  footstep,  and  a  girl  in  a  light  dress,  with  a 
shawl  about  her  shoulders,  came  round  the  stack  and  stood  still, 
looking  about  her  as  if  she  expected  some  one.  Beth  recognised 
her  as  Harriet  Elvidge,  the  kitchen  maid,  and  presently  Russell, 
one  of  the  grooms,  came  hurrying  to  meet  her  from  the  other 
direction.    They  rushed  into  each  other's  arms. 

"  Thou'st  laate,"  the  girl  grumbled. 

"  Ah  bin  waatin'  ower  yonder  this  good  bit,"  he  answered,  put- 
ting his  arm  round  her  and  drawing  her  to  the  wall,  on  which 
they  sat,  leaning  against  each  other  and  whispering  happily.    The 
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moon  was  low,  and  her  great  golden  disk  formed  a  bright  back- 
ground against  which  the  two  dark  figures  stood  out,  silhouetted 
distinctly.  The  effect  gave  Beth  a  sensation  of  pleasure,  and  she 
racked  her  brains  for  words  in  which  to  express  it.  Presently  the 
lovers  rose  and  strolled  away  together.  Then  for  a  little  it  was 
lonely,  and  Beth  thought  of  getting  down,  but  before  she  had 
made  up  her  mind  two  other  people  appeared,  strolling  in  the 
moonlight,  whom  Beth  instantly  recognised  as  Uncle  James  and 
the  beautiful  Princess  Blue-eyes-and-golden-hair.  The  princess 
had  both  her  hands  clasped  round  Uncle  James's  arm,  and  every 
now  and  then  she  nestled  her  face  against  his  shoulder  lovingly. 

"  What  will  Jimmie-wimmie  give  his  Jenny-penny  ? "  she  was 
saying  as  they  approached. 

"  First,  what  will  Jenny-penny  give  her  Jimmie-wimmie  ? " 
Uncle  James  cooed. 

*'  First,  a  nice — sweet — kiss  ! " 

*'  Ducky  dearie  !  "  Jimmie-wimmie  gurgled  ecstatically,  taking 
the  kiss  with  the  playful  grace  of  an  elephant  gambolling. 

Beth  on  the  haystack  writhed  with  suppressed  merriment  until 
her  sides  ached. 

But  Jimmie-wimmie  and  Jenny-penny  passed  out  of  sight  like 
Harriet  and  Russell  before  them.  The  moon  was  sinking  rapidly. 
A  sudden  gust  of  air  blew  chill  upon  Beth.  She  was  extremely 
sensitive  to  sudden  changes  of  temperature,  and  as  the  night  grew 
dull  and  heavy,  so  did  her  mood,  and  she  began  to  be  as  anxious 
to  be  indoors  again  as  she  had  been  to  come  out.  The  fairy  folk 
had  all  vanished  now,  and  ghosts  and  goblins  would  come  in 
their  stead  and  pounce  upon  her  as  she  passed  if  she  were  not 
quick.  Beth  scrambled  down  from  the  haystack  and  made  for 
the  side  door  in  hot  haste,  and  was  halfway  upstairs  when  it 
suddenly  occurred  to  her  that  if  she  locked  the  door  Jimmie- 
wimmie  and  Jenny-penny  would  not  be  able  to  get  in.  So  she 
retraced  her  steps,  accomplished  her  purpose,  slipped  back  to  bed, 
and  slept  until  she  was  roused  in  the  morning  by  a  shrill  cry 
from  Bernadine :  "  See,  mummy  !  see,  mummy !  lazy  Beth  is  in 
bed  with  all  her  clothes  on  ! '' 

Beth  sat  up  and  slapped  Bernadine  promptly  ;  whereupon  Mrs. 
Caldwell  slapped  Beth. 

*'  Such  is  life,"  said  Beth,  in  imitation  of  Aunt  Grace  Mary, 
and  Mrs.  Caldwell  smiled  in  spite  of  herself. 

Later  in  the  day  Beth  complained  to  Mildred  of  a  bad  cold  in 
her  head. 
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"  Oh,  dear ! "  Mildred  exclaimed.  "  I  expect  Uncle  James  will 
talk  at  that  cold  as  long  as  it  lasts." 

"I  know,"  Beth  said.  "  'Grace  Mary,  dear,  or  Aunt  Victoria, 
have  you  observed  that  children  always  have  colds  and  never 
have  pocket  handkerchiefs  ? '  " 

Uncle  James,  however,  had  a  bad  cold  himself  that  morning, 
and  described  himself  as  very  much  indisposed. 

"I  went  out  of  doors  last  night  before  retiring,"  he  explained 
at  luncheon,  "  tempted  by  the  glorious  moonlight  and  the  balmy 
air;  but  before  I  returned  the  night  had  changed  and  become 
chilly,  and  unfortunately  the  side  door  had  shut  itself,  and  every 
one  was  in  bed,  so  I  could  not  get  in.  I  threw  pebbles  up  at 
Grace  Mary's  window,  but  failed  to  rouse  her,  she  being  some- 
what deaf.  I  also  knocked  and  rang,  but  no  one  answered,  so  I 
was  obliged  to  shelter  in  the  barn,  Harriet,  however,  appeared 
finally.    She — er — gets  the  men's  breakfasts,  and — er — the  kitchen 

window "    But  here  Uncle  James  was'  seized  with  a  sudden 

fit  of  sneezing,  and  the  connection  between  the  men's  breakfasts 
and  the  kitchen  window  was  never  explained.  "She  is  an  ex- 
tremely good  girl,  is  Harriet,"  he  t)roceeded,  as  soon  as  he  could 
speak  ;  "  up  at  four  o'clock  every  morning." 

"I  wish  to  goodness  my  trollop  was,"  said  Lady  Benyon. 
"  She  gets  later  every  day.    Where  did  you  go  last  night  ? " 

"  Oh,  I  had  been  loitering  among  the  tombs,  so  to  speak,"  he 
answered  largely. 

Beth  was  eating  cold  beef  stolidly,  but  without  much  appetite 
because  of  her  cold,  and  also  because  there  was  hot  chicken,  and 
Uncle  James  had  not  given  her  her  choice.  Uncle  James  kept 
looking  at  her.  He  found  it  hard  to  let  her  alone,  but  she  gave 
him  no  cause  of  offence  for  some  time.  Her  little  nose  was 
troublesome,  however,  and  at  last  she  sniffed.  Uncle  James 
looked  at  Lady  Benyon. 

*'  Have  you  observed,"  he  said,  "  that  when  a  child  has  a  cold 
she  never  has  a  pocket  handkerchief  ?  " 

Beth  produced  a  clean  one  with  a  flourish,  and"  burst  out 
laughing. 

"What's  the  matter.  Puck?"  Lady  Benyon  asked,  beaming 
already  in  anticipation. 

"  Oh,  nothing.  Only  I  said  Uncle  James  would  say  that  if  I 
sniffed,  didn't  I,  Mildred  ? " 

But  Mildred,  too  wary  to  support  her,  looked  down  demurely. 

**  Puck,"  said  Lady  Benyon,  "  you're  a  character." 
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"There  are  good  characters  and  there  are  bad  characters," 
Uncle  James  moralized. 

"Arrah,  thin,  it  isn't  a  bad  character  you'd  be  afther  givin' 
your  own  neice,"  Beth  blarneyed ;  and  then  she  turned  up  her 
naughty  eyes  to  the  ceiling  and  chanted  softly:  "What  will 
Jimmie-wimmie  give  his  duckie  dearie  to  be  good  ?  A  nice — 
sweet — kiss !  " 

Uncle  James's  big  white  face  became  suddenly  empurpled. 

"  Gracious,  he's  swallowed  wrong ! "  Lady  Benyon  exclaimed 
in  alarm.  "  Drink  something.  You  really  should  be  careful,  a 
great  fat  man  like  you." 

Uncle  James  coughed  hard  behind  his  handkerchief,  then  be- 
gan to  recover  himself.  Beth's  eyes  were  fibced  on  his  face.  Her 
chaunt  had  been  a  sudden  inspiration,  and  its  efiPect  upon  the 
huge  man  had  somewhat  startled  her ;  but  clearly  Uncle  James 
was  afraid  she  was  going  to  tell. 

"  How  funny  I "  she  ejaculated. 

Uncle  James  gasped  again. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Puck  ? "  Lady  Beuyon  asked. 

"  Oh — I  was  just  thinking — thinking  I  would  ask  Uncle  James 
to  give  Mildred  some  chicken." 

"Why,  of  course,  my  dear  child,"  Uncle  James  exclaimed, 
to  everybody's  astonishment.  "  And  have  some  yourself, 
Beth  ? " 

"  No,  thank  you,"  Beth  answered ;  "  I'm  full." 

"  Beth  ! "  her  mother  was  beginning,  when  she  perceived  that 
Uncle  James  was  laughing. 

"Now,  that  child  is  really  amusing,"  he  said — "really 
amusing." 

No  one  else  thought  this  last  enormity  a  happy  specimen  of 
her  wit,  and  they  looked  at  Uncle  James,  who  continued  to  laugh, 
in  amazement 

"  Beth,"  he  said,  "  when  luncheon  is  over  I  shall  give  you  a 
picture  book." 

Beth  accordingly  had  to  stay  behind  with  him  after  the  others 
had  left  the  dining-room. 

"  Beth,"  he  began  in  a  terrible  voice  as  soon  as  they  were  alone 
together,  trying  to  frighten  her ;  "  B^th  what  were  you  doing  last 
night  ? " 

"  I  was  meditating  among  the  tombs,"  she  answered  glibly ; 
"  but  I  never  heard  them  called  by  that  name  before." 

"  You  bad  child  I    I  shall  tell  your  mamma." 
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"  Oh,  for  shame  I "  said  Beth.  "  Telltale !  And  if  you  tell  I 
shall.     I  saw  you  kissing  Jenny-penny." 

Uncle  James  collapsed.  He  had  been  prepared  to  explain  to 
Beth  that  he  had  met  the  poor  girl  with  some  rustic  lover  and 
was  lecturing  her  kindly  for  her  good  and  making  her  go  in, 
which  would  have  made  a  plausible  story  had  it  not  been  for  that 
accursed  kissing.  Of  course  he  could  insist  that  Beth  was  lying. 
The  child  was  known  to  be  imaginative,  but  then  against  that 
was  the  emotion  he  had  shown.  Lady  Benyon  had  no  very  high 
opinion  of  him  he  knew,  and  once  she  obtained  a  clew  she  would 
soon  unravel  the  truth.  No,  the  only  thing  was  to  silence 
Beth. 

"  Beth,"  he  said,  *'  I  quite  agree  with  you,  my  dear  child.  I 
was  only  joking  when  I  said  I  would  tell  your  mamma.  Nothing 
would  induce  me  to  tell  tales  out  of  school." 

Beth  smiled  up  at  him  frankly.  **  Nor  me  neither.  I  don't  be- 
lieve you're  such  a  bad  old  boy  after  all." 

Uncle  James  winced.  How  he  would  have  liked  to  throttle 
her !  He  controlled  himself,  however,  and  even  managed  to 
make  a  smile  as  he  got  up  to  leave  the  room. 

"  I  say,  though,"  Beth  exclaimed,  seeing  him  about  to  depart, 
"  Where's  that  picture  book  ? " 

"  Oh  I "  he  ejaculated.  "  I  had  forgotten.  But  no,  Beth,  it 
would  never  do.  If  I  give  it  to  you  now  it  would  look  like  a 
bribe  ;  and  I'm  sure  you  would  never  accept  a  bribe." 

"  I  should  think  not,"  said  Beth. 

And  it  was  long  years  before  she  understood  the  mean  adroit- 
ness of  this  last  evasion. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

There  are  those  who  maintain  that  a  man  can  do  everything 
better  than  a  woman  can  do  it.  This  is  certainly  true  of  nagging. 
When  a  man  nags  he  shows  his  thoroughness,  his  continuity, 
and  that  love  of  sport  which  is  the  special  pride  and  attribute  of 
his  sex.  When  a  man  nags  he  puts  his  whole  heart  into  the 
effort ;  a  woman  only  nags,  as  a  rule,  because  the  heart  has  been 
taken  out  of  her.  The  nagging  woman  is  an  overtasked  creature 
with  jarred  nerves,  whose  plaint  is  an  expression  of  pain,  a  cry 
for  help.  In  any  interval  of  ease  which  lasts  long  enough  to 
relax  the  tension  she  feels  remorse  and  becomes  amiably  anxious 
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to  atone.  With  the  male  nag  it  is  difiPerent.  He  is  usually  sleek 
and  smiling,  a  joyous  creature,  fond  of  good  living,  whose  self- 
satisfaction  bubbles  over  in  artistic  attempts  to  make  everybody 
else  uncomfortable.  This  was  the  kind  of  creature  Uncle  James 
Patten  was.  He  loved  to  shock  and  jar  and  startle  people,  espe- 
cially if  they  were  powerless  to  retaliate.  Of  two  ways  of  saying 
a  thing  he  invariably  chose  the  more  disagreeable ;  and  when  he 
had  bad  news  to  break  it  added  to  his  interest  in  it  if  the  victim 
felt  it  deeply  and  showed  signs  of  suffering. 

One  morning  at  breakfast  it  might  have  been  suspected  that 
there  was  something  unpleasant  toward,  Uncle  James  had  read 
prayers  with  such  happy  unction  and  showed  such  pleased  impor- 
tance as  he  took  his  seat. 

"Aunt  Victoria,"  he  lisped,  "I  have  just  observed  in  yester- 
day's paper  that  money  matters  are  in  a  bad  way.  There  has 
been  a  crisis  in  the  city,  and  your  investments  have  sunk  so  low 
that  your  income  will  be  practically  nil." 

"What,"  said  Aunt  Victoria  incredulously,  "the  shares  you 
advised  me  to  buy  ? " 

"  Those  are  the  ones ;  yes,"  he  answered. 

"  But,  then — I  fear  you  have  lost  money,  too,"  she  exclaimed. 

"  Oh,  no,  thank  you,"  he  assured  her,  in  a  tone  which  implied 
reproach.    "  I  never  speculate." 

"  James  Patten,"  said  Aunt  Victoria  quietly,  "  am  I  to  under- 
stand that  you  advised  me  to  buy  stock  in  which  you  yourself  did 
not  venture  to  speculate  ? " 

"Well — er — you  see,"  he  answered  with  composure,  "  as  specu- 
lation was  against  my  principles,  I  could  not  take  advantage  of 
the  opportunity  myself,  but  that  seemed  to  me  no  reason  why  you 
should  not  try  to  dou'ble  your  income.  It  may  have  been  an 
error  of  judgment  on  my  part.  I  am  far  from  infallible,  far  from 
infallible ;  but  I  think  I  may  claim  to  be  disinterested.  I  did  not 
hope  to  benefit  myself " 

"  During  my  lifetime,"  Aunt  Victoria  suggested  in  the  same 
tone  of  quiet  self-restraint ;  "  I  see.  My  modest  fortune  would 
not  have  been  much  in  itself  to  a  man  of  your  means,  but  it 
would  have  been  a  considerable  sum  if  doubled." 

"  Yes,  doubles  or  quits,  doubles  or  quits,"  said  Uncle  James, 
beaming  on  Aunt  Victoria  as  if  he  were  saying  something  reas- 
suring.    "  Alas,  the  family  failing  I " 

"  It  is  a  new  departure,  however,  for  the  family  to  gamble  at 
other  people's  expense,''''  said  Aunt  Victoria. 
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"Alas,  poor  human  nature!"  Uncle  James  philosophized, 
shaking  his  head.     "  You  never  know  ;  you  never  know." 

Aunt  Victoria  looked  him  straight  in  the  eyes,  but  made  no 
further  show  of  emotion,  except  that  she  sat  more  rigidly  upright 
than  usual,  perhaps,  and  the  rose  tint  faded  from  her  delicate  face, 
leaving  it  waxen  white  beneath  her  auburn  front 

Uncle  James  eat  an  egg  with  a  pious  air  of  thankfulness  for 
the  mercies  vouchsafed  him. 

"  And  where  will  you  live  now.  Aunt  Victoria  ? "  he  asked  at 
last,  with  an  affectation  of  as  much  concern  as  he  could  get  into 
his  fat  voice.  For  many  years  he  had  insisted  that  Fairholm  was 
the  proper  place  for  his  mother's  sister,  but  then  she  had  had 
money^  to  leave.  "  Do  not  desert  us  altogether,"  he  pursued ;  "  you 
must  come  and  see  us  as  often  as  your  altered  circumstances  will 
admit" 

Great- Aunt  Victoria  Bench  bowed  expressively.  Aunt  Grace 
Mary  grew  very  red  in  the  face.  Mrs.  Caldwell  seemed  to  be  con- 
trolling herself  with  difficulty. 

"  There  will  be  a  spare  room  in  my  cottage,  Aunt  Victoria," 
she  said.  "  I  hope  you  will  consider  it  your  own,  and  make  your 
home  with  me." 

"  Thank  you  kindly,  Caroline,"  the  old  lady  answered,  "  but  I 
must  consider." 

''  It  would  be  a  most  proper  arrangement,"  Uncle  James  geni- 
ally decided ;  "  and  you  would  have  our  dear  little  jBeth,  of  whom 
you  approve,  you  know,  for  an  interest  in  life." 

Beth  left  her  seat  impulsively,  and,  going  round  to  the  old 
lady,  nestled  up  to  her,  slipped  her  little  hand  through  her  arm, 
and  glared  at  Uncle  James  defiantly. 

The  old  lady's  face  quivered  for  a  moment,  and  she  patted  the 
child's  hand. 

But  no  more  was  said  on  the  subject  in  Beth's  hearing ;  only 
later  she  found  that  Aunt  Victoria  was  going  to  live  with  them. 

Uncle  James  had  suddenly  become  quite  anxious  that  Mrs. 
Caldwell  should  be  settled  in  her  own  little  house.  He  said  it 
would  be  so  much  more  comfortable  for  her.  The  little  house 
was  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  property,  by  the  way,  rent  ten  pounds  a 
year,  but  as  it  had  not  been  let  for  a  long  time,  and  it  did  houses 
no  good  to  stand  empty,  Uncle  James  had  graciously  lent  it  to  his 
sister.  When  she  was  so  settled  in  it  that  it  would  be  a  great  in- 
convenience to  move  he  asked  for  the  rent. 

During  the  next  week  he  drove  every  day  \o  \[)ci^  ^\a.\Aftx^  Sx:^. 
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Aunt  Grace  Mary's  pony  carriage,  to  see  if  Mrs.  Caldwell's  furni- 
ture had  arrived  from  Ireland,  and  when  at  last  it  came  he  sent 
every  available  servant  he  had  to  set  tlie  house  in  order,  so  that  it 
might  be  ready  for  immediate  occupation.  He  also  persuaded 
Harriet  Elvidge,  his  invaluable  kitchen  mmd,  to  enter  Mrs.  Cald- 
well's service  as  maid  of  all  work.  There  ia  reason  to  believe  that 
this  arrangement  was  the  outcome  of  Uucle  James's  peculiar  sense 
of  humour ;  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  never  suspected  it 

'■  It  will  be  nice  for  you  to  have  some  one  I  know  all  about," 
Uncle  James  insisted,  ''and  with  a  knowledge  of  cooking  besides. 
And  how  glad  you  will  be  to  sleep  under  your  own  roof  to-night ! " 
he  added  in  a.  tone  of  kindly  congratulation. 

"  And  how  glad  you  will  be  to  get  rid  of  us  I "  said  Beth,  thus 
early  giving  voice  to  what  other  people  were  only  daring  to 
think. 

As  soon  as  they  were  settled  in  the  little  bow-windowed  house 
it  became  obvious  that  there  would  be  differences  of  opinion  be- 
tween mamma  and  Great-Aunt  Victoria  Bench.  They  dilfercd 
about  the  cooking,  about  religion,  and  about  the  education  of 
children.  Aunt  Victoria  thought  that  if  you  cooked  meat  a  sec- 
ond time  it  took  all  the  goodness  out  of  it ;  Mrs.  Caldwell  liked 
stews,  and  she  said  if  tlie  joints  were  underdone  at  first,  as  they 
should  be,  recooking  did  not  take  the  goodness  out  of  the  meats. 
But  Aunt  Victoria  abominated  underdone  joints  more  than  any- 

The  education  of  the  children  was  a  more  serious  matter,  how- 
ever— a  matter  of  principle,  in  fact,  as  npixwed  to  a  matter  of  taste. 
Mrs.  Caldwell  had  determined  to  give  her  boya  a  good  start  in 
life.  In  order  to  do  this  on  her  very  limited  income  she  was 
obliged  to  exercise  the  utmost  self-denial,  and  even  with  that  there 
would  be  little  or  nothing  left  to  spend  on  the  girls.  This,  how- 
ever, did  not  seeni  to  Mrs.  Caldwell  to  be  a  matter  of  much  im- 
portance. It  is  customary  to  sacrifice  the  girls  of  a  family  to  the 
boya,  to  give  them  no  educational  advantages,  and  then  to  jeer  at 
them  for  their  ignorance  and  silliness.  Mrs.  Caldwell's  own  edu- 
cation had  been  of  the  most  desultory  character,  but  such  as  it 

:,  she  was  content  with  it.  "  The  method  has  answered  in  my 
case,"  she  complacently  maintained,  without  the  slightest  suspi- 
that  the  assertion  proved  notliing  hut  extreme  self-satisfac- 
tion. Accordingly,  as  she  could  not  afford  to  send  her  daug'hters 
to  school  as  well  as  the  boys,  she  decided  to  educate  them  herself. 
Everybody  who  could  read,  write,  and  cipher  was  supposed  to  be 
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able  to  teach  in  those  days,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  undertook  the  task 
without  a  doubt  of  her  own  capacity.  But  Aunt  Victoria  was  not 
so  sanguine. 

"  I  hope  religious  instruction  will  be  a  part  of  their  education," 
she  said  when  the  subject  was  first  discussed. 

"  They  shall  read  the  Bible  from  beginning  to  end,"  Mrs.  Cald- 
well answered  shortly. 

"  That  I  should  think  would  be  hardly  desirable,"  Aunt  Vic- 
toria deprecated  gently. 

"And  I  shall  teach  them  their  catechism  and  take  them  to 
church,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  proceeded.  "  That  is  the  way  in  which  / 
was  taught." 

"  We  were  instructed  in  doctrine,  and  taught  to  order  our  con- 
duct on  certain  fixed  principles,  which  were  explained  to  us," 
Aunt  Victoria  ventured. 

"  Indeed,  yes,  I  dare  say,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  observed  politely ;  so 
there  the  subject  had  to  drop. 

But  Aunt  Victoria  was  far  from  satisfied.  She  shook  her  head 
sadly  over  her  niece's  spiritual  state,  and  determined  to  save  the 
souls  of  her  great  nieces  by  instructing  them  herself  as  occasion 
should  offer. 

"  What  is  education,  mamma  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  Why,  learning  things,  of  course,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  replied,  with 
a  smile  at  the  child's  simplicity. 

"I  know  that,"  Beth  snapped,  irritated  by  her  mother's 
manner. 

"  Then  why  did  you  ask  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  wished  to  know. 

"  The  child  has  probably  heard  that  that  is  not  all,"  said  Aunt 
Victoria.  "  *  Learning  things '  is  but  one  item  of  education,  if 
you  mean  by  that  the  mere  acquisition  of  knowledge.  A  well- 
ordered  day,  for  instance,  is  an  essential  part  of  education.  Edu- 
cation is  a  question  of  discipline,  of  regular  hours  for  everything, 
from  the  getting  up  in  the  morning  to  the  going  to  bed  at  night, 
No  mind  can  be  properly  developed  without  routine.  Teach  a 
child  how  to  order  its  time,  and  its  talents  will  do  the  rest." 

"  Get  out  your  books,  children,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  and  Aunt 
Victoria  hurriedly  withdrew. 

Beth  put  a  large  Bible,  Colenso's  arithmetic,  a  French  gram- 
mar, and  Pinnock,  an  old-fashioned  compilation  of  questions  and 
answers,  on  the  table,  and  looked  at  them  despondently.  Then 
she  took  a  slate,  set  herself  the  easiest  addition  sum  she  could  find 
in  Colenso,  and  did  it  wrong.    Her  mother  told  her  to  correct  it. 
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"  I  wish  you  would  show  me  how,  mamma,"  Beth  pleaded. 

**  You  must  find  out  for  yourself,"  her  mother  answered. 

This  was  her  favourite  formula.  She  had  no  idea  of  making 
the  lessons  either  easy  or  interesting  to  the  children.  Teaching 
was  a  duty  she  detested,  a  time  of  trial  both  to  herself  and  to  her 
pupils,  to  be  got  over  as  soon  as  possible.  The  whole  proceeding 
only  occupied  two  or  three  dreadful  hours  of  the  morning,  and 
then  the  children  were  free  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  and  so  was  she. 

After  lessons  they  all  went  out  together  to  the  north  cliffs, 
where  Aunt  Victoria  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  walked  to  and  fro  on  a 
sheltered  terrace,  while  the  children  played  on  the  sands  below. 
It  was  a  still  day  when  Beth  first  saw  the  sands,  and  the  lonely 
level  and  the  tranquil  sea  delighted  her.  On  her  left,  white  cliffs 
curved  round  the  bay  like  an  arm ;  on  her  right  was  the  gray  and 
solid  old  stone  pile ;  and  behind  her  the  mellow  red-brick  houses 
of  the  little  town  scrambled  up  an  incline  from  the  shore  irregu- 
larly. Silver  sparkles  brightened  the  hard,  smooth  surface  of  the 
sand  in  the  sunshine.  The  tide  was  coming  in,  and  tiny  waves 
advanced  in  irregular  curves  and  broke  with  a  merry  murmur. 
Joy  got  hold  of  Beth  as  she  gazed  about  her,  feeling  the  beauty  of 
the  scene.  With  the  infinite  charity  of  childhood,  she  forgave 
her  mother  her  trespasses  against  her  for  that  day,*and  her  little 
soul  was  filled  with  the  peace  of  the  newly  shriven.  She  flour- 
ished a  little  wooden  spade  that  Aunt  Victoria  had  given  her,  but 
did  not  dig.  The  surface  of  the  sand  was  all  unbroken ;  no  dis- 
figuring foot  of  man  had  trodden  the  long  expanse,  and  Beth 
hesitated  to  be  the  first  to  spoil  its  exquisite  serenity.  Her  heart 
expanded,  however,  and  she  shouted  aloud  in  a  great  uncontrol- 
lable burst  of  exultation. 

A  man  with  a  brown  beard  and  mustache,  short,  crisp,  curly 
hair,  and  deep-set,  glittering  dark-gray  eyes  came  up  to  her  from 
behind.  He  wore  a  blue  pilot  coat,  blue  trousers,  and  a  peaked 
cap,  the  dress  of  a  merchant  skipper. 

"  Don't  desecrate  this  heavenly  solitude  with  discordant  cries," 
he  exclaimed. 

Beth  had  not  heard  him  approach,  and  she  turned  round, 
startled,  when  he  spoke. 

"  I  thought  I  was  singing,"  she  rejoined. 

"  Don't  dig  and  disfigure  the  beautiful  bare  brown  bosom  of 
the  shore,"  he  pursued. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  dig,"  Beth  said,  looking  up  in  his  face,  and 
then  looking  round  about  her  in  perfect  comprehension  of  his 
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mood.  "  *  The  beautiful  bare  brown  bosom  of  the  shore/  "  she 
slowly  repeated,  delighting  in  the  phrase.  '*  It's  the  kind  of  thing 
you  can  sing,  you  know." 

"Yes,"  said  the  man,  suddenly  smiling;  "it  is  pure  poetry, 
and  I  make  you  a  present  of  the  copyright." 

"But,"  Beth  objected,  "the  shore  is  not  brown.  "I've  been 
thinking  and  thinking  what  to  call  it.  It's  the  colour— the  col- 
our of — the  colour  of  tarnished  silver,"  she  burst  out  at  last, 
triumphantly. 

"  Well  observed,"  he  said. 

"  Then  I  make  you  a  present  of  the  copyright,"  Beth  answered 
readily. 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said ;  "  but  it  will  not  scan." 

"  What  is  scan  ? " 

"  It  won't  fit  into  the  verse,  you  know." 

"The  beautiful  bare  colour-of-tarnished-silver  bosom  of  the 
shore,"  she  sang  out  glibly ;  then  agreed,  with  a  wise  shake  of 
her  head,  that  the  phrase  was  impossible,  and  recurred  to  another 
point  of  interest,  as  was  her  wont.     "  What  is  copyright  ? " 

Before  he  could  answer,  however,  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  swooped 
down  upon  them.  She  had  seen  him  from  the  cliff  talking  to 
Beth,  and  hastened  down  the  steps  in  her  hot-tempsred  way,  de- 
termined to  rebuke  the  man  for  his  familiarity,  and  heedless  of 
Aunt  Victoria,  wlio  had  made  an  effort  to  stop  her. 

"  May  I  ask  you  why  you  are  interfering  with  my  child,  sir  ? " 
she  demanded. 

The  man  in  the  sailor  suit  raised  his  hat  and  bowed  low. 

"  Excuse  me,  madam,"  he  said.  "  I  could  not  possibly  have 
supposed  that  she  was  your  child." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  coloured  angrily,  as  at  an  insult,  although  the 
words  seemed  innocent  enough.  When  he  had  spoken,  he  turned 
to  Beth,  with  his  hat  still  in  his  hand,  and  added :  "  Good-bye, 
little  lady.  We  must  meet  again,  you  and  I — on  the  *  beautiful 
bare  brown  bosom  of  the  shore.' " 

Beth's  sympathy  shone  out  in  a  smile,  and  she  waved  her  hand 
confidingly  to  him  as  he  turned  away.  Mrs.  Caldwell  seized  her 
arm,  and  hurried  her  up  the  steps  to  where  Aunt  Victoria  stood 
on  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  blinking  calmly. 

"  Imagine  Beth  scraping  acquaintance  with  such  a  common- 
looking  person,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  cried.  "  You  must  never  speak  to 
him  or  look  at  him  again,  do  you  hear  ?  I  wonder  what  taste  you 
will  develop  next ! " 
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"  It  is  a  pity  that  you  are  so  impetuous,  Caroline,"  Aunt  Vic- 
toria observed  quietly.  "That  gentleman  is  the  Count  Gustav 
Bartahlinsky,  who  may  perhaps  be  considered  eccentric  here, 
where  nobleman  of  great  attainments  and  wealth  are  certainly 
not  numerous,  but  is  hardly  to  be  called  common-looking." 

Beth  saw  her  mother's  countenance  drop. 

"  Then  I  may  speak  to  him,"  she  decided  for  herself.  **  What's 
a  copyright,  mamma  ? " 

**  Oh,  don't  bother,  Beth  ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed  irritably. 

When  they  went  home  Bernadine  clamoured  for  food,  and  her 
mother  gave  her  a  piece  of  bread.  They  were  to  have  dinner  at 
four  o'clock,  but  no  luncheon,  for  economy's  sake.  Beth  was 
hungry  too,  but  she  would  not  confess  it.  What  she  had  heard 
of  their  poverty  had  made  a  deep  impression  on  her,  and  she  was 
determined  to  eat  as  little  as  possible.  Aunt  Victoria  glanced  at 
Bernadine  and  the  bread  as  she  went  up  to  her  room,  and  Beth 
fancied  she  heard  her  sigh.  Was  the  old  lady  hungry,  too,  she 
wondered,  and  her  little  heart  sank. 

This  was  Beth's  first  exercise  in  self-denial,  but  she  had  plenty 
of  practice,  for  the  scene  was  repeated  day  after  day. 

The  children,  being  free,  had  to  amuse  themselves  as  best  they 
could,  and  went  out  to  play  in  the  little  garden  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  Mrs.  Caldwell's  own  freedom  was  merely  freedom  for 
thought.  Most  of  the  day  she  spent  beside  the  dining-room  table, 
making  and  mending,  her  only  distraction  being  an  occasional 
glance  through  the  window  at  the  boughs  of  the  apple  trees  which 
showed  above  the  wall  opposite  or  at  the  people  passing.  Even 
when  teaching  the  children  she  made,  mended,  and  pursued  her 
own  thoughts,  mapping  out  careers  for  her  boys,  making  bril- 
liant matches  for  Mildred  and  Bernadine,  and  even  building  a 
castle  for  Beth  now  and  then.  She  made  and  mended  as  badly  as 
might  be  expected  for  a  woman  whose  proud  boast  it  was  that 
when  she  was  married  she  could  not  hem  a  pocket  handkerchief, 
and  she  did  it  all  herself.  She  had  no  notion  of  utilizing  the  mo- 
tive power  at  hand  in  the  children.  As  her  own  energy  had  been 
wasted  in  her  childhood,  so  she  wasted  theirs,  letting  it  expend 
itself  to  no  purpose,  instead  of  teaching  them  to  apply  it.  She 
was  essentially  a  creature  of  habit.  All  that  she  had  been 
taught  in  her  youth  she  taught  them ;  but  any  accomplishment 
she  had  acquired  in  later  life  she  seemed  to  think  that  they  also 
should  wait  to  acquire.  She  had  always  dressed  for  dinner,  so 
now,  at  halt  past  three  every  day,  she  put  away  her  work,  went 
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into  the  kitchen  for  some  hot  water,  which  she  carried  upstairs 
herself,  called  the  children,  and  proceeded  to  brush  her  own  hair 
carefully  and  change  her  dress.  She  expected  the  children  to  fol- 
low her  example,  but  did  not  pay  much  attention  to  their  pro- 
ceedings, and  they,  childlike,  constantly  and  consistently  shirked 
as  much  of  the  ceremony  as  possible.  If  their  mother  caught 
them  with  unwashed  hands  and  half -brushed  hair,  she  thumped 
them  on  the  back  and  made  them  wash  and  brush  ;  but  she  was 
generally  thinking  about  something  else,  and  did  not  catch  them. 
The  rite,  however,  being  regularly  although  imperfectly  per- 
formed, resulted  in  a  good  habit. 

There  was  another  thing,  too,  for  which  Beth  had  good  reason 
to  be  grateful  to  her  mother.  During  winter,  when  the  days  were 
short,  or  when  bad  weather  made  it  impossible  to  go  out  on  sum- 
mer evenings,  Mrs.  Caldwell  always  read  aloud  to  the  children 
after  tea  till  bedtime.  Most  mothers  would  have  made  the  chil- 
dren read  ;  but  there  was  a  great  deal  of  laxity  mixed  with  Mrs. 
Caldwell's  harshness.  She  found  it  easier  to  do  things  herself 
than  to  make  the  children  do  them  for  her.  They  objected  to 
read,  and  liked  to  be  read  to,  so  she  read  to  them ;  and  as,  fortu- 
nately, she  had  no  money  to  buy  children's  books,  she  read  what 
there  were  in  the  house.  Beth's  ear  was  still  quicker  than  her 
eye,  and  she  would  not  read  to  herself  if  she  could  help  it ;  but 
before  she  was  fourteen,  thanks  to  her  mother,  she  knew  much  of 
Scott,  Jane  Austen,  Dickens,  Thackeray,  Bulwer  Lytton,  and  even 
some  of  Shakespeare,  well ;  besides  such  books  as  The  Woman  in 
White,  The  Dead  Secret,  Loyal  Heart  or  the  Trappers,  The 
Scalp  Hunters,  and  many  more,  all  of  which  helped  greatly  to 
develop  her  intelligence. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

During  the  next  two  years  Beth  continued  to  look  on  at  life, 
with  eyes  wide  open,  deeply  interested.  Her  mind  at  his  time 
acting  without  conscious  eflPort,  was  a  mere  photographic  appa- 
ratus  for  the  registration  of  impressions  on  the  brain.  Every  in- 
cident stored  and  docketed  itself  somewhere  in  her  consciousness 
for  future  use,  and  it  was  upon  this  hoard  that  she  drew  even- 
tually with  such  astonishing  eflPect. 

Rousseau  in  Emile  chose  a  common  capacity  to  educate^  be- 
cause, he  said,  genius  will  educate  itself',  bwt  e^eiv  ^^otlws&^w:^^ 
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find  its  labours  lightened  by  having  been  taught  the  use  of  some 
few  tools,  such  as  are  supplied  by  the  rudiments  of  a  conventional 
education.  Beth  was  never  taught  anything  thoroughly ;  very 
few  girls  were  in  her  day.  A  woman  was  expected  at  that  time 
to  earn  her  livelihood  by  marrying  a  man  and  bringing  up  a 
family ;  and  so  long  as  her  face  was  attractive,  the  fact  that  she 
was  ignorant,  foolish,  and  trivial  did  not,  in  the  estimation  of  the 
average  man,  at  all  disqualify  her  for  the  task.  Beth's  education  at 
this  most  impressionable  period  of  her  life  consisted  in  the  acquisi- 
tion of  a  few  facts  which  were  not  made  to  interest  her,  and  neither 
influenced  her  conduct  nor  helped  to  form  her  character.  She 
might  lecim  in  the  morning,  for  instance,  that  William  the  Con- 
queror arrived  1066,  but  the  information  did  not  prevent  her  being 
as  naughty  as  possible  in  the  afternoon.  One  can  not  help  specu- 
lating on  how  much  she  lost  or  gained  by  the  haphazard  of  her 
early  training ;  but  one  thing  is  certain :  had  the  development  of 
her  genius  depended  upon  a  careful  acquisition  of  such  knowl- 
edge as  is  to  be  had  at  school,  it  must  have  remained  latent  for- 
ever. 

As  it  was,  however,  being  forced  out  into  the  life  school  of  the 
world,  she  there  matriculated  on  her  own  account,  and  so  perhaps 
saved  her  fm'ther  faculty  from  destruction.  For  theoretical 
knowledge  would  have  dulled  the  keenness  of  her  insight  prob- 
ably, confused  her  point  of  view,  and  brought  in  accepted  com- 
monplaces to  spoil  the  originality  of  her  conclusions.  It  was 
from  practical  experience  of  life  rather  than  from  books  that  she 
learned  her  work ;  she  saw  for  herself  before  she  came  under  the 
influence  of  other  people's  observations,  and  this  was  doubtless 
the  secret  of  her  success ;  but  it  involved  the  cruel  necessity  of  a 
hard  and  strange  apprenticeship.  From  the  time  of  their  arrival 
in  Rainharbour  she  lived  three  lives  a  day :  the  life  of  lessons  and 
coercion  which  was  forced  upon  her,  an  altogether  artificial  and 
unsatisfactory  life ;  the  life  she  took  up  the  moment  she  was  free 
to  act  for  heraelf ;  and  a  life  of  endless  dreams  which  mingled 
with  the  other  two  unwholesomely.  For  the  rich  soil  of  her 
mind,  left  uncultivated,  was  bound  to  bring  forth  something,  and 
because  there  was  so  little  seed  sown  in  it,  the  crop  was  mostly 
weeds. 

When  we  review  the  march  of  events  which  come  crowding 
into  a  life,  seeing  how  few  it  is  possible  to  describe,  no  one  can 
wonder  that  there  is  talk  of  the  difficulty  of  selection.  Who,  for 
iDstance,  could  have  supposed  that  a  good  striped  jacket  Jim  had 
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outgrown  and  Mrs.  Caldwell's  love  of  gray  would  have  had  much 
effect  upon  Beth's  career ;  and  yet  these  trifles  were  epoch-mak- 
ing. Mrs.  Caldwell  thought  gray  a  ladylike  colour,  and  there- 
fore bought  Beth  a  Carmelite  dress  of  a  delicate  shade  for  the 
summer.  For  the  first  few  weeks  the  dress  was  a  joy  to  Beth,  but 
after  that  it  began  to  be  stained  by  one  thing  and  another,  and 
every  spot  upon  it  was  a  source  of  misery,  not  only  because  she 
was  punished  for  messing  the  dress,  but  also  because  she  had 
messed  it,  for  she  was  beginning  to  be  fastidious  about  her 
clothes  ;  and  every  time  she  went  out  she  was  conscious  of  those 
unsightly  stains,  and  fancied  everybody  was  looking  at  them. 
She  had  to  wear  the  frock,  however,  for  want  of  another,  and  in 
the  autumn,  when  the  days  began  to  be  chilly,  a  cast-off  jacket  of 
Jim's  was  added  to  the  affliction.  Mrs.  Caldwell  caught  her  try- 
ing it  on  one  day,  and  after  shaking  her  for  doing  so,  she  noticed 
that  the  jacket  fitted  her,  and  the  bright  idea  of  making  Beth 
wear  it  out  so  that  it  might  not  be  wasted  occurred  to  her.  To  do 
her  justice,  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  no  idea  of  the  torture  she  was  in- 
flicting upon  Beth  by  forcing  her  to  appear  in  her  soiled  frock 
and  a  boy's  jacket.  The  poor  lady  was  in  great  straits  at  the  time, 
and  had  nothing  to  spend  on  her  daughters  because  her  sons  were 
growing  up  and  beginning  to  clamour  for  pocket  money.  Their 
mother  considered  it  right  that  they  should  have  it,  too ;  and  so 
the  tender,  delicate,  sensitive  little  girl  had  to  go  dirty  and 
ashamed  in  order  that  'her  brothers  might  have  wherewithal  to 
swing  a  cane,  smoke,  drink  beer,  play  billiards,  and  do  all  else 
that  makes  boys  men  in  their  own  estimation  at  that  age. 

Rainharbour  was  little  more  than  a  fishing  village  in  those 
days,  though  it  became  a  fashionable  watering  place  in  a  very 
few  years.  When  Mrs.  Caldwell  first  settled  there  a  whole  cod- 
fish was  sold  for  sixpence,  fowls  were  one  and  ninepence  a  pair, 
eggs  were  almost  given  away,  and  the  manners  of  the  people  were 
in  keeping  with  the  low  prices.  The  natives  had  no  idea  of  con- 
cealing their  feelings,  and  were  in  the  habit  of  expressing  their 
opinions  of  each  other  and  things  in  general  at  the  top  of  their 
voices  in  the  open  street.  They  were  as  conservative  as  the  Chi- 
nese, too,  and  thought  anything  new  and  strange  ridiculous. 
Consequently,  when  a  little  girl  appeared  among  them  in  a  boy's 
jacket  they  let  her  know  that  they  resented  the  innovation. 

"She's  getten  a  lad's  jacket  on !  Oh,  oh !  she's  getten  a  lad's 
jacket  on ! "  the  children  called  aloud  after  her  in  the  street,  while 
their  mothers  came  to  the  cottage  doors,  vjipm^  «^«:^^\xi^^  l-to-ta. 


132  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

their  arms,  and  stood  staring  as  at  a  show;  and  even  the  big 
bland  sailors  lounging  on  the  quay  expanded  into  broad  grins  or 
solemnly  winked  at  one  another.  Beth  flushed  with  shame,  but 
her  courageous  little  heart  was  instantly  full  of  fight.  "  What 
ignorant  people  these  are ! "  she  exclaimed  haughtily,  turning  to 
Bernadine,  who  had  dropped  behind  out  of  the  obloquy.  "  What 
ignorant  people  these  are  1  They  know  nothing  of  the  fashions." 
The  insinuation  stung  her  persecutors,  but  that  only  made  them 
the  more  offensive,  and  wherever  she  went  she  was  jeered  at — 
openly  if  there  were  no  grown-up  person  with  her,  covertly  if 
there  were ;  but  always  so  that  she  understood.  After  that  6rst 
explosion  she  used  to  march  along  with  an  air  of  calm  indiffer- 
ence, as  if  she  heard  nothing,  but  she  had  to  put  great  constraint 
upon  herself  in  order  to  seem  superior  while  feeling  deeply 
humiliated ;  and  all  the  time  she  suffered  so  acutelj'-  that  at  last 
she  could  hardly  be  induced  to  go  out  at  all. 

Mrs.  Caldwell,  who  never  noticed  the  "common  people" 
enough  to  be  aware  of  their  criticism,  would  not  listen  to  any- 
thing Beth  had  to  say  on  the  subject,  and  considered  that  her 
objection  to  go  out  in  the  jacket  was  merely  another  instance  of 
her  tiresome  obstinacy.  Punishment  ensued,  and  Beth  had  the 
daily  choice  whether  she  should  be  scolded  and  beaten  for  refus- 
ing to  go  out  or  be  publicly  jeered  at  for  wearing  a  "lad's 
jacket." 

Sometimes  she  preferred  the  chance  of  public  derision  to  the 
certainty  of  private  chastisement,  but  of  tener  she  took  the  chas- 
tisement. This  state  of  things  could  not  last  much  longer,  how- 
ever. Hitherto  her  mother  had  ruled  her  by  physical  force,  but 
now  their  wills  were  coming  into  collision,  and  it  was  inevitable 
that  the  more  determined  should  carry  her  point. 

"  Go  and  put  your  things  on  directly,  you  naughty,  obstinate 
child ! "  her  mother  screamed  at  her  one  day.    Beth  did  not  move. 

"Do  you  hear  me  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

Beth  made  no  sign.  And  suddenly  Mrs.  Caldwell  realized 
that  if  Beth  would  not  go  out  she  could  not  make  her.  She  never 
thought  of  trying  to  persuade  her.  All  that  occurred  to  her  was 
that  Beth  was  too  big  to  be  carried  or  pulled  or  pushed ;  that  she 
might  be  hurt,  but  could  not  be  frightened ;  and  that  there  was 
nothing  for  it,  therefore,  but  to  let  her  have  her  own  way. 

"Very  well,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  "I  shall  go  without 
you.  But  you'll  be  punished  for  your  wickedness  some  day, 
jroull see;  and  then  you'll  be  sorry." 
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Mildred  had  gone  to  be  educated  by  a  rich  sister  of  her  father's 
by  this  time ;  Aunt  Victoria  and  Bernadine  usually  went  out  with 
Mrs.  Caldwell ;  so  it  came  to  *pass  that  Beth  began  to  be  left  pretty 
much  to  her  own  resources,  of  which  Harriet  Elvidge,  in  the 
kitchen,  was  one,  and  a  considerable  one. 

Harriet  was  a  woman  of  well-marked  individuality  and  bril- 
liant imagination.  She  could  never  separate  fact  from  fiction  in 
any  form  of  narrative,  and  narrative  was  her  speciality.  She  was 
always  recounting  something.  Beth  used  to  follow  her  from  room 
to  room,  as  she  went  about  her  work,  listening  with  absolute  faith 
and  the  deepest  interest  to  the  stream  of  narrative  which  flowed  on 
without  interruption,  no  matter  what  Harriet  was  doing.  Some- 
times when  she  was  dusting  the  drawing-room  mantelpiece  she 
would  pause  with  a  china  cup  in  one  hand  and  her  duster  in  the 
other  to  emphasize  a  thrilling  incident  or  make  a  speech  impres- 
sive with  suitable  gesticulation ;  and  sometimes  she  would  stop 
with  her  hand  on  the  yellowstone  with  which  she  was  rubbing 
the  kitchen  hearth,  and  her  head  in  the  grate  almost,  for  the  same 
purpose.  Often,  too,  Beth  in  her  eager  sympathy  would  say, 
*'  Let  me  do  that ! "  and  Harriet  would  sit  in  an  armchair  if  they 
were  in  the  drawing-room  and  resign  the  duster,  or  the  dishcloth 
if  they  were  in  the  kitchen,  and  continue  the  recital,  while  Beth 
showed  her  appreciation  and  encouraged  her  to  proceed  by  doing 
the  greater  part  of  her  wOrk  for  her.  Mrs.  Caldwell  never  could 
make  out  why  Beth's  hands  were  in  such  a  state — "  They  are  all 
cracked  and  begrimed,"  she  would  exclaim,  "  as  if  the  child  had 
to  do  dirty  work,  like  a  servant."  And  it  was  a  good  thing  for 
Beth  that  she  did  it,  for  otherwise  she  would  have  had  no  physical 
training  at  all,  and  would  have  suffered,  as  her  sister  Mildred  did, 
for  want  of  it.  Mildred,  unlike  Beth,  held  her  head  high  and 
never  forgot  that  she  was  a  young  lady  by  right  of  descent,  with 
an  hereditary  aptitude  for  keeping  her  inferiors  in  their  proper 
place.  She  only  went  into  the  kitchen  of  necessity,  and  would 
never  have  dreamed  of  dusting,  sweeping,  bedmaking,  or  laying 
the  table  to  help  the  servant,  however  much  she  might  have  been 
overtasked.  Harriet  would  not  have  dared  to  approach  her  with 
the  familiar  pleading  either,  *'  I  say,  miss,  'elp  uz — I'm  that  done," 
to  which  Beth  so  readily  responded.  Mildred  was  studious ;  she 
had  profited  by  the  good  teaching  she  had  had  while  her  father 
was  alive,  andi  was  able  to  "  make  things  out "  for  herself ;  but 
she  cultivated  her  mind  at  the  expense  of  her  body.  Shei  ^^n^^  w:^^ 
of  those  delicate,  nervous,  sensitive  girla  vAio&^  \jivx«^  \st«^T4&  ^c^h 
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quire  the  rest  of  regular  manual  exercise,  and  for  want  of  it  she 
lived  upon  books,  and  very  literally  died  of  them  eventually.  She 
was  naturally,  so  to  speak,  an  artificial  product  of  conventional 
ideas ;  Beth,  on  the  contrary,  was  altogether  a  little  human  being, 
but  one  of  those  who  answered  to  expectation  with  fatal  versatil- 
ity. She  liked  blacking  grates,  and  did  them  well,  because  Harriet 
told  her  she  could ;  she  hated  writing  copies,  and  did  them  dis- 
gracefully, because  her  mother  beat  her  for  a  blot  and  said  she 
would  never  improve.  For  the  same  reason,  long  before  she 
could  read  aloud  to  her  mother  intelligibly,  she  had  learned  all 
that  Harriet  could  teach  her,  not  only  of  the  housework  but  of 
the  cooking,  from  cleaning  a  fish  and  trussing  a  fowl  to  making 
barley  broth  and  puff  pastry.  Harriet  was  a  good  cook  if  she  had 
the  things,  as  she  said  herself,  having  picked  up  a  great  deal  when 
she  was  kitchen  maid  in  Uncle  James's  household. 

Harriet  was  the  daughter  of  a  labourer.  Her  people  lived  at  a 
village  some  miles  away,  and  every  Saturday  morning  a  carrier 
with  a  covered  cart  brought  her  a  letter  from  home  and  a  little 
parcel  containing  a  cheesecake  or  some  other  dainty.  Beth  took 
a  lively  interest  both  in  the  cheesecake  and  the  letter.  What's 
the  news  from  home  to-day  ? "  she  would  ask.  **  How's  Annie, 
and  what  has  mother  sent  ? "  Whereupon  Harriet  would  share 
the  cheesecake  with  her  and  read  the  letter  aloud,  work  being 
suspended  as  long  as  possible  for  the  purpose. 

Harriet  was  about  twenty-five  at  this  time.  She  had  very 
black  silky  hair,  straight  and  heavy,  parted  in  the  middle,  drawn 
down  over  her  ears,  and  gathered  up  in  a  knot  behind.  Her  face 
was  oval,  forehead  high,  eyebrows  arched  and  delicate,  nose 
straight,  and  she  had  large,  expressive  dark-gray  eyes,  rather 
deeply  set,  with  long  black  lashes,  and  a  mouth  that  would  have 
been  handsome  of  the  sensual  full-lipped  kind  had  it  not  been 
distorted  by  a  burn,  which  had  disfigured  her  throat  and  chin  as 
well.  She  had  set  her  pinafore  on  fire  when  she  was  a  child,  and 
it  had  blazed  up  under  her  chin,  causing  irreparable  injury  before 
the  flames  could  be  extinguished.  But  for  that  accident  she  would 
have  been  a  singularly  good-looking  woman  of  a  type  which  was 
common  in  books  of  beauty  at  the  beginning  of  this  reign. 

She  could  read  and  write  after  a  fashion,  and  was  intelligent, 
but  ignorant,  deceitful,  superstitious,  and  hysterical.  Mrs.  Cald- 
well continually  lectured  Beth  about  going  into  the  kitchen  so 
much,  but  she  only  lectured  on  principle  really.  Young  ladies 
could  not  be  allowed  to  associate  with  servants  as  a  rule,  but  an 
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exception  might  be  made  in  the  case  of  a  good,  steady,  sober  sort 
of  person,  such  as  Mrs.  Caldwell  believed  Harriet  to  be,  who  could 
keep  the  troublesome  child  out  of  mischief  and  do  her  no  harm. 
Harriet,  as  it  happened,  delighted  in  mischief,  and  was  often  the 
instigator,  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  might  be  excused  for  not  suspecting 
this,  as  she  only  saw  her  on  her  best  behaviour:  When  the  chil- 
dren were  safe  in  bed  and  Miss  Victoria  Bench,  who  was  an  early 
person,  had  also  retired,  Harriet  would  put  on  a  clean  apron  and 
appear  before  Mrs.  Caldwell  in  the  character  of  a  respectable,  vigi- 
lant domestic,  more  anxious  about  her  mistress's  interests  than  her 
own ;  and  she  would  then  make  a  report  in  which  Beth  figured  as 
a  fiend  of  a  child  who  could  not  be  trusted  alone  for  a  moment, 
and  Harriet  herself  as  a  conscientious  custodian,  but  for  whom 
nobody  knows  what  might  have  happened. 

When  Harriet  had  no  particular  incident  to  report  at  these 
secret  conferencess  he  would  tell  Mrs.  Caldwell  her  dreams,  and 
describe  signs  and  portents  of  coming  events  which  she  had  ob- 
served during  the  day;  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  would  listen  with 
interest.  Superstition  is  a  subject  on  which  the  most  class-proud 
will  consult  with  the  lowest  and  the  wickedest ;  it  is  a  mighty 
leveller  downward.  But  the  poor  lady  had  a  lonely  life.  It  was 
not  Mrs.  Caldwell's  fault,  but  the  fault  of  her  day  that  she  was  not 
a  noble  woman.  She  belonged  to  early  Victorian  times,  when 
every  effort  was  made  to  mould  the  characters  of  women,  as  the 
homes  of  the  period  were  built,  on  lines  of  ghastly  uniformity. 
The  education  of  a  girl  in  those  days  was  eminently  calculated  to 
cloud  her  intelligence  and  strengthen  every  failing  developed 
in  her  sex  by  ages  of  suppression.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  a  plastic 
person,  and  her  mind  had  been  successfully  compressed  into  the 
accustomed  groove  until  her  husband  came  and  helped  it  to  es- 
cape a  little  in  one  or  two  directions,  with  the  effect,  however,  of 
spoiling  its  conventional  symmetry  without  restoring  its  natural 
beauty.  If  the  mind  be  tight-laced  long  enough,  it  is  ruined  as  a 
model,  just  as  the  body  is ;  and  throwing  off  the  stays  which  re- 
strained it  merely  exposes  its  deformities  without  remedying 
them ;  so  that  there  is  nothing  for  the  old  generation  but  to  re- 
main in  stays.  Mrs.  Caldwell,  with  all  her  deformities,  was  just 
as  heroic  as  she  knew  how  to  be.  She  lived  for  her  children  to 
the  extent  of  denying  herself  the  bare  necessities  of  life  for  them  ; 
and  bore  poverty  and  obscurity  of  a  galling  kind  without  a  mur- 
mur. She  scarcely  ever  saw  a  soul  to  speak  to.  Uncle  James 
Patten  and  the  Benyon  family  did  not  associate  much  with  the 
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rtownspeople,  and  were  not  popular  in  the  couiitrr;  bo  tbat  Mrs. 
t  Caldwell  had  very  few  visitors.     Of  eourse  it  was  an  advauta^  to 
I  be  known  as  a  relation  of  the  great  people  of  the  place,  although 
^  the  great  people  had  a  bad  name;  but  then  she  was  evidently  a 
E  poor  relation,  which  made  it  almost  a  virtue  to  neglect  her  in  a 
community  of  Christians  who  only  professed  to  love  the  Lord 
himself  for  what  they  could  get.     "You  must  worship  God  be- 
cause he  can  give  you  everything,"  was  what  they  taught  their 
children.    Even  the  vicar  of  the  parish  would  not  call  on  any- 
body with  less  than  five  hundred  a  year.     He  kept  a  school  for 
k  boys  which  paid  him  more  than  cent  per  cent,  but  did  nothing  for 
I  his  parishioners  except  preach  sermons  an  hour  long  on  Sundays. 
I  Belf-denial  and  molality  were  his  favourite  subjects.    He  had  had 
•three  wives  himself,  and  was  getting  through  a  fourth  as  fast  as 
f  one  baby  a  year  would  do  it 

Mrs.  Caldwell,  left  to  herself,  found  her  evenings  especially 

■long  and  dreary.    It  was  her  habit  to  write  her  letters  then,  and 

Biead.  particulai-ly  in  French  and  Italian,  which  she  had  some 

Jvague  notion  helped  to  improve  her  mind.    But  she  often  wearied 

■  for  a  word,  and  began  to  heai'  voices  herself  in  the  howling  winter 

■'winds,  and  to  brood  upon  the  possible  meaning  of  her  own  dreams, 

md  to  wonder  why  a  solitary  rook  flew  over  her  house  in  pariicu- 

Plar  and  cawed  twice  as  it  passed.     Little  things  naturally  become 

of  great  importance  in  such  a  life,  and  Harriet  kept  up  the  supply, 

she  being  the  connecting  link  between  Mrs.  Caldwell  and  tlie 

outer  world.     She  knew  all  that  was  happening  in  the  place,  and 

she  claimed  to  know  all  that  was  going  to  happen ;  and  by  degrees 

I  the  mistress  as  well  as  the  maid  fell  into  the  way  of  comparing 

I  events  with  the  forebodings  which  bad  preceded  them,  and  often 

I  established  a  satisfactory  connection  between  the  l;wo. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  always  made  coffee  in  the  kitchen  for  breakfast 

lin  the  morning,  and  while  she  was  so  engaged  Harriet  busy  mak- 

ling  toast,  would  begin  :  "  Did  you  'ear  a  noise  last  night,  m'cm  ? " 

"  No,  Harriet— at  least— was  it  about  ten  o'clock  !" 

"  Yes,  m'em,  just  about^a  sort  <if  scraping,  rattling  noise,  like 

■R  lot  of  x>eop]e  walking  over  gravel." 

"  I  did  hear  something  of  the  kind.  I  wonder  what  it  was," 
I  Mrs.  Caldwell  would  rejoin. 

"  Well,  m'em,  I  think  it  means  there  are  people  coming  to  the 
[  'ouse,  for  I  remember  it  'appened  the  night  before  your  brother 
I  come,  m'em,  unespected,  and  the  lawyer." 

If  nobody  came  during  the  day,  the  token  would  be  supposed 
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to  refer  to  some  future  period,  and  so  by  degrees  signs  and  portents 
took  the  place  of  more  substantial  interests  in  Mrs.  Caldwell's 
dreary  life.  Such  things  were  in  the  air,  for  the  little  seaside 
place  was  quite  out  of  the  world  at  the  time,  and  the  people  still 
had  more  faith  in  an  incantation  than  a  doctor's  dose.  If  an  acci- 
dent happened  or  a  storm  decimated  the  fishing  fleet,  signs  innu- 
merable were  always  remembered  which  had  preceded  the  event. 
If  you  asked  why  nobody  had  profited  by  the  warning,  people 
would  shake  their  heads  and  tell  you  it  was  to  be ;  and  if  you 
asked  what  was  the  use  of  the  warning  then,  they  would  say  to 
break  the  blow ;  in  which  idea  there  seemed  to  be  some  sense. 

**  When  they  told  Tom's  wife  'e  was  drownded  she'd  'a'  dropped 
down  dead  'erself  and  left  the  children,  if  she  'adn't  'a'  knowed  it 
all  along,"  Harriet  explained  to  Beth.  "  Eh,  lass,  you  mark  my 
words,  wftmin's  comes  for  one  thing,  and  warnin's  comes  for 
another,  but  they  always  comes  for  good,  an'  you're  forced  to  take 
notice  an'  act  on  'em  or  you're  forced  to  leave  'em  alone,  just  as  is 
right,  an'  ye  can't  'elp  it  yerself,  choose  'ow.  There's  Mrs.  Pettin_ 
ger,  she  dreamed  one  night  'er  'usband's  boat  was  lost,  an'  next 
mornin'  'e  was  to  go  out  fishing,  but  she  wouldn't  let  'im.  *  No, 
'Enery  John,'  she  ses,  *  you'll  not  go,  not  if  ah  'as  to  'old  you,"  ses 
she,  an'  'e  was  that  mad  'e  struck  'er  an'  knocked  'er  down  an' 
broke  'er  arm,  an'  then,  needs  must,  'e  'ad  to  fetch  the  doctor  to 
set  it,  an'  by  the  lime  that  was  done  the  boat  'ad  gone  wi'out  'im. 
The  other  men  thought  'e  was  drunk — 'e  often  was — an'  they 
wouldn't  wait.    Well,  that  boat  never  came  back." 

"  And  did  he  beat  his  wife  again  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  Oh,  as  to  that,  'ow  could  it  make  any  difference  ? "  Harriet 
answered. 

Beth  was  fascinated  by  the  folklore  of  the  place,  and  soon 
surpassed  Harriet  herself  in  the  interpretation  of  dreams  and  the 
reading  of  signs  and  tokens.  She  began  to  invent  methods  of 
divination  for  herself,  too,  such  as  "  If  the  boards  don't  creak  when 
I  walk  across  the  room  I  shall  get  through  my  lessons  without 
trouble  this  morning  " — a  trick  which  soon  became  a  confirmed 
habit,  into  which  she  was  apt  to  lapse  at  any  time ;  and  so  per- 
sistent are  these  early  impressions  that,  to  the  end  of  her  days,  she 
would  always  rather  have  seen  two  rooks  together  than  one  alone, 
rooks  being  the  birds  of  omen  in  a  land  where  magpies  were 
scarce.  Mrs.  Caldwell  knew  nothing  of  Beth's  proficiency  in  the 
black  arts.  She  would  never  have  discussed  such  a  subject  before 
the  children,  and  took  it  for  granted  that  Harriet  was  equally  dis- 
10 


138  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

creet ;  while  Beth,  on  her  part,  with  her  curious  quick  sense  of 
what  was  right  and  proper,  believed  her  mother  to  be  above  such 
things. 

Harriet  was  a  person  of  varied  interests,  all  of  which  she  dis- 
cussed with  Beth  impartially.  She  had  many  lovers,  according 
to  her  own  account,  and  was  stern  and  unyielding  with  them  all, 
and  so  particular  she  would  dismiss  them  at  any  moment  for 
nothing  almost.  If  she  went  out  at  night  she  had  always  much 
to  tell  the  next  morning,  and  Beth  would  hurry  over  her  lessons, 
watch  her  mother  out  of  the  way,  and  slip  into  the  kitchen  or  up- 
stairs after  Harriet,  and  question  her  about  what  she  had  said,  and 
he  had  said,  and  if  she  had  let  him  kiss  her  even  once. 

"  Well,  last  night,"  Harriet  said  on  one  occasion,  in  a  tone  of 
apology  for  her  own  weakness  and  good  nature.  *'  Last  night  I 
couldn't  'elp  it.  'E  just  put  'is  arm  round  me,  and — well — there  1 
I  was  sorry  for  'im  I " 

*'  Why  don't  you  say  he  and  him  and  his,  Harriet  ? " 

"  I  do." 

"  No,  you  don't.    You  say  'e  and  'im  and  'is." 

"  Well,  that's  what  you  say." 

Beth  shouted  the  aspirates  at  her  for  answer,  but  in  vain ;  with 
all  the  will  in  the  world  to  "  talk  fine,"  as  she  called  it,  Harriet 
could  never  acquire  the  art  for  want  of  an  ear  to  hear.  She 
could  not  perceive  the  slightest  diflPerence  between  him  and 
'im. 

Even  at  this  age  Beth  had  her  own  point  of  view  in  social 
matters,  and  frequently  disconcerted  Harriet  by  a  word  or  look  or 
inflection  of  the  voice  which  expressed  disapproval  of  her  conduct. 
Harriet  had  been  at  home  on  one  occasion  for  a  week's  holiday,  a 
charwoman  having  done  her  work  in  her  absence,  and  on  her 
return  she  had  much  to  relate  of  Charles  Russell,  the  groom  at 
Fairholm,  who  continued  to  be  an  ardent  admirer  of  hers,  but 
not  an  honourable  one,  because  he  did  not  realize  what  a  very 
superior  person  Harriet  was.  He  thought  she  was  no  better  than 
other  girls,  and  when  they  were  sitting  up  one  night  together  in 
her  mother's  cottage,  the  rest  of  the  family  having  gone  to  bed,  he 
made  her  a  proposal  which  Harriet  indignantly  rejected. 

"  And  ah  ses  to  'im,  Charles  Russell,  ah  ses  to  'im,  *  Not  was  it 

ever  so,'  ah  ses  to  'im "  she  was  proceeding  emphatically  when 

Beth  interrupted  her. 

"  Did  you  say  you  sat  up  with  him  alone  all  night  ? "  she 
asked. 
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"  Yes ;  there's  no  'arm,  you  know/'  Harriet  answered,  on  the 
defensive  without  precisely  knowing  why. 

"Well,  what  did  he  say  ?"  Beth  rejoined,  without  comment. 

But  Harriet,  put  out  of  countenance,  omitted  the  details,  and 
brought  the  story  to  an  abrupt  conclusion. 

Another  of  Harriet's  interests  in  life  was  the  Family  Herald^ 
which  she  took  regularly,  and  as  regularly  read  aloud  to  Beth  to 
the  best  of  her  ability — from  the  verses  to  Violet  or  My  own 
Love,  on  the  first  page,  to  the  Random  Readings  on  the  last. 
They  laughed  at  the  jokes,  tried  to  guess  the  riddles,  were  im- 
pressed with  the  historical  anecdotes  and  words  of  wisdom,  and 
became  so  hungry  over  the  recipes  for  good  dishes  that  they  fre- 
quently fried  eggs  and  potatoes  or  a  slice  stolen  from  the  joint 
roasting  at  the  fire  and  feasted  surreptitiously. 

Beth  tried  in  after-years  to  remember  what  the  stories  in  the 
Family  Herald  had  been  about,  but  all  she  could  recall  was  a 
vague  incident  of  a  falling  scaffold,  of  a  heroine  called  Margaret 
taking  refuge  in  the  dark  behind  a  hoarding,  and  of  a  fascina- 
ting hero  whom  Harriet  called  Ug  Miller.  Long  afterward  it 
dawned  upon  Beth  that  his  name  was  Hugh. 

When  Mildred  went  to  her  aunt,  Beth  and  Bernadine  became 
of  necessity  constant  companions,  and  it  was  a  curious  kind  of 
companionship,  for  their  natures  were  antagonistic.  Like  rival 
chieftains  whose  territories  adjoin,  they  professed  no  love  for 
each  other,  and  were  often  at  war,  but  were  intimate  neverthe- 
less, and  would  have  missed  each  other,  because  there  was  no  one 
else  with  whom  they  could  so  conveniently  quarrel.  Harriet  took 
the  liveliest  interest  in  their  squabbles,  and,  under  her  able  direc- 
tion, they  rapidly  developed  from  the  usual  little  girls'  scrimmages 
into  regular  stand-up  fights. 

One  day  Beth  pulled  Bernadine's  hair  passionately,  and  Ber- 
nadine retaliated  by  clawing  Beth's  face,  and  then  howled  as  a 
further  relief  to  her  feelings.  Mrs.  Caldwell  rushed  to  see  what 
accident  had  happened  to  the  dear  child,  and  Harriet  came  to  see 
the  sport. 

"Mamma,  Beth  pulled  my  hair,"  Bernadine  whined. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  immediately  thumped  Beth,  who  seldom  said  a 
word  in  her  own  defence.  Harriet  was  neutral  till  her  mistress 
had  disappeared,  and  then  she  supported  Beth. 

'*  Just  you  wait  till  after  dinner,"  she  said.  *'  Come  into  the 
kitchen  when  your  ma's  asleep  and  fight  it  out.  Don't  you  be 
put  upon  by  tell-pie-tits." 
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"What's  the  use  of  my  going  into  the  kitchen?"  Beth  re- 
joined. "  Bernadine  doesn't  fight  fair.  She's  a  horrid  low  little 
coward." 

'*  Am  I  ? "  Bernadine  howled.  *'  Just  you  wait  till  after  din- 
ner !  I'm  as  brave  as  you  are,  and  as  strong,  though  you  are  the 
biggest."  Which  was  true.  Bernadine  was  sallow,  thin,  wiry, 
and  muscular ;  Beth  was  soft  and  round  and  white.  She  had 
height,  age,  and  weight  on  her  side;  Bernadine  had  strength, 
agility,  and  cunning. 

"  Phew — w — w  ! "  Beth  jeered,  mimicking  her  whine.  *'  You'd 
*  tell  mamma '  if  you  got  a  scratch." 

"  I  won't,  Beth,  if  you'll  fight,"  Bernadine  protested. 

**  We'll  see  after  dinner,"  Harriet  put  in  significantly,  and 
then  returned  to  her  work. 

*^'  After  the  four  o'clock  dinner,  during  the  dark  winter  months, 
Mrs.  Caldwell  dozed  for  half  an  hour  in  her  chair  by  the  fire. 
This  wjis  the  children's  opportunity.  They  were  supposed  to  sit 
still  and  amuse  themselves  quietly  while  their  mother  slept ;  and 
until  she  slept  they  would  sit  motionless,  watching  her,  the 
greater  their  anxiety  to  get  away,  the  more  absolute  their  silence. 
Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  as  if  she  were  being  mesmerized  to  sleep  by 
tlie  two  pairs  of  bright  eyes  so  resolutely  and  patiently  fixed  upon 
her.  The  moment  her  breathing  showed  she  was  sound  asleep 
the  children  stole  to  the  kitchen,  shutting  the  doors  after^them 
softly,  and  instantly  set  to  work. 

It  was  a  gruesome  sight,  those  two  children  with  teeth  set  and 
clenched  fists,  battering  each  other  in  deadly  earnest,  but  with  no 
noise  save  the  fizzle  of  feet  on  the  brick  floor,  an  occasional  thump 
up  against  a  piece  of  furniture,  or  the  thud  when  they  fell.  They 
were  afraid  to  utter  a  sound,  lest  Aunt  Victoria,  up  in  her  room, 
should  hear  them  and  come  down  interfering ;  or  their  mother 
should  wake  and  come  out  and  catch  them.  They  bruised  and 
blackened  and  scratched  each  other,  and  were  seldom  without 
what  they  considered  the  honourable  scars  of  these  battles.  Some- 
times, when  Bernadine  was  badly  mauled,  she  lost  her  temper 
and  threatened  to  tell  mamma;  but  Beth  could  always  punish 
her,  and  did  so,  by  refusing  to  fight  next  time,  although  without 
that  recreation  life  were  a  blank. 

Harriet  always  cleared  a^ay  obstacles  to  give  them  room,  and 
then  sat  down  to  eat  her  dinner  and  watch  the  fight.  She  had  the 
tastes— and  some  of  the  habits — of  a  Roman  empress,  and  en- 
couraged them  with  the  keenest  interest  for  a  long  time,  but  when 
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she  had  finished  her  dinner  she  usually  wearied  of  the  entertain- 
ment, and  would  then  stop  it. 

"  I  say,  yer  ma's  comin' ;  I  can  'ear  'er,"  she  would  exclaim. 
"  'Elp  us  to  wash  up  or  I  sha'n't  be  done  for  the  reading." 

When  Harriet  wanted  help  Bernadine  usually  slipped  away, 
helping  anybody  not  being  much  in  her  line;  but  Beth  set  to 
work  with  a  will. 

Beth,  always  sociable,  had  persuaded  her  mother  to  let 
Harriet  come  to  the  reading,  and  Harriet  accordingly,  in  a 
clean  cap  and  apron,  with  a  piece  of  sewing,  was  added  to  the 
party. 

So  long  as  she  sat  on  a  high  chair  at  a  respectful  distance  and 
remembered  that  she  was  a  servant  her  being  there  rather  grati- 
fied Mrs.  Caldwell  than  otherwise,  once  she  had  yielded  to  Beth's 
persuasion  and  saw  the  practical  working  of  the  experiment ;  it 
made  her  feel  as  if  she  were  doing  something  to  improve  the 
lower  classes.  It  was  a  pity  she  did  not  try  to  improve  Beth  and 
Bernadine  by  finding  some  sewing  for  their  idle  hands  to  do. 
During  the  reading  dear  little  Bernadine,  "  so  good  and  affection- 
ate always,"  would  sit  on  the  floor  beside  her  mother,  whose 
pocket  she  often  picked  of  a  penny  or  sixpence  to  vary  the  mo- 
notony when  she  did  not  understand  the  book.  Beth  also  sat 
idle,  listening  intently,  and  watching  her  sister.  If  the  reading 
had  been  harrowing  or  exciting,  she  would  fight  Bernadine  for 
the  sixi)ence  when  they  went  to  bed.  There  were  lively  scenes 
during  the  readings.  They  all  wept  at  the  pathetic  parts,  laughed 
loudly  when  amused,  and  disputed  about  passages  and  incidents 
at  the  top  of  their  voices.  Mrs.  Caldwell  forgot  that  Harriet  was 
a  servant,  Harriet  forgot  herself,  and  the  children,  unaccustomed 
to  wordy  warfare,  forgot  their  fear  of  their  mother,  and  flew  at 
each  other's  throats. 

When  the  story  was  very  interesting,  Mrs.  Caldwell  read  until 
she  was  hoarse,  and  then  went  on  to  herself — "  dipping,"  the  chil- 
dren called  it.  It  was  a  point  of  honour  with  them  not  to  dip. 
and  they  would  remonstrate  with  their  mother  loudly  when  they 
caught  her  at  it.  Their  feeling  on  the  subject  was  so  strong  that 
she  was  ashamed  to  be  seen  dipping  at  last.  She  used  to  put  the 
book  away  until  tliey  were  safe  in  bed,  and  then  gratify  her  curi- 
osity ;  but  they  suspected  her,  because  once  or  twice  they  noticed 
that  she  was  unaffected  by  an  exciting  part ;  so  one  night  they 
came  down  in  their  nightdresses  and  caught  her,  and  after  that 
the  poor  lady  had  to  be  careful.    She  might  thump  the  children 
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for  coming  downstairs,  but  she  could  not  alter  the  low  opinion 
they  had  of  a  person  who  "  dipped." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Beth's  brain  began  to  be  extraordinarily  busy.  She  recorded 
nothing,  but  her  daily  doings  were  so  many  works  of  her  imagina- 
tion. She  was  generally  somebody  else  in  these  days,  seldom 
herself;  and  people  who  did  not  understand  this  might  have 
supposed  that  she  was  an  exceedingly  mendacious  little  girl,  when 
she  was  merely  speaking  consistently  in  the  character  which  she 
happened  to  be  impersonating.  She  would  si)end  hours  of  the 
afternoon  alone  in  the  drawing-room,  standing  in  the  window 
looking  out  while  she  wove  her  fancies ;  and  she  soon  began  to 
go  out  also  by  the  back  door  when  the  mood  was  upon  her  with- 
out asking  anybody's  leave.  She  had  wandered  off  in  this  way 
on  one  occasion  to  the  south  side,  whither  her  people  rarely  went. 
At  the  top  of  the  cliff,  where  the  winding  road  began  which  led 
down  to  the  harbour,  a  paralyzed  sailor  was  sitting  in  a  wicker- 
work  wheeled  chair,  looking  over  the  sea.  Beth  knew  the  man 
by  sight.  He  had  been  a  yachtsman  in  the  service  of  one  of  her 
uncles,  and  she  had  heard  hints  of  extraordinary  adventures  they 
had  had  together.  It  filled  her  with  compassion  to  see  him  sitting 
there  so  lonely  and  helpless,  and  as  she  approached  she  resolved 
herself  into  a  beneficent  being,  able  and  willing  to  help.  She 
had  a  book  under  her  arm,  a  costly  volume  which  Mrs.  Caldwell 
had  borrowed  to  read  to  the  children.  Beth  had  been  looking  at 
the  pictures  when  the  desire  to  go  out  suddenly  seized  upon  her, 
and  had  carried  the  book  off  inadvertently. 

"  How  are  you  to-day,  Jim  ? "  she  said,  going  up  to  the  invalid 
confidently.  "  I'm  glad  to  see  you  out.  We  shall  soon  have  you 
about  again  as  well  as  ever.  I  knew  a  man  in  Ireland  much 
worse  than  you  are.  He  couldn't  move  his  hands  and  arms.  Legs 
are  bad  enough,  but  when  it's  hands  and  arms  as  well,  you  know, 
it's  worse.  Well,  now  you  couldn't  tell  there'd  ever  been  any- 
thing the  matter  with  him." 

"  And  what  cured  'im  ? "  Jim  asked  with  interest. 

"  Oh,  he  just  thought  he'd  get  well,  you  know.  You've  got  to 
set  yourself  that  way,  don't  you  see  ?  If  mountains  can  be  moved 
bjr  faith,  you  can  surely  move  your  own  legs  1 " 
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"  That  sounds  reasonable  anyway,"  Jim  ejaculated. 

''  Do  you  like  reading  ? "  said  Beth. 

"  Yes,  I  read  a  bit  at  times." 

"  Well,  I Ve  brought  you  a  book,"  Beth  proceeded,  handing 
him  the  borrowed  volume.  *'  You'll  find  it  interesting,  I'm  sure. 
It's  a  great  favourite  of  mine." 

*'  You're  mighty  good,"  the  sailor  said. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all,"  Beth  answered  largely.  Then  she  wished 
him  good-bye.  But  she  often  visited  him  again  in  the  same  char- 
acter, and  the  stories  she  told  that  unhappy  invalid  for  his  com- 
fort and  encouragement  were  amazing.  When  the  book  was 
missed,  and  her  mother  bothered  about  it,  she  listened  serenely, 
and  even  helped  to  look  for  it. 

Beth  strolled  homeward  when  she  left  her  prot4g4,  and  on  the 
way  she  became  Noma  of  the  Fitful  Head.  She  tried  Minna  and 
Brenda  first,  but  these  characters  were  too  insipid  for  her  taste. 
Noma  was  different.  She  did  things,  you  know,  and  made  charms, 
and  talked  poetry,  and  people  were  afraid  of  her.  Beth  believed 
in  her  thoroughly.  She'd  be  Noma  and  make  charms.  But  she 
had  no  lead.  Noma  looked  about  her.  She  knew  by  magic  that 
Cleveland  was  coming  to  consult  her,  and  she  had  no  lead.  There 
was  a  border  of  lead,  however,  over  the  attic  window  outside.  All 
she  had  to  do  was  to  steal  upstairs,  climb  out  of  the  window  on  to 
the  roof,  and  cut  a  piece  of  the  lead  off.  It  was  now  the  mystic 
moment  to  obtain  lead,  but  she  must  be  wary.  She  strolled 
through  the  kitchen  in  a  casual  way.  Harriet  was  busy  about 
the  grate,  and  paid  no  attention  to  her ;  so  she  secured  the  carving 
knife  without  difficulty,  went  up  to  the  attic,  and  opened  the 
window.  She  was  now  on  the  dangerous  pinnacle  of  a  temple, 
risking  her  life  in  order  to  obtain  the  materials  for  a  charm  which 
would  give  her  priceless  power. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  street  there  lived  in  the  Orchard 
House  anotlier  widow  woman  with  three  daughters.  She  let 
lodgings,  and  was  bringing  up  her  children  to  honest  industry  in 
that  state  of  life.  She  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  took  a  kindly  interest 
in  each  other's  affairs.  Mrs.  Davy  happened  to  be  changing  the 
curtains  in  front  that  afternoon  when  Beth  crept  out  of  the  attic 
window  on  to  the  roof,  and  she  was  paralyzed  with  horror  for  a 
moment,  expecting  to  see  the  child  roll  off  into  the  street.  She 
was  a  sensible  woman,  however,  and,  quickly  recovering  herself, 
she  ran  across  the  road,  with  her  spectacles  on,  and  rapped  at  Mrs. 
Caldwell's  door.    Beth,  hacking  away  at  the  lead>N\\.Vv  \Xv^  ^"sajcs- 
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ing  knife,  did  not  heed  the  rap.  Presently,  however,  she  heard 
hurried  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  and  climbed  back  into  the  attic  in- 
continently, putting  her  spoils  in  her  pocket.  When  Mrs.  Davy, 
her  mother,  and  Harriet,  all  agitated,  burst  opien  the  door,  she 
was  standing  at  the  window  looking  out  tranquilly. 

*'  What  were  you  doing  on  the  roof,  Beth  ? "  her  mother  de- 
manded. 

*'  Nothing,"  Beth  answered. 

*'  Mrs.  Davy  says  she  saw  you  get  out  of  the  window." 

Beth  was  silent. 

**  You're  a  bad  girl,  giving  your  mother  so  much  trouble,"  Mrs. 
Davy  exclaimed,  looking  at  her  under  her  spectacles  sternly ;  "  if 
you  was  my  child  I'd  whack  you,  I  would." 

Beth  was  instantly  a  lady  sneering  at  this  common  woman 
who  was  taking  a  liberty  which  she  knew  her  mother  would 
resent  as  much  as  she  did. 

"And  what  were  you  doing  with  the  carving  knife.  Miss 
Beth  ? "  cried  Harriet,  spying  it  on  the  floor  and  picking  it  up. 
Criminals  are  only  clever  up  to  a  certain  point.  Beth  had  forgot- 
ten to  conceal  the  carving  knife.  "  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  If  you 
'aven't  'acked  it  all  the  way  along ! " 

*'  Oh,  dear  1  oh,  dear  1 "  Mrs.  Caldwell  echoed.  It  was  her  best 
carving  knife,  and  Beth  would  certainly  have  been  beaten  if  Mrs. 
Davy  had  not  suggested  it.  As  it  was,  however,  Mrs.  Caldwell 
controlled  her  temper  and  merely  ordered  her  to  go  downstairs 
immediately.  In  the  management  of  her  children  she  would  not 
be  dictated  to  by  anybody. 

This  was  Beth's  first  public  appearance  as  a  disturber  of  the 
peace,  and  the  beginning  of  the  bad  name  she  earned  for  herself 
in  certain  circles  eventually.  But  she  was  let  off  lightly  for  it. 
Mrs.  Caldwell's  punishments  were  never  retrospective.  She  was 
thunder  and  lightning  in  her  wrath ;  a  flash  and  then  a  bang,  and 
it  was  all  over.  If  she  missed  the  first  movement  the  culprit 
escaped.  She  could  no  more  have  punished  one  of  her  children 
in  cold  blood  than  she  could  have  cut  its  throat. 

Beth  ran  down  to  the  acting  room,  so  called  because  the 
boys  had  brought  home  the  idea  of  acting  in  the  holidays,  and 
they  had  got  up  charades  there  on  a  stage  made  of  boxes,  with  an 
old  counterpane  for  a  curtain,  and  farthing  candles  for  footlights. 
It  was  a  long,  narrow  room  over  the  kitchen,  with  a  sloping  roof. 
Three  steps  led  down  into  it.  There  was  a  window  at  one  end,  a 
small  lattice  with  an  iron  bar  nailed  to  the  outside  vertically. 
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Beth  swung  herself  out  round  the  bar,  dropped  on  to  the  back- 
kitchen  roof,  crept  across  the  tiles  to  the  chimney  at  the  far  cor- 
ner, stepped  thence  on  to  the  top  of  the  old  wooden  pump,  and 
from  the  top  to  the  spout,  from  the  spout  to  the  stone  trough,  and 
so  into  the  garden.  Then  she  ran  round  to  the  kitchen  and  got  a 
candle,  a  canister,  and  some  water  in  a  pail,  all  of  which  she  took 
up  to  the  acting  room  by  way  of  the  back-kitchen  roof.  The  can- 
ister happened  to  contain  alspice,  but  this  was  not  to  be  considered 
when  she  wanted  the  canister ;  so  she  emptied  it  from  the  roof 
on  to  Harriet's  head  as  she  happened  to  be  passing,  and  so  got 
some  good  out  of  it,  for  Harriet  displayed  strong  feeling  on  the 
subject  both  at  the  moment  and  afterward,  when  she  was  trying 
to  get  the  stuff  out  of  her  hair,  which  interested  Beth,  who,  in 
some  such  way,  often  surprised  people  into  the  natural  expression 
of  emotions  which  she  might  never  otherwise  have  discovered. 
Bemadine  had  been  playing  alone  peaceably  in  the  garden,  but 
Beth  persuaded  her  to  come  upstairs.  She  found  Beth  robed  in 
the  old  counterpane,  with  her  hair  dishevelled  and  the  room  dark- 
ened. Beth  was  Noma  now  in  her  cell  on  the  Fitful  Head,  and 
Bernadine  was  the  shrinking  but  resolute  Minna  come  to  consult 
her.  Beth  made  her  sit  down,  drew  a  magic  circle  round  her  with 
a  piece  of  chalk,  and  in  a  deep,  tragic  voice  warned  her  not  to 
move  if  she  valued  her  life,  for  there  were  evil  spirits  in  the  room. 
The  pail  stood  on  a  box  draped  with  an  old  black  shawl,  and 
round  this  she  also  drew  a  circle.  Then  she  put  some  lead  in  the 
canister,  melted  it  over  the  candle,  dropped  it  into  the  water,  and 

muttered : 

♦*  Like  snakes  the  molten  metal  hisses, 

Curses  come  instead  of  kisses." 

She  plunged  her  hand  into  the  water— 

"  I  search  a  harp  for  harmony. 
But  daggers  only  do  I  see ; 
I  search  a  heart  for  love  and  hope. 
But  find  a  ghastly  hangman's  rope. 
"Woe  !  woe  I " 

Three  times  round  the  pail  she  went,  moaning,  groaning,  writh- 
ing her  body,  and  wringing  her  hands — 

"  Woe  I  woe ! 
Thy  courage  will  be  sorely  tried. 
Thou  shalt  not  be  the  pirate's  bride." 

At  this  Bernadine,  whose  nerves  were  completely  shaken,  set 
up  such  a  howl  that  Harriet  came  running  to  see  what^ias»\k\.^ 
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matter.  She  soon  let  light  into  the  acting  room.  Mrs.  Caldwell 
and  Aunt  Victoria  had  gone  to  see  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  so  Harriet 
was  in  charge  of  the  children,  and  to  save  herself  further  trouble 
she  took  them  up  to  a  black  hole  there  was  without  a  window  at 
the  top  of  the  house  and  locked  them  in.  The  place  was  quite 
empty,  so  that  they  could  do  no  harm,  and  they  did  not  seem  to 
mind  being  locked  up.  Harriet  intended  to  give  them  a  little 
fright  and  then  let  them  out ;  but,  being  busy,  she  forgot  them, 
and  when  at  last  she  remembered,  it  was  so  dark  she  had  to  take 
a  candle,  and  great  was  her  horror  on  opening  the  door  to  see 
both  children  stretched  out  on  the  bare  boards,  side  by  side,  ap- 
parently quite  dead.  One  glance  at  their  ghastly  faces  was  enough 
for  Harriet.  She  just  looked,  and  then  fled  shrieking,  with  the 
candle  alight  in  her  hand,  right  out  into  the  street.  Several  people 
who  happened  to  be  passing  at  the  time  stopped  to  see  what  was 
the  matter.  Harriet's  talent  for  fiction  furnished  her  with  a  self- 
saving  story  on  the  instant  She  said  the  children  had  shut  them- 
selves up  and  got  smothered. 

"  We'd  better  go  and  see  if  there's  nothing  can  be  done,"  a  re- 
spectable workman  suggested. 

Harriet  led  the  way,  about  a  dozen  people  following,  all  awe- 
stricken  and  silent.  When  they  came  to  the  door  they  peeped  in 
over  eacli  other's  shoulders  at  the  two  poor  cliildren,  stretched  out 
«tiff  and  stark,  the  colour  of  death,  their  jaws  dropped,  their  glazed 
eyes  shining  between  the  half-closed  lids,  a  piteous  spectacle. 

"  Just  let's  see  the  candle  a  moment,"  the  workman  said.  He 
took  it  from  Harriet  and  entered,  stooping ;  the  place  was  a  mere 
closet,  just  under  the  roof,  and  he  could  not  stand  upright  in  it. 
He  peered  into  the  children's  faces,  then  knelt  down  beside  them 
and  felt  their  arms  and  chests.     Suddenly  he  burst  out  laughing. 

"  You  little  devils,"  he  said,  "  what  'a'  ye  done  this  for  ? " 

Beth  sat  up.  "  Harriet  locked  us  in  to  give  us  a  fright,  so  we 
thought  we'd  frighten  Harriet,"  she  said. 

The  walls  were  whitewashed,  and  the  children  had  made  them- 
selves ghastly  by  rubbing  their  faces  all  over  with  the  whitening. 

"You've  getten  yer  'ands  full  wi'  them  two,  I'm  thinking, 
missis,"  the  workman  remarked  to  Harriet  as  he  went  off  chuck- 
ling. 

"  Did  you  hear,  Beth  ? "  Bernadine  complained.  *'  He  called  us 
little  devils." 

"All  right,"  Beth  answered  casually.     But  Bernadine  was  dis- 
g-usted.    She  was  one  of  those  pious  children  who  like  to  stand 
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high  in  the  estimation  of  the  grown-up  people,  and  she  disap- 
proved of  Beth's  conduct  when  it  got  her  into  trouble.  She  was 
like  the  kind  of  man  who  enjoys  being  vicious  so  long  as  he  is 
not  found  out  by  any  one  who  will  think  the  less  of  him  for  it ; 
when  he  is  found  out  he  excuses  himself  and  blames  his  associ- 
ates. Bernadine  never  resisted  Beth's  eloquent  persuasions  nor 
the  luring  fascination  of  her  schemes ;  but  when  she  had  had  her 
full  share  of  the  pleasures  of  naughtiness  and  was  tired  and  cross 
her  conscience  smote  her,  and  then  she  told  mamma.  This  did 
her  good  and  got  Beth  punished,  which  made  Bernadine  feel  that 
she  had  expiated  her  own  naughtiness  and  been  forgiven,  and  also 
made  her  feel  sorry  for  Beth — a  nice,  kind  feeling  which  she  al- 
ways enjoyed. 

Beth  despised  her  for  her  conscientious  treachery,  and  retali- 
ated by  tempting  her  afresh.  One  day  she  lured  her  out  on  to 
the  tiles  through  an  attic  window  in  the  roof  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  It  would  be  such  fun  to  sit  astride  on  the  roof  ridge  and 
look  right  down  into  the  street,  she  said,  and  across  Mrs.  Davy's 
orchard  to  the  fields  on  that  side,  and  out  to  sea  on  the  other. 

*'  And  things  will  come  into  our  minds  up  there — such  lovely 
things,"  she  proceeded,  beguiling  Bernadine  to  distract  her  atten- 
tion as  she  helped  her  up.  When  they  were  securely  seated  Ber- 
nadine began  to  grumble. 

"  Things  don't  come  into  my  mind,"  she  whined. 

*'  Don't  they?  Why,  I  was  just  thinking  if  we  were  to  fall  we 
should  certainly  be  killed,"  Beth  answered  cheerfully.  "We 
should  come  down  thump,  and  that  would  crack  our  skulls,  and 
our  bi'ains  would  roll  out  on  the  pavement.  Ough  !  wouldn't  they 
look  nasty,  just  like  a  sheep's  !  And  mamma  and  Aunt  Victoria 
would  rush  out,  and  Harriet  and  Mrs.  Davy,  and  they'd  have  to 
hold  mamma  up  by  the  arms.  Then  they'd  pick  us  up,  and  carry 
us  in,  and  lay  us  out  on  a  bed,  and  say  tliey  were  beautiful  in 
their  lives,  and  in  death  they  were  not  divided ;  and  when  they 
sliut  the  house  up  at  night  and  it  was  all  still,  mamma  would  cry. 
She'd  be  always  crying,  especially  for  you,  Bernadine,  because 
you're  not  such  a  trouble  as  I  am.  And  when  you  were  buried, 
and  the  worms  were  eating  you,  she  would  give  all  the  world  to 
have  you  here  again." 

This  sad  prospect  was  too  much  for  the  sensitive  Bernadine. 
"  Don't,  Beth,"  she  whimpered.     "  You  frighten  me." 

"Oh,  you  mustn't  be  frightened,"  said  Beth  encouragingly. 
"  When  people  up  on  a  height  like  this  get  fr\gl\tfexifc^>i)tve^  ^^N*d:^^ 
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roll  off.  Do  you  feel  as  if  the  roof  were  moving  ? "  she  exclaimed, 
suddenly  clutching  hold. 

Bernadine  fell  down  flat  on  her  face  with  a  dismal  howl. 

"  Let's  be  cats  now,"  said  Beth.  "  I'll  say  *  Miew-ow-ow,'  and 
you  *  Oo-oo-owl-hiss-ss-ss.' " 

"  Don't,  Beth.    I  want  to  go  back." 

*'  Come  along,  then,"  said  Beth. 

"  I  can't.    I  daren't  move." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  ! "  said  Beth ;  "  just  follow  me.  I  shall  go  and 
leave  you  if  you  don't.  You  shoiddn't  have  come  up  if  you  were 
afraid." 

"  You  made  me,"  Bernadine  whimpered  with  her  eyes  shut. 

"  Of  course  it  was  me  1 "  said  Beth,  on  her  way  back  to  the  sky- 
light.    "  You  haven't  a  will  of  your  own,  I  suppose ! " 

*'  You  aren't  leaving  me,  Beth  ! "  Bernadine  cried  in  an  agony. 
''Don't  go!  I'm  frightened!  Help  me  down!  I'U  tell  mam- 
ma ! " 

"  Then  there  you'll  sit,  tell-pie-tit,"  Beth  chanted,  as  she  let 
herself  down  through  the  skylight. 

Presently  she  appeared  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  and  per- 
formed a  war  dance  of  delight  as  she  looked  up  at  her  sister,  prone 
upon  the  roof  ridge. 

"  You  do  look  so  funny,  Bernadine ! "  she  cried.  "  Your  petti- 
coats are  nohow,  and  you  seem  to  have  only  one  leg,  and  it  is 
so  long  and  thin  ! " 

Bernadine  howled  aloud.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  not  at  home,  but 
the  cry  brought  Mrs.  Davy  out  in  her  spectacles.  When  she  saw 
the  child's  dangerous  predicament  she  seized  Beth  and  shook  her 
emphatically. 

"  Oh,  thank  you,"  said  Beth. 

"  What  'a'  you  bin  doin'  now,  you  bad  girl  ? "  said  Mrs.  Davy. 
"  Hold  on,  missy,"  she  called  up  to  Bernadine.  "  We'll  soon  'ave 
ye  down.    You're  all  right !    You'll  not  take  no  'arm." 

Harriet  now  came  running  out,  wringing  her  hands  and  utter- 
ing hysterical  exclamations. 

"  Shut  up,  you  fool !  "  said  Mrs.  Davy.  Doors  opened  all  the 
way  down  the  street  and  a  considerable  crowd  had  soon  collected. 
Beth,  quite  detached  from  herself,  leaned  against  the  orchard 
wall  and  watched  the  people  with  interest. 

How  to  get  the  child  down  was  the  difficulty,  as  there  was  no 
ladder  at  hand  long  enough  to  reach  up  to  the  roof. 

*'  I'll  go  and  fetch  her  down  if  you  like,"  said  Beth. 
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"  I  should  think  so  !  and  then  there'd  be  two  of  you,"  said  Mrs. 

Davy. 

*'  I  don't  see  how  you'll  manage  it,  then,"  said  Beth.  *'  There 
isn't  foothold  for  a  man  to  get  out  of  the  attic  window."  Having 
spoken,  she  strolled  off  with  an  air  of  indifference,  and  disap- 
peared. She  was  a  heroine  of  romance  now,  going  to  do  a  great 
deed ;  and  before  she  was  missed  the  horrified  spectators  saw  her 
climbing  out  of  the  front  attic  window^,  smiling  serenely.  The 
people  held  their  bi'eath  as  they  watched  her  go  up  the  roof  on  the 
slippery  tiles  at  a  reckless  rate  to  her  sister. 

*'  Come  along,  Bernadine,"  she  whispered.  "  Such  fun !  There's 
a  whole  crowd  down  there  watching  us.  Just  let  them  see  youVe 
not  afraid." 

Bernadine  peeped.  It  was  gratifying  to  be  an  object  of  such 
interest. 

"  Come  along ;  don't  be  an  idiot,"  said  Beth.  "  Just  follow  me 
and  don't  look  at  anything  but  the  tiles.  That's  the  way  I  learned 
to  do  it." 

Bernadine's  courage  revived.  Slowly  she  slid  from  the  roof 
ridge,  Beth  helping  her  carefully.  It  looked  fearfully  dangerous, 
and  the  people  below  dared  not  utter  a  sound.  When  they  got 
to  the  attic  window,  Beth,  herself  on  the  edge  of  the  roof,  guided 
her  sister,  passed  her,  and  helped  her  in.  She  was  following  her- 
self when  some  tiles  gave  way  beneath  her  and  fell  with  a  crash 
into  the  street.  Fortunately  she  had  hold  of  the  sill,  but  for  a 
moment  her  legs  hung  over;  then  she  pulled  herself  through, 
and,  falling  head  first  on  to  the  floor,  disappeared  from  sight.  The 
people  below  relieved  their  feelings  with  a  faint  cheer. 

"  Eh,  but  she's  a  had  un ! "  said  Mrs.  Davy,  who  was  trembling 
all  over. 

**  Well,  she's  a  rare  plucky  un,  at  any  rate,"  said  a  man  in  the 
crowd,  admiringly. 

Crowds  constantly  collected  at  the  little  house  in  Orchard 
Street  in  those  days.  When  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  to  go  out  alone 
she  was  always  anxious,  not  knowing  what  might  be  happening 
in  her  absence.  Coming  home  from  Lady  Benyon's  one  summer 
evening  she  found  the  whole  street  blocked  with  people,  and  the 
roadway  in  front  of  her  own  house  packed  so  tight  she  could  not  get 
past.  Beth  had  dressed  herself  up  in  a  mask  and  a  Russian  sheep- 
skin cloak  which  had  belonged  to  her  father,  and  sat  motionless 
in  the  drawing-room  window  on  a  throne  made  of  an  armchair  set 
on  a  box,  while  Bernadine  played  Scotch  airs  on  the  piano.    A 
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couple  of  children  passing  had  stopped  to  see  what  on  earth  the 
thing  was ;  then  a  man  and  woman  had  come  along  and  stopped  too ; 
then  several  girls,  some  sailors,  the  bellman,  and  many  more  until 
the  street  was  full.  Harriet  was  enjoying  the  commotion  in  the 
background,  but  when  Mrs.  Caldwell  appeared  she  gave  the  signal, 
the  piano  stopped,  and  the  strange  beast  roared  loudly  and  fled. 

But  Beth  had  her  human  moments.  They  generally  came  on 
in  wet  weather,  which  depressed  her.  She  would  then  stand  in 
the  drawing-room  window  by  the  hour  together,  looking  out  at 
the  miserable  street,  thinking  of  the  poor  people,  all  cold  and  wet 
and  hungry.  She  longed  to  do  something  for  them,  and  one  day 
she  stopped  a  little  girl  who  was  going  with  a  jug  for  some  beer 
to  the  Shining  Star,  a  quiet  little  public  house  on  the  same  side  of 
the  street. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  a  very  ignorant  little  girl,"  said  Beth 
severely. 

"  Aw  ? " 

*'  What's  your  name  ? " 

"  Emily  Bean." 

*'  Do  you  like  lessons  ? " 

*'  Naw ! " 

"  Dear  me,  how  dreadful ! "  said  Beth.  *'  You  ought  to  be  taught, 
you  know.     Would  you  like  to  be  taught  ? " 

"  Ah  should." 

"  Well,  you  come  here  every  afternoon  at  two  o'clock,  and  I'll 
teach  you." 

"  Ah  mon  just  ass  mother  first,"  said  Emily. 

"  Yes,  I'd  forgotten  that,"  Beth  rejoined.  "  Well,  you  come 
if  she  lets  you." 

Emily  nodded  and  was  going  on  her  errand,  but  stopped. 
"  Did  you  ass  yer  own  mother  if  you  might  ? "  she  wanted  to 
know. 

"  No,  I  didn't  think  of  that  either,"  Beth  rejoined.  "  But  I 
will." 

"  Will  she  let  you  ? " 

"  I  don't  know,"  rather  doubtfully. 

"  I  expect  she  will  if  you  wait  till  she's  in  a  good  humour," 
the  child  of  the  people  sagely  suggested. 

"  All  right.    You  come,  at  any  rate,"  Beth  answered  boldly. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  consented.    She  came  of  a  long  line  of  lady 

patronesses,  and  thought  it  natural  and  becoming  that  her  child 

should  wish,  io  improve  the  "common  people."    Punctually  to 
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the  moment  Emily  arrived  next  day,  and  Beth  sat  down  with  her 
in  the  kitchen  and  taught  her  a,  b,  ab,  and  b,  a,  d,  bad.  Then  she 
repeated  a  piece  of  poetry  to  her  and  read  her  a  little  story. 
Harriet  was  busy  in  the  back  kitchen  and  Bernadine  was  out 
with  her  mother  and  Aunt  Victoria,  so  Beth  and  her  pupil  had 
the  kitchen  to  themselves.  The  next  day,  however,  Harriet 
wanted  to  clean  the  kitchen,  so  they  had  to  retire  to  the  acting 
room.  This  was  Beth's  first  attempt  to  apply  such  knowledge  as 
she  possessed,  and  in  her  anxiety  to  improve  the  child  of  tlie 
people  she  improved  herself  in  several  respects.  She  began  to 
read  better,  became  less  afraid  of  writing  and  spelling,  mastered 
the  multiplication  table,  and  found  she  could  "  make  out "  how  to 
do  easy  sums  from  the  book.  This  gave  her  the  first  real  interest 
she  had  ever  had  in  school  work,  and  inspired  her  with  some 
slight  confidence  in  herself.  She  felt  the  dignity  of  the  position 
of  teacher  too,  and  the  responsibility.  She  never  betrayed  her 
own  ignorance  nor  did  anything  to  shake  Emily's  touching  be- 
lief in  her  superiority,  and  she  never  shook  Emily.  She  knew 
she  could  have  done  better  herself  if  there  had  been  less  thump- 
ing and  shaking,  and  she  had  the  wisdom  to  profit  by  her  mother's 
errors  of  judgment  already — not  that  Emily  ever  provoked  her. 
The  child  was  apt  and  docile,  and  the  lessons  were  a  sort  of  im- 
proving game. 

How  to  impart  religious  instruction  was  the  thing  that  troubled 
Beth  most ;  she  used  to  lie  awake  at  night  thinking  out  the  prob- 
lem. She  found  that  Emily  had  learned  many  texts  and  hymns  in 
the  Sunday  school,  to  which  she  went  regularly,  and  Beth  made 
her  repeat  them,  and  soon  knew  them  all  by  heart  herself,  but 
she  did  not  think  that  she  taught  Emily  enough.  .  One  day  in 
church,  however,  she  thought  of  a  way  to  extend  her  teaching. 
Bernadine  had  joined  her  class  for  fun,  and  was  playing  at  learn- 
ing too  ;  and  now  Beth  proposed  that  they  should  fit  up  a  chapel 
in  the  acting  room  and  resolve  tliemselves  occasionally  into  a 
clergyman  and  congregation.  A  chair  with  the  bottom  knocked 
out  was  the  pulpit,  and  a  long  narrow  box  stood  on  end  was  the 
reading  desk.  Beth  was  the  parson,  of  course,  in  a  white  sheet 
filched  from  the  soiled-clothes  bag,  and  changed  for  a  black  shawl 
for  the  sermon.  She  read  portions  of  Scripture  standing,  slie  read 
prayers  on  her  knees,  she  led  a  hymn,  and  then  she  got  into  the 
black  shawl  and  preached.  What  these  discourses  were  about 
she  could  not  remember  in  after-years,  but  they  must  have  been 
fascinating,  for  the  congregation  listened  unwearied  «»  V:>w^  ^as» 
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she  chose  to  go  on.  Emily  was  a  disappointment  in  one  way 
— she  had  no  imagination.  Beth  pretended  to  take  her  photo- 
graph one  day  after  the  manner  of  the  photographers  on  the 
sands. 

"  Now,  this  is  the  picture,"  she  said,  showing  her  a  piece  of 
glass. 

"  But  there  isn't  no  picture  on  it,"  said  Emily,  staring  hard  at 
the  glass. 

"  How  stupid  you  are  !  "  said  Beth,  disgusted.    "  Look  again." 

"There  isn't,"  Emily  protested.  "Just  you  show  it  to  Ber- 
nadine." 

"  You  should  say  Miss  Bernadine,"  that  young  lady  admon- 
ished her. 

A  few  minutes  afterward  Emily  corrected  Bernadine  for  not 
saying  miss  to  Beth  and  herself.  Beth  tried  to  explain,  but  Emily 
could  not  see  why  she  should  say  miss  to  them  if  they  did  not 
say  miss  to  her  and  to  each  other. 

Poor  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  in  great  straits  for  want  of  money  at 
this  time.  She  had  scarcely  enough  to  pay  for  their  meagre  fare, 
and  her  own  clothes  and  the  children's  were  almost  beyond  patch- 
ing and  darning.  Beth  surprised  her  several  times  sitting  beside 
the  dining-table  with  the  everlasting  mending  on  her  lap,  fret- 
ting silently,  and  the  child's  heart  was  wrung.  There  was  some 
legal  difficulty,  and  letters  which  added  to  her  mother's  trouble 
came  to  the  house  continually. 

The  same  faculty  made  Beth  either  the  naughtiest  or  the  best 
of  children.  The  difference  depended  on  her  heart ;  if  that  were 
touched  she  was  all  sympathy,  but  if  no  appeal  were  made  to  her 
feelings  her  daily  doings  were  the  outcome  of  so  many  erratic 
impulses  acted  on  without  consideration  merely  to  vary  the  disas- 
trous monotony  of  those  long  idle  afternoons. 

The  day  after  she  had  surprised  her  mother  fretting  over  her 
letters  another  packet  arrived.  Beth  happened  to  be  early  up  that 
morning,  and  opened  the  door  to  the  postman.  She  would  like  to 
have  given  the  packet  back  to  him,  but,  that  being  impossible,  she 
carried  it  up  to  the  acting  room  and  hid  it  in  the  roof.  When 
her  mother  came  down,  however,  she  found  to  her  consternation 
that  the  fact  of  there  being  no  letter  at  all  that  morning  was  a 
greater  trouble,  if  anything,  than  the  arrival  of  the  one  the  day 
before  ;  so  she  boldly  brought  it  down  and  delivered  it,  quite  ex- 
pecting to  be  whipped.  But  for  once  Mrs.  Caldwell  asked  for  an 
explanation,  and  the  child's  motive  was  so  evident  that  even  her 
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mother  was  more  affected  by  her  sympathy  than  enraged  by  the 
inconvenient  expression  of  it. 

The  next  day  she  was  playing  on  the  pier  with  Bernadine. 
Her  mother  and  Aunt  Victoria  were  walking  up  and  down,  not 
paying  much  attention  to  the  children.  And  first  they  swung  on 
a  chain  that  was  stretched  from  post  to  post  down  the  middle  of 
the  pier  to  keep  people  from  being  washed  off  in  stormy  weather ; 
but  Bernadine  tumbled  over  backward  and  hurt  her  head,  and 
was  jeered  at  besides  by  some  rude  little  street  children,  who 
could  not  understand  why  the  little  Caldwells,  who  were  as 
shabby  as  themselves,  should  look  down  on  them  and  refuse  to 
associate  with  them.  It  was  not  Beth's  nature  to  be  exclusive. 
She  had  no  notion  of  differences  of  degree.  Any  pleasant  person 
was  her  equal.  She  was  as  much  gratified  by  friendly  notice 
from  the  milkman,  the  fishwoman,  and  the  sweep  as  from  Lady 
Benyon  or  Count  Bartahlinsky  himself,  and  very  early  thought  it 
contemptible  to  jeer  at  people  for  want  of  means  and  defects  of 
education.  She  never  talked  of  the  "  common  people  "  after  she 
found  that  Harriet  was  hurt  by  the  phrase,  and  she  would  have 
been  on  good  terms  with  all  the  street  children  had  it  not  been 
for  what  Mrs.  Caldwell  called  "  Bernadine's  superior  self-respect." 
Bernadine  told  if  Beth  spoke  to  one  of  them,  and  as  Beth  had  no 
friends  among  them  as  yet,  she  did  not  feel  that  their  a<;quaint- 
ance  was  worth  fighting  for.  But  the  street  children  resented 
the  attitude  of  the  two  shabby  little  ladies,  and  were  always 
watching  for  opportunities  to  annoy  them.  Accordingly,  when 
Bernadine  tumbled  off  the  chain  head  over  heels  backward  there 
was  a  howl  of  derision.  "  Oh,  my  !  ain't  she  getten  thin  legs  ! " 
'*  Ah,  say,  Julie,  did  you  see  that  big  'ole  i'  'er  stockin'  ? "  "  Naw, 
but  ah  seed  the  patch  on  'er  petticoat ! "  *'  Eh— an'  she's  on'y 
getten  one  on,  an'  it  isn't  flannel."    "  An'  them's  ladies  I " 

Bemadine's  pride  came  to  her  rescue  on  these  occasions.  At 
home  she  howled  when  she  was  hurt ;  but  now  she  affected  to 
laugh,  and  both  sisters  strolled  off  with  their  little  heads  up  and 
an  exasperating  air  of  indifference  to  the  enemy.  The  tide  was 
out,  and  they  went  down  into  the  harbour  and  found  a  large 
oyster  among  the  piles  of  the  wooden  jetty.  When  they  got 
home  the  difficulty  was  how  to  open  it;  but  they  managed  to 
make  it  open  itself  by  holding  it  over  the  kitchen  fire  on  the 
shovel.  When  it  began  to  lift  its  lid  Beth  sent  Bernadine  for  a 
fork,  and  while  she  was  getting  it  Beth  ate  the  oyster.  But  Ber- 
padine  could  not  see  the  joke,  and  her  rage  was  not  to  be  ap- 
11 
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peased  even  by  the  oyster  shell,  which  Beth  said  she  might  have 
the  whole  of. 

The  battle  came  off  after  dinner  that  evening ;  but  it  was  a 
day  of  disaster.  Harriet  was  out  of  temper,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell 
appeared  mysteriously  just  as  Beth  knocked  Bernadine  down  and 
sat  on  her  stomach. 

They  were  reading  a  story  of  French  life  at  that  time,  and 
something  came  into  it  about  snail  broth  as  a  cure  for  consump- 
tion and  snail  oil  as  a  remedy  for  rheumatism.  The  next  day 
there  was  a  most  extraordinary  smell  all  over  the  house.  Mrs. 
Caldwell,  Aunt  Victoria,  Harriet,  and  Bernadine  went  sniflSng 
about,  but  could  find  nothing  to  account  for  it.  Beth  sat  at  the 
dining-table  with  a  book  before,  her  taking  no  notice.  At  last 
Harriet  had  occasion  to  open  the  oven  door,  and  just  as  she  did 
so  there  was  a  loud  explosion  and  the  kitchen  wall  opposite  was 
bespattered  with  boiling  animal  matter.  Beth  had  got  up  early 
and  collected  snails  enough  in  the  garden  to  fill  a  blacking  bottle, 
corked  them  up  tight,  and  put  them  into  the  darkest  corner  of 
the  oven,  her  idea  being  to  render  them  into  oil  as  Harriet  ren- 
dered suet  into  fat,  and  go  and  rub  rheumatic  people  with  it.  As 
usual,  however,  her  motive  was  ignored,  while  a  great  deal  was 
made  of  the  mess  on  the  kitchen  wall,  which  disheartened  her, 
especially  as  several  other  philanthropic  enterprises  happened  to 
fail  about  the  same  time. 

Emily  appeared  with  a  bad  toothache  one  day,  and  finding  a 
remedy  for  it  gave  Beth  a  momentary  interest  in  life.  She  told 
Emily  she  had  a  cure  for  toothacjie,  and  Emily,  never  doubting, 
let  her  put  some  soft  substance  into  the  tooth  with  the  end  of  a 
match. 

"  It  won't  taste  very  nice,"  said  Beth ;  *'  but  you  mustn't  mind 
that.  You  just  go  home  and  you'll  find  it  won't  ache  any 
more." 

When  Emily  returned  next  day  she  gratefully  proclaimed 
herself  cured,  and  her  mother  wanted  to  know  *'  Whatever  the 
stuff  was." 

"  Soap,"  said  Beth. 

*'  Oh,  you  mucky  thing  I  "  Emily  exclaimed.    She  resented  the 

application  of  such  a  substance  to  the  inside  of  her  person.    Her 

plebeian  mind  was  too  narrow  to  conceive  a  second  legitimate  use 

for  soap,  and  from  that  day  Beth's  influence  declined.    Emily's 

attends^nce  became  irregular,  then  gradually  ceased  altogether, 
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not,  however,  before  Beth's  own  interest  in  the  lessons  was  over 
and  her  mind  much  occupied  with  other  things. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  dower  house  of  the  Benyon  family  stood  in  a  street  which 
was  merely  an  extension  of  Orchard  Street,  and  could  be  seen 
from  Mrs.  Caldwell's  windows.  Lady  Benyon,  having  produced 
a  huge  family  and  buried  her  husband,  had  done  her  day's  work 
in  the  world,  as  it  were,  and  now  had  full  leisure  to  live  as  she 
liked.  So  she  "  lived  well,"  and  in  the  intervals  of  living,  other- 
wise eating,  she  sat  in  the  big  bow  window  of  her  sitting-room, 
digesting  and  watching  her  neighbours.  From  her  large,  old- 
fashioned  house  she  commanded  a  fine  view  down  the  wide  ir- 
regular Front  Street  to  the  sea,  with  a  diagonal  glimpse  down  two 
other  streets  which  ran  parallel  with  the  Front  Street ;  while  on 
the  left  she  could  see  up  Orchard  Street  as  far  as  the  church,  so 
that  everybody  came  under  her  observation  sooner  or  later,  and 
to  Beth  it  always  seemed  that  she  dominated  the  whole  place. 
Most  of  tlie  day  her  head  could  be  seen  above  the  wire  blind,  but, 
as  she  seldom  went  out,  the  four  dark  sausage-shaped  curls,  laid 
horizontally  on  either  side  of  her  acute  old  face,  were  almost  all 
of  her  that  was  known  to  the  inhabitants. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  went  regularly  to  see  Lady  Benyon,  and  some- 
times took  the  children  with  her.  On  one  occasion  when  she  had 
done  so  Lady  Benyon  made  her  take  a  seat  in  the  window  where 
she  was  sitting  herself  so  that  they  could  both  look  out.  Beth 
and  Bernadine  stood  in  the  background  with  a  picture  book  in 
which  they  seemed  so  absorbed  that  the  conversation  flowed  on 
before  them  with  very  little  constraint.  Beth's  ears  were  open, 
however,  as  usual. 

"After  twenty-two  children,"  Lady  Benyon  remarked,  "one 
can  not  expect  to  be  as  active  as  one  was." 

"  No,  indeed,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered  cheerfully.  "  I  have 
only  had  as  good  as  fourteen,  and  I'm  quite  a  wreck.  I  don't 
know  what  it  is  to  pass  a  day  free  from  pain ;  but,  however,  it  is 
so  ordered  and  I  don't  complain.  If  only  they  turn  out  well 
when  they  do  come,  that's  everything." 

"  Ah,  you're  right  there,"  Lady  Benyon  answered. 

"  You  know  my  trial,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  pursued,    "B^^Jtil^i^^^vcvr 
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stantly  became  a  blank.  '*  I  am  afraid  she  cares  for  no  one  but 
herself.  It  shows  what  spoiling  a  child  does.  Her  father  could 
never  make  enough  of  her." 

'"  Well,  I  suppose  she's  naughty,"  Lady  Benyon  rejoined  with 
a  laugh  ;  "  but  she's  promising,  all  the  same — and  not  only  in  ap- 
pearance.   The  things  she  says,  you  know ! " 

"  Oh,  well,  yes,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  allowed.  *'  She  certainly  says 
things  sometimes ;  but  that's  not  much  comfort  when  you  never 
know  what  she'll  be  doing. .  Now  Mildred  has  never  given  me  a 
moment's  anxiety  in  her  life  except  on  account  of  her  delicate 
health,  poor  little  body!  and  Bernadine  is  a  dear,  sweet  little 
thing.  She  is  the  only  one  who  is  thoroughly  unruly  and 
selfish." 

Beth's  blood  boiled  at  the  accusation. 

'*  How  does  the  old  aunt  get  on  ? "  Lady  Benyon  asked  pres- 
ently. 

*'  Oh,  she  seems  to  be  very  well." 

"  Don't  you  find  it  rather  a  trial  to  have  her  about  always  ? " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  an  air  of  resigna- 
tion. "  Oh,  you  know,  she  means  well,"  she  replied  ;  "  and  there 
really  was  nothing  else  for  it.  But  I  must  say  I  have  no  patience 
with  cant." 

Beth,  in  opposition,  still  smarting  from  her  mother's  accusa- 
tion of  selfishness,  determined  at  once  to  inquire  into  Aunt  Vic- 
toria's religious  tenets  with  a  view  to  approving  of  them. 

"  Well,  James  Patten  played  a  mean  part  in  that  business," 
Lady  Benyon  observed.  *'But  I  always  say,  beware  of  a  man 
who  does  his  own  housekeeping.  When  they  keep  the  money  in 
their  own  hands  and  pay  the  bills  themselves  don't  trust  them. 
That  sort  of  man  is  a  cur  at  heart,  you  may  be  sure ;  and  as  for  a 
man  who  takes  possession  of  his  wife's  money  and  doles  it  out  to 
her  a  little  at  a  time  !  I  know  one  such — without  a  penny  of  his 
own,  mind  you !  He  gives  his  wife  a  cheque  for  five  pounds  a 
month,  the  rest  goes  on  other  women — and  she  never  suspects  it ! 
He's  one  of  those  plausible  gentlemen  who's  always  looking  for  a 
post  that  will  pay  him,  and  never  gets  it — you  know  the  kind  of 

thing "    Here  the  old  lady  caught  Beth's  eye.    "  You  take  my 

advice,"  she  said.  ^'  Don't  ever  marry  a  man  who  does  his  own 
housekeeping.  He's  a  crowing  hen,  that  sort  of  man,  you  may  be 
sure.    I  warn  you  against  the  man  who  does  a  woman's  work." 

''  And  if  a  woman  does  a  man's  work  ? "  said  the  intelligent 
Beth. 
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"  It  is  often  a  very  great  help,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  put  in,  with  a 
quick  mental  survey  of  the  reams  of  official  letters  she  had  writ- 
ten for  her  husband. 

Lady  Benyon  pursed  up  her  mouth. 

Aunt  Victoria  was  one  of  those  forlorn  old  ladies  who  have 
nobody  actually  their  own  to  care  for  them,  although  they  may 
have  numbers  of  relations,  and  acquire  odd  habits  from  living 
much  alone.  She  was  a  great  source  of  interest  to  Beth,  who 
would  sit  silently  watching  her  by  the  hour  together,  her  bright 
eyes  steady  and  her  countenance  a  blank.  The  intentness  of 
her  gaze  fidgeted  the  old  lady,  who  would  look  up  suddenly 
every  now  and  then  and  ask  her  what  she  was  staring  at  "  Noth- 
ing, Aunt  Victoria,  I  was  only  thinking,"  Beth  always  answered ; 
and  then  she  affected  to  occupy  herself  until  the  old  lady  re- 
turned to  her  work  or  her  book,  when  Beth  would  resume  her 
interrupted  study.  But  she  liked  Aunt  Victoria.  The  old  lady 
was  sharp  with  her  sometimes,  but  she  meant  to  be  kind,  and  was 
always  just,  and  Beth  respected  her.  She  had  more  faith  in  her, 
too,  than  she  had  in  her  mother,  and  secretly  became  her  parti- 
san on  all  occasions.  She  had  instantly  detected  the  tone  of  de- 
traction in  the  allusions  Lady  Benyon  and  her  mother  had  made 
to  Aunt  Victoria  that  afternoon,  and  stolidly  resented  it. 

When  they  weht  home  she  ran  upstairs  and  knocked  at  Aunt 
Victoria's  door.  It  was  immediately  opened,  and  Beth,  seeing 
what  she  took  for  an  old  gentleman  in  a  short  black  petticoat  and 
loose  red  jacket,  with  short,  thick,  stubbly  white  hair  standing  up 
all  over  his  head,  started  back.  But  it  was  only  Aunt  Victoria 
without  her  cap  and  front.  When  she  saw  Beth's  consternation 
the  old  lady  put  her  hand  up  to  her  head.  "  I  had  forgotten,"  she 
muttered ;  then  she  added  severely :  "  but  you  should  never 
show  surprise,  Beth,  at  anything  in  anybody's  appearance.  It  is 
very  ill  bred." 

"  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  be  surprised  again,"  Beth  answered 
quaintly.  *'  But  I  want  you  to  tell  me,  Aimt  Victoria,  what  do 
you  believe  in  ?  *' 

"  What  do  you  mean,  cliild  ? " 

"  Oh,  you  know ;  about  God,  and  the  Bible,*  and  cant,  and  that 
sort  of  thing,"  Beth  answered  evenly. 

**  Come  in  and  sit  down,"  said  Aunt  Victoria. 

Beth  sat  on  a  classical  piece  of  furniture  that  stood  in  the  win- 
dow, a  sort  of  stool  or  throne,  with  ends  like  a  sola  «ii:A  tv.o  \>^q>8-. 
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It  had  belonged  to  Aunt  Victoria's  father,  and  she  valued  it  very- 
much.  Beth's  feet  as  she  sat  on  it  did  not  touch  the  ground. 
Aunt  Victoria  stood  for  a  moment  in  the  middle  of  the  room  re- 
flecting, and  as  she  did  so  she  looked,  with  her  short,  thick,  stub- 
bly white  hair,  more  like  a  thin  old  gentleman  in  a  black  petti- 
coat and  loose  red  jacket  than  ever. 

"  I  believe,  Beth,"  she  said  solemnly,  *'  I  believe  in  God  the 
Father  Almighty.  I  believe  that  if  we  do  his  holy  will  here  on 
earth  we  shall,  when  we  die,  be  received  by  him  into  bliss  ever- 
lasting ;  but  if  we  do  not  do  his  holy  will,  then  he  will  condemn 
us  to  the  bad  place,  where  we  shall  bum  forever." 

"  But  what  18  His  holy  will  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"It  is  His  holy  will  that  we  should  do  right,  and  that  we 
should  not  do  wrong.  But  this  is  a  big  subject,  Beth,  and  I  can 
only  unfold  it  to  you  bit  by  bit." 

"  But  will  you  unfold  it  ? " 

"  I  will,  as  best  I  can,  if  you  will  listen  earnestly." 

"  I  am  always  in  earnest,"  Beth  answered  sincerely. 

"  No  one  can  teach  you  God,"  Aunt  Victoria  pursued.  "  He 
must  come  to  you.  *  Light  is  sown  for  the  righteous,  and  glad- 
ness for  the  upright  of  heart  The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of 
God,  and  the  firmament  sheweth  his  handiwork.  Day  unto 
day  uttereth  speech,  and  night  unto  night  sheweth  knowledge. 
There  is  no  speech  or  language  where  their  i^ice  is  not  heard. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates  ;  and  he  ye  lifted  up,  ye  everlast- 
ing doors ;  and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in.  Who  is  the 
King  of  glory  f    The  Lord,  strong  and  mighty.^ " 

Beth  in  a  burst  of  enthusiasm  jumped  down  from  her  perch, 
clasped  her  hands  to  her  chest,  and  cried :  "  O  Aunt  Victoria ! 

that  is— that  is "  she  tore  at  her  hair ;  "  I  want  a  word— I  want 

a  word  I " 

"  Is  it  grand,  Beth  ?  " 

"  Grand !  grand  I "  Beth  shouted.     "  Yes,  it  is  grand ! " 

"  Beth,"  said  Aunt  Victoria  emphatically,  "  remember  that  you 
are  a  Christian  child,  and  not  a  dancing  dervish.  If  you  do  not 
instantly  calm  yourself  I  shall  shake  you.  And  if  I  ever  see  you 
give  way  to  such  wild  excitement  again  I  shall  shake  you,  for 
your  own  good.    Calm  is  one  of  the  first  attributes  of  a  gentle- 


woman." 


Teachers  of  religion  do  not  always  practise  what  they  preach. 

Up  to  this  moment,  although  Beth  had  done  her  best  to  teach 

Emily,  she  had  had  no  idea  of  being  religious  herself.    But  now 
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on  a  sudden  there  came  upon  her  that  great  yearning  tenderness 
toward  God  and  desire  for  goodness  which  some  sects  call  conver- 
sion, and  hold  to  be  the  essential  beginning  of  a  religious  life. 
This  was  the  opportunity  Aunt  Victoria  had  prayed  for,  and  from 
that  time  forward  she  began  to  instruct  Beth  systematically  in 
religious  matters.  The  subject  fascinated  Beth,  and  she  would 
make  opportunities  to  be  alone  with  her  aunt,  and  go  to  her  room 
willingly  whenever  she  asked  her,  for  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
her.  Aunt  Victoria  often  moved  about  the  room  and  dressed  as 
she  talked,  and  Beth,  while  listening,  did  not  fail  to  observe  the 
difficulty  of  keeping  stockings  up  on  skinny  legs  when  you  wore 
woollen  garters  below  the  knee ;  and  also  that  it  looked  funny  to 
have  to  tuck  up  your  dress  to  get  your  purse  out  of  a  pocket  in 
your  petticoat  at  the  back.  But  when  Aunt  Victoria  sat  down 
and  read  the  Bible  aloud,  Beth  became  absorbed,  and  would  even 
read  whole  chaptera  again  to  herself  in  order  to  remember  and  be 
able  to  declaim  the  more  poetical  passages  as  Aunt  Victoria  did, 
all  of  which  she  relished  with  the  keenest  enthusiasm.  Unfortu- 
nately for  Beth,  however.  Aunt  Victoria  was  strongly  Calvinistic, 
and  dwelt  too  much  on  death  and  the  judgment  for  her  mental 
health.  The  old  lady,  deeply  as  she  sympathized  with  Beth  and 
loved  her,  did  not  realize  how  morbidly  sensitive  she  was,  and  ac- 
cordingly worked  on  her  feelings  until  the  fear  of  God  got  hold 
of  her.  Just  at  this  time,  too,  Mrs.  Caldwell  chose  The  Pilgrim's 
Progress  for  a  "  Sunday  book,"  and  read  it  aloud  to  the  children ; 
and  this,  together  with  Aunt  Victoria's  views,  operated  only  too 
a<;tively  on  the  child's  vivid  imagination.  A  great  dread  seized 
upon  her — not  on  her  own  account,  strange  to  say ;  she  never 
thought  of  herself,  but  of  her  friends,  and  of  the  world  at  large. 
She  was  in  mortal  dread  lest  they  should  be  called  to  judgment 
and  consigned  to  the  flames.  While  the  sun  was  out  such 
thoughts  did  not  trouble  her ;  but  as  the  day  declined,  and  twi- 
light sombrely  succeeded  the  sunset,  her  heart  sank,  and  her  little 
being  was  racked  with  one  great  petition,  offered  up  to  the  Lord 
in  anguish,  that  he  would  spg^re  them  all. 

The  season  was  beginning,  the  little  place  was  already  full  of 
visitors,  and  Beth  used  to  stand  at  the  dining-room  window  while 
Mrs.  Caldwell  was  reading  aloud  on  Sunday  evenings,  and  watch 
the  congregation  stream  out  of  the  church  at  the  end  of  the  road, 
and  suffer  agonies  because  of  the  torments  that  awaited  them  all, 
including  her  mother,  brothers,  and  sisters,  Harriet  in  the  kitchen, 
and  Mrs.  Davy  at  Orchard  House  opposite — everybody  ^  \xv^^j^^ 
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except  Aunt  Victoria — in  a  future  state.  Out  on  the  cliffs  in  the 
summer  evenings,  when  great  dark  masses  of  cloud  tinged  with 
crimson  were  piled  to  the  zenith  at  sundown  and  coldly  reflected 
in  the  dark  waters  of  the  bay,  she  saw  the  destination  of  the 
world ;  she  heard  cries  of  torment,  too,  in  the  plash  of  breaking 
waves  and  the  unceasing  roar  of  the  sea ;  and  as  she  watched  the 
visitors,  lounging  about  in  bright  dresses,  laughing  and  talking, 
careless  of  their  doom,  she  could  hardly  restrain  her  tears.  Night 
after  night  when  she  went  to  bed  she  put  her  head  under  the 
clothes  that  Bernadine  might  not  hear,  and  her  chest  was  torn 
with  sobs  until  she  fell  asleep. 

At  that  time  she  devised  no  more  tricks,  she  took  no  interest  in 
games,  and  would  not  fight  even.  Bernadine  did  not  know  what 
to  make  of  her.  All  day  she  was  recovering  from  the  lassitude 
caused  by  the  mental  anguish  of  the  previous  evening,  but  regu- 
larly at  sunset  it  began  again ;  and  the  more  she  suffered  the  less 
able  was  she  to  speak  on  the  subject.  At  first  she  had  tried  to  dis- 
cuss eternal  punishment  with  Harriet,  Bernadine,  and  Aunt  Vic- 
toria, and  each  had  responded  characteristically.  Harriet's 
imagination  dwelt  on  the  particular  torments  reserved  for  certain 
people  she  knew,  which  she  described  graphically.  Bernadine 
listened  to  Beth's  remarks  with  interest,  then  accused  Beth  of  try- 
ing to  frighten  her,  and  said  she  would  tell  mamma.  Aunt  Vic- 
toria discoursed  earnestly  on  the  wages  of  sin,  the  sufferings  of 
sinners,  the  glories  of  salvation,  the  peace  on  earth  from  knowing 
you  are  saved,  and  the  pleasures  of  the  world  to  come ;  but  the 
more  Beth  heard  of  the  joys  of  heaven,  the  more  she  dreaded  the 
horrors  of  hell.  Still,  however,  she  was  too  shy  to  say  anything 
about  her  own  acute  mental  misery,  and  no  one  suspected  that 
anything  was  wrong,  until  one  day  something  dejected  in  the 
child's  attitude  happened  to  catch  Aunt  Victoria's  attention. 

Beth  was  sitting  on  an  African  stool,  her  elbow  on  her  knee, 
her  chin  resting  on  her  little  hand,  her  gray  eyes  looking  up 
through  the  window  at  the  summer  sky.  What  could  the  child 
be  thinking  of,  Aunt  Victoria  wondered,  and  surely  she  was  look- 
ing thin  and  pale — quite  haggard. 

"  Why  don't  you  get  something  to  do,  Beth  ? "  the  old  lady 
asked.    *'  It's  bad  for  little  girls  to  idle  about  all  day." 

'*I  wish  I  had  something  to  do,"  Beth  answered.  "I'm  so 
tired." 

"  Does  your  head  ache,  child  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked,  speaking 
sharply  because  her  mind  was  disturbed. 
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"  No." 


1  ?? 


"  You  should  answer  politely,  and  say  *  No,  thank  youJ 

*'  No,  thank  you.  Aunt  Victoria,"  was  the  docile  rejoinder. 

Aunt  Victoria  resolved  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Caldwell,  and  resumed 
her  knitting.  She  was  one  of  those  people  who  can  keep  what 
they  have  to  say  till  a  suitable  occasion  offers.  Her  mind  was 
never  so  full  of  any  one  subject  as  to  overflow  and  make  a  mess 
of  it.  She  would  wait  a  week  watching  her  opportunity  if  neces- 
sary ;  and  she  did  not,  therefore,  although  she  saw  Mrs.  Caldwell 
frequently  during  the  day,  speak  to  her  about  Beth  until  the  chil- 
dren had  gone  to  bed  in  the  evening,  when  she  was  sure  of  her 
effect. 

Then  she  began  abruptly. 

**  Caroline,  that  child  Beth  is  ill." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  was  startled.  It  was  very  inconsiderate  of  Aunt 
Victoria.  She  knew  she  was  nervous  about  her  children;  how 
could  she  be  so  imfeeling  ?    What  made  her  think  Beth  ill  ? 

"  Look  at  her  I "  said  Aunt  Victoria.  "  She  eats  nothing.  She 
has  wasted  to  a  skeleton,  she  has  no  blood  in  her  face  at  all,  and 
her  eyes  look  as  if  she  never  slept." 

**  I  am  sure  she  sleeps  well  enough,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered, 
inclined  to  bridle. 

"I  feel  quite  sure,  Caroline,"  Aunt  Victoria  said  solemnly, 
"  that  if  you  take  a  candle  and  go  upstairs  this  minute  you  will 
find  that  child  wide  awake." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  felt  that  she  was  being  found  fault  with,  and 
was  indignant.  She  went  upstairs  at  once,  with  her  head  held 
high,  expecting  to  find  Beth  in  a  healthy  sleep.  The  relief,  how- 
ever, of  finding  that  the  child  was  well  would  not  have  been  so 
great  at  the  moment  as  the  satisfaction  of  proving  Aunt  Victoria 
in  the  wrong. 

But  Beth  was  wide  awake,  petitioning  God  in  an  agony  to 
spare  her  friends.    When  Mrs.  Caldwell  entered,  she  started  up. 

"  O  mamma,"  she  exclaimed,  "  I'm  so  glad  youVe  come !  I've 
been  so  frightened  about  you." 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you,  Beth?"  Mrs.  Caldwell  asked 
not  over  gently.     "  What  are  you  frightened  about  ? " 

*' Nothing,"  Beth  faltered,  shrinking  back  into  herself. 

"  Oh,  that's  nonsense,"  her  mother  answered.  "  It's  silly  to  be 
frightened  at  nothing,  and  cowardly  to  be  frightened  at  all.  Lie 
down  and  go  to  sleep  like  a  good  child.  Come,  turn  your  face  to 
the  wall,  and  I'll  tuck  you  in." 
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Beth  obeyed,  and  her  mother  left  her  to  her  fears  and  returned 
to  Aunt  Victoria  in  the  drawing-room. 

"  Well  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked  anxiously. 

"She  was  awake,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  acknowledged.  "She  said 
she  was  frightened,  but  didn't  know  what  of.  I  expect  she'd  been 
dreaming.  And.  I'm  sure  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with  her. 
She's  been  subject  to  queer  fits  of  alarm  at  night  ever  since  she 
was  a  baby.  It's  the  dark,  I  think.  It  makes  her  nervous.  At 
one  time  the  doctor  made  us  have  a  night  light  for  her,  which  was 
great  nonsense,  /  always  said ;  but  her  father  insisted.  When  it 
suits  her  to  play  in  the  dark  she's  never  afraid." 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Rainharbour  set  up  a  band  of  its  own. 
Beth  was  always  peculiarly  susceptible  to  music.  Her  ear  was 
defective  ;  she  rarely  knew  if  any  one  sang  flat ;  but  the  poorest 
instrument  would  lay  hold  of  her,  and  set  high  cords  of  emotion 
vibrating  beyond  the  reach  of  words.  The  first  time  she  heard 
the  band  she  was  completely  carried  away.  It  was  on  the  pier, 
and  she  happened  to  be  close  beside  it  when  it  began  to  play,  and 
stood  still  in  astonishment  at  the  crash  of  the  opening  bars.  Her 
mother,  after  vainly  calling  to  her  to  come  on,  snatched  impa- 
tiently at  her  arm  to  drag  her  away ;  and  Beth,  in  her  excitement, 
set  her  teeth  and  slapped  at  her  mother's  hand — or  rather  at  what 
seemed  to  her  the  importunate  thing  that  was  trying  to  end  her 
ecstasy. 

Of  course  Mrs.  Caldwell  would  not  stand  that,  so  Beth,  victim 
of  brute  force,  was  hustled  off  to  the  end  of  the  pier,  and  then 
slapped,  shaken,  and  reviled  for  the  enormity  of  her  offence, 
until,  in  an  acute  nervous  crisis,  she  wrenched  herself  out  of  her 
mother's  clutches  and  sprang  over  into  the  harbour.  It  was  high 
water,  happily,  and  Count  Gustav  Bartahlinsky,  who  was  just 
going  out  in  his  yacht,  saw  her  drop,  and  fished  her  out  with  a 
boat  hook. 

"  Look  here,  young  woman,"  he  said,  "  what  do  you  mean  by 
tumbling  about  like  this  ?  I  shall  have  the  trouble  of  turning 
back  and  putting  you  on  shore." 

"  No,  don't ;  no,  don't,"  Beth  pleaded.  "  Take  me  along  with 
you." 

He  looked  at  her  an  instant,  considering,  then  went  to  the  side 
of  the  yacht  and  called  up  to  her  frantic  mother :  "  She's  all  right. 
I'll  have  her  dried,  and  bring  her  back  this  afternoon" — with 
which  assurance  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  obliged  to  content  herself,  for 
the  yacht  sailed  on — not  that  she  would  have  objected.    Beth  and 
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Count  Gustav  were  sworn  allies  by  this  time,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell 
knew  that  Beth  could  not  be  in  better  hands.  Beth  had  seen 
Count  Gustav  passing  their  window  a  few  days  after  their  first 
meeting,  and  had  completed  her  conquest  of  him  by  tearing  out 
and  running  down  Orchard  Street  after  him  with  nothing  on  her 
head  to  ask  what  copyright  was ;  and  since  then  they  had  often 
met,  and  sometimes  spent  delightful  hours  together,  sitting  on  the 
cliffs  or  strolling  along  by  the  sea.  He  had  discovered  her  talent 
for  verse  making  and  given  her  a  book  on  the  subject  full  of  ex- 
amples, which  was  a  great  joy  to  her.  When  tho  yacht  was  clear 
of  the  harbour  he  took  her  down  to  the  saloon  and  got  out  a  silk 
shirt.  "  I'm  going  to  leave  you,"  he  said,  "  and  when  I'm  gone 
you  must  take  off  all  your  tilings  and  put  this  shirt  on.  Then 
tumble  into  that  -berth  between  the  blankets,  and  I'll  come  back 
and  talk  to  you."  Beth  promptly  obeyed.  She  was  an  ill-used 
heroine  now,  in  the  hands  of  her  knightly  deliverer,  and  thor- 
oughly happy. 

When  Count  Gustav  returned  he  was  followed  by  Gard,  a  tall, 
dark,  handsome  sailor,  a  descendant  of  black  Dane  settlers  on  the 
coast,  and  for  that  reason  commonly  called  Black  Gard.  He 
brought  sandwiches,  cakes,  and  hot  tea  on  a  tray  for  Beth.  She 
had  propped  herself  up  with  pillows  in  the  berth,  and  was  look- 
ing out  of  an  open  porthole  opposite,  listening  enraptured  to  the 
strains  of  the  band,  which,  mellowed  by  distance,  floated  out  over 
the  water. 

"  What  a  radiant  little  face  I "  the  count  thought  as  he  handed 
her  tlie  tea  and  sandwiches. 

Beth  took  them  voraciously. 

"  Did  you  have  any  breakfast  ? "  the  count  asked,  smiling. 

"  Yes,"  Beth  answered. 

"  What  did  you  have  ? " 

"Milk  and  hot  water  and  dry  toast.  I  made  the  toast  my- 
self." 

"  No  butter  ? " 

"  No.     The  butter's  running  short,  so  I  wouldn't  take  any." 

**  When  do  you  lunch  ?  " 

"  Oh,  we  don't  lunch.  Can't  afford  it,  you  know.  The  boys 
have  got  to  be  educated,  and  Uncle  James  Patten  won't  help, 
though  Jim's  his  heir." 

Count  Gustav  looked  at  her  little  delicate  hand  lying  on  the 
coverlet,  and  then  at  the  worn  little  face. 

"  You've  been  crying,"  he  said. 
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"  Ah,  that  was  only  last  night  after  I  went  to  bed,"  Beth  an- 
swered. "  It  makes  you  cry  when  people  aren't  saved,  doesn't  it  ? 
Are  you  saved  ?    If  you're  not  it  will  be  awful  for  me." 

"  Why  ? " 

"  Cos  it  would  hurt  so  here  to  think  of  you  burning  in  hell." 
Beth  clasped  her  chest.  "  It  always  begins  to  a<;he  here — in  the 
evening — for  the  people  who  aren't  saved,  and  when  I  go  to  bed  it 
makes  me  cry." 

*'  Who  told  you  about  being  saved,  and  that  ? " 

"  Aunt  Victoria.  She  lives  with  us,  you  know.  She's  going 
away  now  to  pay  a  visit,  because  the  boys  are  coming  home,  and 
Mildred,  for  the  holidays,  and  'there  wouldn't  be  room  for  her. 
I'm  dreadfully  sorry ;  but  I  shall  go  to  church  and  read  the  Bible 
just  the  same  when  she's  away." 

Count  Gustav  sat  down  on  the  end  of  the  saloon  table  and  re- 
flected a  little;  then  he  said:  "I  wouldn't  read  anything  if  I 
were  you  while  Aunt  Victoria's  away.  Just  play  about  with  Mil- 
dred and  the  boys  and  come  out  fishing  with  me  sometimes.  God 
doesn't  want  you  to  save  people.  He  does  that  himself.  I  ex- 
pect he's  very  angry  because  you  cry  at  night  He  thinks  you 
don't  trust  him.  All  he  wants  you  to  do  is  to  love  him  and 
trust  him  and  be  happy.    That's  the  creed  for  a  little  girl." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ? "  Beth  gasped.  Then  she  began  to  reflect, 
and  her  big  gray  eyes  slowly  dilated,  while  at  the  same  time  a 
look  of  intense  relief  relaxed  the  muscles  of  her  pinched  little 
face.  "  Do  you  think  so  ? "  she  repeated.  Then  suddenly  she 
burst  into  tears. 

Count  Gustav,  somewhat  disconcerted,  hurriedly  handed  her  a 
handkerchief. 

Another  gentleman  came  into  the  saloon  at  the  moment  and 
raised  inquiring  eyebrows. 

"  Only  a  little  martyr,  momentarily  released  from  suffering, 
enjoying  the  reaction,"  Count  Gustav  observed.  *'  Come  on  deck, 
and  let  her  sleep. — Do  you  hear,  little  lady,  go  to  sleep." 

Beth,  docile  to  a  fault  when  gently  handled,  nestled  down 
among  the  blankets,  shut  her  eyes,  and  prepared  to  obey.  The 
sound  of  the  water  rippling  ofp  the  sides  of  the  yacht  as  she  glided 
on  smoothly  over  the  summer  sea  both  soothed  and  cheered  her. 
Heavenly  thoughts  came  crowding  into  her  mind ;  then  sleep 
surprised  her,  with  the  tears  she  had  been  shedding  for  the 
sufferings  of  others  still  wet  upon  her  cheek.  When  she  awoke 
her  clothes  were  beside  her,  ready  to  put  on.    She  jumped  up 
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instantly,  dressed,  and  went  on  deck.  The  yacht  was  almost  sta- 
tionary, and  the  two  gentlemen,  attended  by  the  black  Dane, 
Gard,  were  fishing.  Away  to  starboard  the  land  lay  like  a  silver 
mist  in  the  heat  of  the  afternoon.  Beth  turned  her  sorrowful 
little  face  toward  it. 

"  Are  you  homesick,  Beth  ? "  Count  Gustav  asked. 

"  No,  sick  of  home,"  Beth  answered ;  "  but  I  suppose  I  shall 
have  to  go  back." 

''  And  what  then  ?  " 

"Mamma  will  punish  me  for  jumping  into  the  harbour,  I 
expect." 

*'  Jumping  in ! "  he  ejaculated,  and  then  a  great  gravity  settled 
upon  him  and  he  cogitated  for  some  time.  "  Why  did  you  jump 
in  ? "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Because  mamma — because  mamma "    Her  chest  heaved. 

She  was  ashamed  to  say. 

Count  Gustav  exchanged  glances  with  the  other  gentleman 
and  said  no  more.  But  he  took  her  home  himself  in  the  evening, 
and  had  a  long  talk  with  mamma  and  Aunt  Victoria,  and  after  he 
had  gone  they  were  both  particularly  nice  to  Beth,  but  very 
solemn.  That  night,  too,  Aunt  Victoria  did  not  mention  death 
and  the  judgment,  but  talked  of  heaven  and  the  mercy  of  God 
'until  Beth's  brow  cleared,  and  she  was  filled  with  hope. 

It  was  the  next  day  that  Aunt  Victoria  left  them  to  make 
room  for  Mildred  and  the  boys.  Beth  went  with  her  mother  to 
see  the  old  lady  off  at  the  station.  On  account  of  their  connec- 
tions the  little  party  attracted  attention,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell,  feel- 
ing her  importance,  expected  the  officials  to  be  obsequious,  which 
they  were,  and  in  return  she  also  expected  Aunt  Victoria  to  make 
proper  acknowledgment  of  their  attentions.  She  considered  that 
sixpence  at  least  was  necessary  to  uphold  the  dignity  of  the  fam- 
ily on  such  occasions,  but,  to  her  horror,  when  the  moment  came 
Aunt  Victoria,  after  an  exciting  fumble,  drew  from  her  reticule  a 
tract  entitled  The  Man  on  the  Slant,  and,  in  the  face  of  every- 
body, handed  it  to  the  expectant  porter. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  assured  Lady  Benyon  afterward  that  she  should 
never  forget  that  moment.    Beth  used  to  wonder  why. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

The  end  of  the  holidays  found  Beth  in  a  very  different  mood. 
Jim  had  come  with  the  ideas  of  his  adolescence,  and  Mildred  had 
brought  new  music,  and  these  together  had  helped  to  take  her 
completely  out  of  herself.  The  rest  from  lessons,  too,  from  her 
mother's  method  of  making  education  a  martyrdom,  and  many 
more  hours  of  each  day  than  usual  spent  in  the  open  air,  had  also 
helped  greatly  to  ease  her  mind  and  strengthen  her  body,  so  that 
even  in  the  time,  which  was  only  a  few  weeks,  she  had  recovered 
her  colour,  shot  up,  and  expanded. 

Most  of  the  time  she  had  spent  with  Jim,  whom  she  had  studied 
with  absorbing  interest,  his  point  of  view  was  so  wholly  unex- 
pected. And  even  in  these  early  days  she  showed  a  trait  of  char- 
acter for  which  she  afterward  became  remarkable — that  is  to  say, 
she  learned  the  whole  of  the  facts  of  a  case  before  she  formed  an 
opinion  on  its  merits,  listened  and  observed  uncritically,  without 
prejudice  and  without  personal  feeling,  until  she  was  fully  in- 
formed. Life  unfolded  itself  to  her  like  the  rules  of  arithmetic. 
She  could  not  conjecture  what  the  answer  would  be  in  any  single 
example  from  a  figure  or  two,  but  had  to  take  them  all  down  in 
order  to  work  the  sum.  And  her  object  was  always  not  to  prove 
herself  right  in  any  guess  she  might  have  made,  but  to  arrive  at 
the  truth.  She  was  eleven  years  old  at  this  time,  but  looked 
fourteen. 

It  was  when  she  went  out  shooting  with  Jim  that  they  used  to 
have  their  most  interesting  discussions.  Jim  used  to  take  her  to 
carry  things,  but  never  offered  her  a  shot,  because  she  was  a  girl. 
She  did  not  care  about  that,  however,  because  she  had  made  up 
her  mind  to  take  the  gun  when  he  was  gone  and  go  out  shooting 
on  her  own  account;  and  she  abstracted  a  certain  amount  of 
powder  and  shot  from  his  flasks  each  day  to  pay  herself  for  her 
present  trouble  and  also  to  be  ready  for  the  future.  Uncle  James 
had  given  Jim  leave  to  shoot  provided  he  sent  the  game  he  killed 
to  Fairholm ;  and  sometimes  they  spent  the  day  wandering 
through  the  woods  after  birds,  and  sometimes  they  sat  on  the 
cliffs  which  skirted  the  property,  potting  rabbits.  Jim  expected 
Beth  to  act,  as  usual,  as  a  keeper  for  him,  and  also  to  retrieve 
like  a  well-trained  dog,  and  when  on  one  occasion  she  disap- 
pointed him  he  had  a  good  deal  to  say  about  the  uselessness 
of  sisters,  and  the  inferiority  of  the  sex  generally.    Women,  he 
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always  maintained,  were  only  fit  to  sew  on  buttons  and  mend 
socks. 

"  But  is  it  contemptible  to  sew  on  buttons  and  mend  socks  ? " 
Beth  asked  one  day  when  they  were  sitting  in  a  sandy  hollow 
waiting  for  rabbits. 

**It's  not  a  man's  work,"  said  Jim,  a  trifle  disconcerted. 

Beth  looked  about  her.  The  great  sea,  the  vast  tract  of  sand, 
and  the  blue  sky  so  high  above  them  made  her  suffer  for  her  own 
insignificance,  and  feel  for  the  moment  that  nothing  was  worth 
while ;  but  in  the  hollow  where  they  sat  it  was  cosy  and  the  grass 
was  green.  Miniature  cliffs  overhung  the  rabbit  holes,  and  the 
dry  soil  was  silvered  by  sun  and  wind  and  rain.  There  was  a 
stiff  breeze  blowing,  but  it  did  not  touch  them  in  their  sheltered 
nook.  They  could  hear  it  making  its  moan,  however,  as  if  it  were 
vainly  trying  to  get  at  them ;  and  there  also  ascended  from  below 
the  ceaseless  sound  of  the  sea.  Beth  turned  her  back  on  the  wild 
prospect  and  watched  the  rabbit  holes. 

*'  There's  one  on  the  right,"  she  said  at  last,  softly. 

Jim  raised  his  gun,  aimed,  and  fired.  The  rabbit  rolled  over 
on  its  back,  and  Beth  rose  in  a  leisurely  way,  fetched  it,  carrying 
it  by  its  legs,  and  threw  it  down  on  the  bag. 

"  And  when  all  the  buttons  are  sewed  on  and  all  the  socks 
mended,  what  is  a  girl  to  do  with  her  time  ? "  she  asked  dispas- 
sionately, when  she  had  reseated  herself.  "  The  things  only  come 
home  from  the  wash  once  a  week,  you  see." 

*'  Oh,  there's  lots  to  be  done,"  Jim  answered  vaguely.  "  There's 
the  cooking.  A  man's  life  isn't  worth  having  if  the  cooking's 
bad." 

"  But  a  gentleman  keeps  a  cook,"  Beth  observed. 

*'0h,  yes,  of  course,"  Jim  answered  irritably.  "You  would 
see  what  I  mean  if  you  weren't  a  girl.  Girls  have  no  brains. 
They  scream  at  a  mouse." 

"  We  never  scream  at  mice,"  Beth  protested  in  surprise. 
"  Bernadine  catches  them  in  her  hands." 

*'Ah,  but  then  you've  had  brothers,  you  see,"  said  Jim.  "It 
makes  all  the  difference  if  you're  taught  not  to  be  silly." 

"  Then  why  aren't  all  girls  taught,  and  why  aren't  we  taught 
more  things  ?" 

"  Because  you've  got  no  brains,  I  tell  you." 

"  But  if  we  can  be  taught  one  thing,  why  can't  we  be  taught 
another  ?  How  can  you  tell  we've  no  brains  if  you  never  try  to 
teach  us  ? " 
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"  Now,  look  here,  Miss  Beth,"  said  brother  Jim  in  a  tone  of 
exasperation,  "  I  know  what  you'll  be  when  you  grow  up  if  you 
don't  mind.  You'll  be  just  the  sort  of  long-tongued  shrew,  always 
arguing,  that  men  hate." 

"  Do  you  say  '  that  men  hate,'  or  *  whom  men  hate  ? ' "  Beth 
interrupted. 

"  There  you  are  1 "  said  Jim — "  devilish  sharp  at  a  nag.  That's 
just  what  I'm  telling  you.  Now,  you  take  my  advice  and  hold 
your  tongue.  Then  perhaps  you'll  get  a  husband ;  and  if  you  do, 
make  things  comfortable  for  him.  Men  can't  abide  women  who 
don't  make  things  comfortable." 

"  Well,"  said  Beth  temperately,  "  I  don't  think  I  could  *  abide ' 
a  man  who  didn't  make  things  comfortable." 

Jim  grunted  as  though  that  point  of  view  were  a  different 
thing  altogether. 

By  degrees  Beth  discovered  that  sisters  did  not  hold  at  all 
the  same  sort  of  place  in  Jim's  estimation  as  *the  girls.'  The 
girls  were  other  people's  sisters  to  whom  Jim  was  polite  and 
whom  he  even  fawned  on  and  flattered  while  they  were  present, 
but  made  most  disparaging  remarks  about  and  ridiculed  behind 
their  backs ;  to  his  own  sisters,  on  the  contrary,  he  was  habitually 
rude,  but  he  always  spoke  of  them  nicely  in  their  absence,  and 
even  boasted  about  their  accomplishments. 

"Your  brother  Jim  says  you  can  act  anything,"  Charlotte 
Hardy,  the  doctor's  daughter,  told  Beth.  "  And  you  recite  won- 
derfully, although  you've  never  heard  any  one  recite ;  and  you 
talk  like  a  grown-up  person."  Beth  flushed  with  surprise  and 
pleasure  at  this ;  but  her  heart  had  hardly  time  to  expand  before 
she  observed  the  puzzling  discrepancy  between  what  Jim  said  to 
her  and  what  he  had  been  saying  to  other  people,  and  found  it 
impossible  to  reconcile  the  two  so  as  to  have  any  confidence  in 
Jim's  sincerity. 

Before  the  end  of  the  holidays  she  had  learned  to  enjoy  Jim's 
companionship,  but  she  had  no  respect  for  his  opinions  at  all.  He 
had  taught  her  a  good  deal,  however.  He  had  taught  her,  for  one 
thing,  the  futility  of  discussion  with  people  of  his  capacity.  The 
small  intellect  should  be  treated  like  the  small  child — with  the 
tenderest  consideration.  It  must  not  hear  too  much  of  anything 
at  a  time,  and  there  are  certain  things  that  it  must  never  be  told 
at  all.  Simple  familiar  facts  with  obvious  little  morals  are  the 
right  food  for  it ;  and  constant  repetition  of  what  it  knows  is  safe ; 
but  such  heavy  things  as  theories,  opinions,  and  arguments  must 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  169 

be  kept  carefully  concealed  from  it,  for  fear  of  causing  congestion 
or  paralysis,  or,  worse  still,  that  parlous  condition  which  betrays 
itself  in  distressing  symptoms  such  as  one  sees  daily  in  society,  or 
sits  and  shudders  at  in  one's  own  friends,  when  the  victim,  swelling 
with  importance,  makes  confident  misstatements,  draws  erroneous 
conclusions,  sums  up  and  gives  advice  so  fatuous  that  you  blush 
to  be  a  biped  of  the  same  species. 

There  was  a  hotel  in  Rainharbour  called  the  United  King- 
dom, where  Jim  spent  much  of  his  time  playing  billiards,  drink- 
ing beer,  and  smoking  pipes.  He  had  to  coax  money  out  of  his 
mother  continually  for  these  pursuits. 

'*'  It's  the  kind  of  thing  a  fellow  must  do,  you  know,  mamma," 
he  said.  "  You  can't  expect  him  to  stick  at  home  like  a  girl.  He 
must  see  life  or  he'll  be  a  muff  instead  of  a  man  of  the  world. 
How  shall  I  get  on  at  Fairholm  when  I  come  in  for  the  property 
if  I'm  not  up  to  things  ? " 

This  was  said  at  breakfast  one  morning,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell, 
sitting  opposite  the  window,  raised  her  worn  face  and  looked  up 
at  the  sky,  considering  what  else  there  was  that  she  could  do 
without. 

"  Do  you  learn  how  to  manage  estates  at  the  United  King- 
dom ? "  Beth  put  in  innocently. 

"  Now  look  here,  Beth,  just  you  shut  up,"  said  Jim.  *'  You're 
always  putting  your  oar  in,  and  it's  deuced  impertinent  of  a  child 
like  you  when  I'm  talking  to  my  mother.  She  knows  what  I'm 
talking  about,  and  you  don't ;  but  you'll  be  teaching  her  next,  I 
expect.     You're  far  too  cheeky." 

"  I  only  wanted  to  know,"  Beth  protested. 

"  That  ^ill  do,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell  impatiently.  She  was  put 
out  by  Jim's  demand  for  money  which  she  had  not  got  to  spare, 
and  found  it  a  relief  to  expend  some  of  her  irritation  on  Beth. 
"  Jim  is  quite  right,  and  I  won't  have  you  hanging  about  always, 
listening  to  things  you  don't  understand  and  rudely  inter- 
rupting." 

"  I  thought  we  were  at  breakfast,"  Beth  exclaimed,  furious  at 
being  unjustly  accused  of  hanging  about. 

"  Be  good  enough  to  leave  the  table,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell ;  "  and 
you  shall  have  nothing  but  bread  and  water  for  the  rest  of  the 
day." 

"  It  will  be  a  dinner  of  herbs  with  contentment,  then,  if  I  have 
it  alone,"  said  Beth,  for  which  impertinence  she  was  condemned 
to  be  present  at  every  meal. 
13 
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Having  extracted  the  money  from  his  mother,  Jim  went  off  to 
the  United  Kingdom,  and  came  back  in  the  afternoon  somewhat 
the  worse  for  beer ;  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  did  not  perceive  it.  He 
complained  of  the  poor  dinner,  the  cooking,  and  Beth's  shabby- 
appearance. 

"  How  can  you  go  out  with  me  like  that  ?  "  he  said.  "  Why 
can't  you  dress  properly  ?    Look  at  my  things  !    I'm  decent." 

"  So  should  I  be,"  said  Beth  without  malice,  her  eyes  shining 
with  mortification.  "  So  should  I  be  if  anybody  bought  me  de- 
cent clothes." 

She  did  not  think  it  unfair,  however,  that  she  should  go  shabby 
so  that  Jim  might  be  well  dressed.  Nor  did  she  feel  it  wrong — 
when  the  holidays  were  over  and  the  boys  had  gone — that  she 
should  be  left,  idly  drumming  on  the  window  pane ;  that  they 
should  have  every  advantage  while  she  had  none,  and  no  prospect 
but  the  uncertain  chance  of  securing  a  husband  if  she  held  herself 
well  and  did  as  she  was  told — a  husband  whom  she  would  be  ex- 
pected  to  obey,  whatever  he  might  lack  in  the  way  of  capacity  to 
order.  It  is  suffering  which  makes  these  things  plain  to  a  gener- 
ous woman ;  but  usually  by  the  time  she  has  suffered  enough 
to  be  able  to  blame  those  whom  it  has  been  her  habit  to  love 
and  respect,  and  to  judge  of  the  wrong  they  have  done  her, 
it  is  too  late  to  remedy  it.  Even  if  her  faculties  have  not 
atrophied  for  want  of  use,  all  that  should  have  been  cultivated 
lies  latent  in  her;  she  has  nothing  to  fall  back  upon;  and  her 
life  is  spoilt. 

She  stood  idly  drumming  on  the  window  pane  for  long  hours 
after  the  boys  had  gone.  Then  she  got  her  battered  old  hat, 
walked  out  to  Fairholm,  and  wandered  over  the  ground  where 
she  had  been  wont  to  retrieve  for  Jim.  When  she  came  to  the 
warren  the  rabbits  were  out  feeding,  and  she  amused  herself  by 
throwing  stones  at  them  with  her  left  hand.  She  had  the  use  of 
both  hands,  and  would  not  have  noticed  if  her  knife  had  been  put 
where  her  fork  should  have  been  at  table ;  but  she  threw  stones, 
bowled,  batted,  played  croquet,  and  also  tennis  in  after-years,  with 
her  left  hand  by  preference,  and  she  always  held  out  her  left  hand 
to  be  handed  from  a  carriage. 

She  succeeded  in  killing  a  rabbit  with  a  stone,  to  her  own  sur- 
prise and  delight,  and  carried  it  off  home,  where  it  formed  a  wel- 
come addition  to  the  meagi*e  fare.  She  skinned  and  cleaned  it 
herself,  boiled  it,  carved  it  carefully,  so  that  it  might  not  look  like 
a  cat  on  the  dish,  covered  it  with  good  onion  sauce,  and  garnished 
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it  with  little  rolls  of  fried  bacon,  and  sent  it  to  table,  where  the 
only  other  dish  was  cold  beef  bones  with  very  little  meat  on 
them. 

"  Where  did  it  come  from  ? "  Mi's.  Caldwell  asked,  looking 
pleased. 

"  From  Fairholm,"  Beth  answered. 

*'  I  must  thank  your  uncle,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell. 

'*'  It  was  not  my  uncle,"  Beth  answered,  laughing ;  "  and  you're 
not  to  send  any  thanks." 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  still  more  pleased,  for  she 
supposed  it  was  a  surreptitious  kindness  of  Aunt  Grace  Mary's. 
She  ate  the  rabbit  with  appetite,  and  Beth,  as  she  watched  her, 
determined  to  go  hunting  again  and  see  what  she  could  get  for 
her.  Beth  would  not  have  touched  a  penny  of  Uncle  James's, 
but  from  that  time  forward  she  did  not  scruple  to  poach  on  his 
estate  and  bring  home  anything  she  could  catch.  She  had  often 
prayed  to  the  Lord  to  show  her  how  to  do  something  to  help  her 
mother  in  her  dire  poverty,  and  when  this  idea  occurred  to  her 
she  accepted  it  as  a  direct  answer  to  her  prayer. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  and  the  three  girls  slept  in  the  largest  bedroom 
in  the  house.  It  was  at  the  back,  looking  into  the  little  garden, 
and  out  to  the  east.  The  early  morning  sun,  making  black  bars 
of  the  window  frame  on  the  white  blind,  often  awoke  Beth,  and 
she  would  lie  and  count  the  white  spaces  between  the  bars,  where 
the  window  panes  were — three,  six,  nine,  twelve ;  or  two,  four,  six, 
eight,  ten,  twelve.  One  morning  after  Jim  left  she  was  lying 
awake  counting  the  window  panes  when  Harriet  knocked  at  the 
door  with  the  hot  water.  Mildred  had  not  yet  gone  back  to  her 
aunt,  and  was  sleeping  with  Beth,  Bernadine  being  with  her 
mother. 

"  Come,  get  up,  children,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  as  she  got  out  of 
bed  herself. 

"  Mamma,  mayn't  I  have  breakfast  in  bed,"  said  Bernadine  in 
a  wheedling  tone. 

"  No,  no,  my  little  body,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered. 

"  But,  mamma,"  whined  the  little  body,  **  I've  got  such  a  head- 
ache ! "  She  very  often  had  when  she  ought  to  have  been  get- 
ting up. 

"Cry,  baby,  cry,"  sang  out  Beth.  "Mamma,  give  me  my 
stockings." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  picked  them  up  off  the  floor  and  gave  them  to 
her.    Beth  began  to  put  them  on  in  bed,  and  diverted  herself  as 
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she  did  so  by  making  diabolical  grimaces  at  the  malingering  imp 
opposite. 

"  Mamma,"  Bernadine  whined  again,  "  Beth's  teasing  me." 

**  Beth,  how  often  am  I  to  tell  you  that  I  will  not  allow  you  to 
tease  the  child  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

Beth  solemnly  gartered  her  stockings.  Then  she  gave  Mildred 
a  dig  in  the  ribs  with  her  heel,  and  growled,  "  Get  up ! " 

"  Mamma,  Beth  is  teasing  me  now,"  said  Mildred  promptly. 

"  Well,  I  don't  see  why  I  should  be  obliged  to  do  all  the  getting 
up  for  the  family,"  said  Beth. 

Her  mother  turned  from  the  looking-glass  with  her  hairbrush 
in  her  hand,  and  gazed  at  her  sternly.  Beth  hummed  a  tune,  but 
kept  at  a  safe  distance  until  she  was  dressed,  then  made  her  escape, 
going  straight  to  the  kitchen,  where  Harriet  was  cutting  bread  to 
toast.  "  That's  all  the  bread  there  is,"  she  said,  *'  and  it  won't  be 
enough  for  breakfast  if  you  eat  any." 

**  All  right,  then,  I  haven't  any  appetite,"  Beth  answered  casu- 
ally.    "  What  did  you  dream  last  night  ? " 

*'  I  dreamed  about  crocodiles,"  Harriet  averred. 

"A  crocodile's  a  reptile,"  said  Beth,  **and  a  reptile  is  trouble 
and  an  enemy.  You  always  dream  nasty  things;  I  expect  it's 
your  inside." 

"  What's  that  to  do  wi'  it  ? "  said  Harriet. 

"Everything,"  said  Beth.  "Don't  you  know  the  stuff  that 
dreams  are  made  of  ?    Pickles,  pork,  and  plum  cake." 

"Dreams  are  sent  for  our  guidance,"  Harriet  answered  por- 
tentously, shaking  her  head  at  Beth's  flippancy. 

"  Well,  I'm  glad  of  it,"  said  Beth,  "  for  I  dreamed  I  was  catching 
Uncle  James's  trout  in  a  most  unsportsmanlike  way,  and  I  guess 
the  dream  was  sent  to  show  me  how  to  do  it.  When  I  have  that 
kind  of  dream,  I  notice  it  nearly  always  comes  true.  But  where's 
the  Dream  Book  ? " 

"  'Ook  it,"  said  Harriet,  "  'ere's  your  ma." 

As  the  other  little  bodies  had  their  breakfasts  in  bed,  Beth  had 
to  face  her  lessons  alone  that  morning,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  not 
in  an  amiable  mood ;  but  she  was  absent  as  well  as  irritable,  so 
Beth  did  some  old  work  over  again,  and  as  she  knew  it  thoroughly 
she  got  on  well  until  the  music  began. 

Beth  had  a  great  talent  as  well  as  a  great  love  for  music. 
When  they  were  at  Fairholm,  Aunt  Grace  Mary  gave  her  Uncle 
James's  Instruction  Book  for  Beginners  one  wet  day  to  keep  her 
quiet,  and  she  learned  her  notes  in  the  afternoon,  and  began  at  once 
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to  apply  them  practically  on  the  piano.  She  soon  knew  all  the 
early  exercises  and  little  tunes,  and  was  only  too  eager  to  do  more ; 
but  her  mother  hated  the  music  lesson  more  than  any  of  the 
others,  and  was  so  harsh  that  Beth  became  nervous  and  only  ven- 
tured on  the  simplest  things  for  fear  of  the  consequences.  When 
her  mother  went  out,  however,  she  tried  what  she  liked,  and,  if 
she  had  heard  the  piece  before,  she  could  generally  make  some- 
thing satisfactory  to  herself  out  of  it.  One  day  Aunt  Victoria 
found  her  sitting  on  the  music  stool,  solemnly  pulling  at  her  fin- 
gers, one  after  the  other,  as  though  to  stretch  them. 

"  What  are  you  doing,  child  ? "  she  said. 

"  O  Aunt  Victoria,"  Beth  answered  in  a  despairing  way,  "  here's 
such  a  lovely  thing,  and  my  head  will  play  it,  only  my  fingers  are 
not  long  enough ! " 

Mildred  had  brought  a  quantity  of  new  music  home  with  her 
these  holidays.  She  promised  to  play  well  also,  and  her  aunt  was 
having  her  properly  taught.  Beth  listened  to  her  enraptured 
when  she  first  arrived,  and  then,  to  Mildred's  surprise  and  admira- 
tion, tried  the  pieces  herself,  and  in  a  few  weeks  knew  all  that  it 
had  taken  Mildred  six  months  to  learn. 

That  morning,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  when  she  was  waiting 
at  the  piano  for  her  mother  to  come  and  give  her  her  lesson,  she 
began  to  try  a  piece  with  a  passage  in  it  that  she  could  not 
play. 

"  Do  show  me  how  to  do  this,"  she  said,  when  Mrs.  Caldwell 
came. 

"  Oh,  you  can't  do  that ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed.  "  It  is  far 
too  difficult  for  you." 

"  But  I  do  so  want  to  learn  it,"  Beth  ventured. 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  her  mother  answered.     "  But  I  warn  you  I" 

Beth  began,  and  got  on  pretty  well  till  she  came  to  the  passage 
she  did  not  understand,  and  there  she  stumbled. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

Beth  tried  again  nervously. 

"  That's  not  right,"  her  mother  cried.  "  What  does  that  sign 
mean  ?    Now,  what  is  it  ?    Just  think ! " 

Beth,  with  a  flushed  face,  was  thinking  hard,  but  nothing 
came  of  it. 

*'  Will  you  speak  ? "  her  mother  said  angrily.  "  You  are  the 
most  obstinate  child  that  ever  lived.    Now,  say  something." 

'*  It's  not  a  shake,"  Beth  ventured. 

*'  A  shake  I  "  her  mother  exclaimed,  giving  her  a  hard  thump 
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on  the  back  with  her  clenched  fist.  "  Now,  no  more  obstinacy. 
Tell  me  what  it  is  at  once." 

**  I  don't  know  that  sign,"  Beth  faltered  in  desx)eration. 

"  Oh,  you  don't  know  it  I "  her  mother  said,  now  fairly  fuming, 
and  accompanying  every  word  by  a  hard  thump  of  her  clenched 
fist.  "  Then  I'll  teach  yOu.  I've  a  great  mind  to  beat  you  as  long 
as  I  can  stand  over  you." 

Beth  was  a  piteous  little  figure,  crouched  on  the  piano  stool, 
her  back  bent  beneath  her  mother's  blows,  and  every  fibre  of  her 
sensitive  frame  shrinking  from  her  violence;  but  she  made  no 
resistance,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  carried  out  her  threat.  When  she 
could  beat  Beth  no  longer,  she  told  her  to  sit  there  until  she  knew 
that  sign,  and  then  she  left  her.  Beth  clenched  her  teeth,  and  an 
ugly  look  came  into  her  face.  There  had  been  dignity  in  her  en- 
durance, the  dignity  of  self-control ;  for  there  was  the  force  in 
her  to  resist  had  she  thought  it  right  to  resist.  What  she  was 
thinking  while  her  mother  beat  her  was,  *'I  hope  I  shall  not 
strike  you  back." 

Harriet  had  heard  the  scolding,  and  when  Mrs.  Caldwell  had 
gone  she  came  and  peeped  in  at  the  door. 

"  She's  bin  thumpin'  you  again,  'as  she  ? "  she  said  with  a  grin. 
"  Wot  'a'  ye  bin  doin'  now  ? " 

"  What  business  is  that  of  yours  ? "  said  Beth  defiantly.  It 
was  bad  enough  to  be  beaten,  but  it  was  much  worse  to  have 
Harriet  peeping  in  to  gloat  over  her  humiliation.  Harriet  was  not 
to  be  snubbed,  however.  She  went  up  to  the  piano  and  looked  at 
the  music. 

**  It's  precious  hard,  I  should  think,"  she  remarked. 

"It's  not  hard,"  Beth  answered  positively,  " if  anybody  tells 
you  what  you  don't  know  and  can't  make  out  for  yourself.  I 
always  remember  when  I'm  told  or  shown  how  to  do  it;  but 
what's  the  use  of  staring  at  a  sign  you've  never  seen  before  ? 
Just  you  look  at  that!  Can  you  make  anything  out  of  it?" 
Harriet  approached,  and,  after  staring  at  the  sign  curiously  for 
some  time,  shook  her  head.  "  Of  course  not,"  said  Beth,  snatch- 
ing up  her  music  and  throwing  it  on  the  floor,  *'  and  neither  can 
anybody  else.    It  isn't  fair." 

Bernadine  had  begun  her  lessons  by  this  time  in  the  next 
room,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  suddenly  began  to  scold  again,  "Oh, 
that  awful  voice ! "  Beth  groaned  aloud,  her  racked  nerves  be- 
traying her. 

"  She's  catchin'  it  now  I "  said  Harriet,  after  listening  with  in- 
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bellion  uprose  in  her  heart.  The  piece  of  music  still  lay  on  the 
floor,  and  she  stamped  her  foot  on  it.  As  she  did  so,  her  mother 
came  into  the  room. 

"  Do  you  know  your  lesson  ? "  she  demanded. 

"  No,  I  do  not,"  said  Beth,  and  then  she  doubled  her  fist  and 
brought  it  down  bang  on  the  keyboard. 

"  How  dare  you  I "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed,  startled  by  the 
vehemence  of  the  blow  and  jarred  by  the  discordant  cry  of  the 
poor  piano. 

"  I  felt  I  must — I  felt  I  must  make  something  suffer,"  said 
Beth,  in  a  deep  chest  voice  and  with  knitted  brows,  twisting  her 
fingers,  and  rising  to  face  her  mother  as  she  spoke ;  "  and  if  I  had 
not  struck  the  piano  I  should  have  struck  2/ow." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  could  not  have  been  more  taken  aback  if  Beth 
had  struck  her.  The  colour  left  her  face,  a  chill  succeeded  the 
heat  of  temper,  and  her  right  mind  returned  as  to  a  drunken  man 
suddenly  sobered.  She  noticed  that  Beth's  eyes  were  almost  on  a 
level  with  her  own,  and  once  again  she  realized  that  if  Beth  chose 
to  rebel  she  would  be  powerless  to  control  her.  For  some  seconds 
they  looked  at  each  other  without  a  word.  Then  Beth  stooped, 
picked  up  the  piece  of  music,  smoothed  it  out,  and  put  it  on  the 
stand ;  and  then  she  shut  up  the  piano  deliberately,  but  remained 
standing  in  front  of  it  with  her  back  to  her  mother.  Mrs.  Cald- 
well watched  her  for  a  little  in  silence. 

"It's  your  own  fault,  Beth,"  she  said  at  last.  *'You  are  so 
conceited,  you  try  to  play  things  that  are  too  difficult  for  you, 
and  then  you  get  into  trouble.  It  is  no  pleasure  to  me  to 
punish  you." 

Beth  remained  with  her  back  turned,  immovable,  and  her 
mother  looked  at  her  helplessly  a  little  longer,  and  then  left  the 
room.  When  she  had  gone  Beth  sat  down  on  the  piano  stool. 
Her  shabby  shoes  had  holes  in  them,  her  dress  was  worn  thread- 
bare, and  her  sleeves  were  too  short  for  her.  She  had  no  collars 
or  cuffs,  and  her  thin  hands  and  long  wrists  looked  hideous  to  her 
as  they  lay  in  her  lap.  Great  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes.  So  con- 
ceited indeed  I  What  had  she  to  be  conceited  about  ?  Every  one 
despised  her,  and  she  despised  herself.  Here  the  tears  overflowed, 
and  Beth  began  to  cry  at  last,  and  cried  and  cried  for  a  long  time, 
very  bitterly. 

That  afternoon,  after  Aunt  Victoria  had  arrived,  Lady  Benyon 
and  Aunt  Grace  Mary  called.  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  recovered  her 
good  humour  by  that  time,  and  was  all  smiles  for  everybody,  in- 
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eluding  Beth,  when  she  came  sauntering  in,  languid  and  heavy- 
eyed,  with  half  a  sheet  of  note  paper  in  her  hand. 

**  What  have  you  there,  Puck  ? "  said  Lady  Benyon,  catching 
sight  of  some  hieroglyph  drawn  on  the  paper.  Beth  gave  it  to 
her,  and  she  turned  it  this  way  and  that,  but  could  make  noth- 
ing of  it. 

"  Mamma  will  tell  us  what  it  is,"  said  Beth,  taking  it  to  her 
mother. 

Mrs.  Caldwell,  all  smiles,  looked  at  the  drawing.  "It's  an 
astronomical  sign,  surely,"  she  ventured. 

*'  No,  it  is  not,"  Beth  said. 

"  Then  I  don't  know  what  it  is,"  her  mother  rejoined. 

"  Oh,  but  you  must  know,  mamma,"  said  Beth.     *'  Look  again." 

"  But  I  don't  know,  Beth,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  insisted. 

"  Couldn't  you  make  it  out  if  Aunt  Victoria  beat  you  ? "  Beth 
suggested. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  changed  countenance. 

"  That  is  what  you  expect  me  to  do,  at  all  events,"  Beth  pur- 
sued. "  Now,  you  see,  you  can't  do  it  yourself ;  and  I  ask  you 
was  it  fair  to  expect  me  to  make  out  a  strange  sign  by  staring  at 
it  ? "  She  set  her  mouth  hard  when  she  had  spoken,  and  looked 
her  mother  straight  in  the  face.    Mrs.  Caldwell  winced. 

"  What's  the  difficulty.  Puck  ? "  Lady  Benyon  asked. 

"  The  difficulty  is  between  me  and  mamma,"  Beth  answered 
with  dignity,  and  then  she  left  the  room,  sauntering  out  as  she  had 
come  in,  with  an  utterly  dispirited  air. 

The  next  morning  she  went  to  practise  as  usual,  but  Mrs.  Cald- 
well did  not  come  to  give  her  her  music  lesson.  Beth  thought 
she  had  forgotten  it,  and  went  to  remind  her. 

"  No,  Beth,  I  have  not  forgotten,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell ;  "  but 
after  your  conduct  yesterday  I  do  not  know  how  you  can  exx)ect 
me  to  give  you  another  music  lesson." 

'*  Are  you  not  going  to  give  me  any  more  ? "  Beth  exclaimed. 

*'  No,  certainly  not,"  her  mother  answered. 

Beth's  heart  sank.  She  stood  for  some  little  time  in  the  door- 
way looking  at  her  mother,  who  sat  beside  the  table  sewing,  and 
pointedly  ignored  her ;  then  Beth  turned  and  went  back  to  the 
drawing-room  slowly  and  carefully  practised  the  usual  time,  with 
great  tears  trickling  down  her  cheeks.  It  did  not  seem  to  make 
much  difference  what  happened,  whether  she  was  on  her  best  be- 
haviour or  her  worst,  the  tears  were  bound  to  come.  But  Beth 
had  a  will  of  her  own,  and  she  determined  to  learn  music.     She 
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said  no  more  on  the  subject  to  her  mother,  however,  but  from 
that  day  forward  she  practised  regularly  and  hard  and  studied 
her  instruction  books,  and  listened  to  other  people  playing  when 
she  had  a  chance,  and  asked  to  have  passages  explained  to  her, 
until  at  last  she  knew  more  than  her  mother  could  have  taught  her. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

But  well-springs,  mortal  and  immortal,  were  beginning  to 
bubble  up  brightly  in  Beth  despite  the  hard  conditions  of  her  life. 
She  sharpened  her  wits  involuntarily  on  the  people  about  her, 
she  gathered  knowledge  where  she  listed,  her  further  faculty 
flashed  forth  fine  rays  at  unexpected  intervals  to  cheer  her ;  and 
her  hungry  heart  also  began  to  seek  satisfaction.  For  Beth  was 
by  nature  well-balanced ;  there  was  to  be  no  atrophy  of  one  side 
of  her  being  in  order  that  the  other  might  be  abnormally  devel- 
oped. Her  chest  was  not  to  be  flattened  because  her  skull  bulged 
with  the  big  brain  beneath.  Rather  the  contrary.  For  mind  and 
body  acted  and  reacted  on  each  other  favourably  in  so  far  as  the 
conditions  of  her  life  were  favourable.  Such  congenial  intellec- 
tual pursuits  as  she  was  able  to  follow  by  tranquillizing  her, 
helped  the  development  of  her  physique,  while  the  healthy  con- 
dition of  her  body  stimulated  her  to  renewed  intellectual  effort — 
and  it  was  all  a  pleasure  to  her. 

At  this  time  she  had  a  new  experience — an  experience  for  which 
she  was  totally  unprepared,  but  one  which  helped  her  a  great  deal, 
and  delighted  as  much  as  it  surprised  her. 

There  were  high  oak  pews  in  the  little  church  at  the  end  of  the 
road  which  the  Cald wells  attended  on  Sunday ;  in  the  rows  on 
either  side  of  the  main  aisle  the  pews  came  together  in  twos,  so 
that  when  Beth  sat  at  the  end  of  theirs,  as  she  always  did,  the 
person  in  the  next  pew  sat  beside  her  with  only  the  wooden  par- 
tition between.  One  Sunday  when  she  was  on  her  knees,  drowsing 
through  the  Litany  with  her  cheek  on  her  prayer  book,  she  be- 
came aware  of  a  boy  in  the  next  pcvy  with  his  face  turned  to  her 
in  exactly  the  same  attitude.  He  had  bright  fair  hair,  curling 
crisply,  a  ruddy,  fair,  fat  face,  and  round  blue  eyes,  clear  as  glass 
marbles.  Beth  was  pleased  with  him,  and  smiled  involuntarily. 
He  instantly  responded  to  the  smile,  and  then  they  both  got  very 
red ;  and,  in  their  delicious  shyness,  they  turned  their  heads  on 
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their  prayer  books  and  looked  in  opposite  directions.  This  did 
not  last  long,  however.  The  desire  for  another  look  seized  them 
simultaneously,  and  they  turned  their  faces  to  each  other  and 
smiled  again  the  moment  their  eyes  met.  All  through  the  service 
they  kept  looking  at  each  other  and  looking  away  again,  and  Beth 
felt  a  strange  glad  glow  begin  in  her  chest  and  spread  gradually 
all  over  her.  It  continued  with  her  the  whole  day ;  she  was  con- 
scious of  it  throughout  the  night,  and  directly  she  awoke  next 
morning,  there  it  was  again ;  and  she  could  think  of  nothing  but 
the  apple-cheeked  boy  with  bright  blue  eyes  and  curly  fair  hair ; 
and  as  she  dwelt  upon  his  image  she  smiled  to  herself,  and  kept 
on  smiling.  There  came  upon  her  also  a  great  desire  to  please, 
with  sudden  energy  which  made  all  effort  easy  to  her,  so  that  in- 
stead of  being  tiresome  at  her  lessons,  she  did  them  in  a  way  that 
astonished  her  mother — such  a  wonderful  incentive  is  a  little  joy 
in  life.  She  would  not  go  out  when  lessons  were  over,  however, 
but  stood  in  the  drawing-room  window  watching  the  people  pass. 
Harriet  came  and  worried  her  to  help  with  the  dusting. 

"  Go  away,  you  chattering  idiot,"  said  Beth.  She  had  found 
Harriet  out  in  many  meannesses  by  this  time,  and  had  lost  all  re- 
spect for  her.  "  Don't  you  see  I'm  thinking  ?  If  you  don't  bother 
me  now  I'll  help  you  bye-and-bye,  perhaps." 

On  the  other  side  of  the  road,  in  the  same  row  as  the  Benyon 
dower  house,  but  well  within  sight  of  Beth's  window,  was  the 
Mansion  House  Collegiate  Day  and  Boarding  School  for  the  Sons 
of  Gentlemen.  Beth  kept  looking  in  that  direction,  and  presently 
the  boys  came  pouring  out  in  their  mortar  boards,  and  among 
them  she  soon  discovered  the  one  she  was  thinking  of.  She  dis- 
covered him  less  by  sight  than  by  a  strange  sensation  in  herself — a 
pleasure  which  shot  through  her  from  top  to  toe.  For  no  reason 
she  stepped  back  from  the  window  and  looked  in  the  opposite 
direction  toward  the  church ;  but  she  could  see  him  when  he  came 
bounding  past  with  his  satchel  of  books  under  his  arm,  and  she 
also  knew  that  he  saw  her.  He  ran  on,  however,  and  going  round 
the  corner,  where  Orchard  Row  turned  off  at  an  angle  out  of 
Orchard  Street,  was  out  of  sight  in  a  moment. 

But  Beth  was  satisfied.  Indeed,  she  was  more  than  satisfied. 
She  ran  into  the  kitchen  and  astonished  Harriet  by  a  burst 
of  hilarious  spirits  and  a  wild  demand  for  food,  for  a  duster, 
for  a  scrubbing  brush.  She  wanted  to  do  a  lot,  and  she  was 
hungry. 

"  You're  fond,  ah  think,"  said  Harriet  dryly. 
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^*  You're  fond,  too,"  Beth  said.  "' We're  all  fond  I  The  fond- 
er the  better  I    And  I  must  have  something  to  eat." 

*'  Well,  there's  nothing  for  you  but  bread." 

"  I  must  have  meat,"  cried  Beth.  "  Rob  the  joint,  and  I'll  not 
take  any  at  dinner." 

"  Ah'd  tak'  it  w'eniver  ah  could  get  it,  if  ah  was  you,"  Harriet 
advised. 

"  If  you  was  or  were  me  you'd  do  as  I  do,"  said  Beth,  "  and  / 
won't  cheat.  If  I  say  I  won't  take  it  I  won't.  I'm  entitled  to 
meat  once  a  day,  and  I'll  take  my  share  now,  please  ;  but  I  won't 
take  more  than  my  share." 

"  You'll  be  hungry  again  by  dinner  time." 

"  I  know,"  said  Beth.     "  But  that  won't  make  any  difference." 

She  got  out  the  sirloin  of  beef  which  was  to  be  roasted  for 
dinner,  deftly  cut  some  slices  off  it,  fried  them  with  some  cold 
potatoes,  and  ate  them  ravenously,  helped  by  Harriet.  When 
dinner  time  came  Beth  was  ravenous  again,  but  she  was  faithful 
to  her  vow  and  ate  no  meat.  Harriet  scoffed  at  her  for  her 
scrupulousness. 

The  next  day  at  the  same  time  Beth  was  again  in  the  window, 
waiting  for  her  boy  to  come  out  of  the  Mansion  House  School. 
When  he  appeared,  the  most  delightful  thrill  shot  through  her. 
Her  first  impulse  was  to  fly,  but  she  conquered  that  and  waited, 
watching  him.  He  made  straight  for  the  window  and  stopped  in 
a  businesslike  way,  and  then  they  laughed  and  looked  into  each 
other's  faoes. 

*'  What  are  you  doing  there  ? "  he  asked,  as  if  he  were  accus- 
tomed to  see  her  somewhere  else. 

"  I  live  here,"  she  said. 

*'  I  live  in  Orchard  Row,  last  house,"  he  rejoined. 

*'  Old  Lee's  ?  "  Beth  inquired. 

"  Yes,  he's  my  grandfather.    I'm  Sammy  Lee." 

"  He's  a  Licensed  Victualler  Retired,"  Beth  repeated,  drawing 
upon  her  excellent  verbal  memory. 

"  Yes,"  said  Sammy.     '*  What's  yours  ? " 

"  I  haven't  one." 

"  What's  your  father  ?  " 

"  He's  dead  too." 

"  What  was  he  ?  " 

*'  He  was  a  gentleman." 

"  A  retired  gentleman  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Beth,  "  an  ofl&cer  and  a  gentleman." 
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"Oh/'  said  Sammy.  "My  father's  dead  too.  He  was  a  re- 
tired gentleman." 

"  What's  a  retired  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Don't  you  know  ?  "  Sammy  exclaimed.  "  I  thought  every- 
body knew  that !  When  you  make  a  fortune  you  retire  from 
business.    Then  you're  a  retired  gentleman." 

"  But  gentlemen  don't  go  into  business,"  Beth  objected. 

"  What  do  they  do  then  ? "  Sammy  retorted. 

"  They  have  professions — or  property." 

*'  It's  all  the  same,"  said  Sammy. 

"  It  isn't,"  Beth  contradicted. 

"  Yah  !  you  don't  know,"  said  Sammy,  laughing ;  and  then  he 
ran  on,  being  late  for  his  dinner. 

The  discussion  had  been  carried  on  with  broad  smiles,  and 
when  he  left  her  Beth  hugged  herself  and  glowed  again,  and  was 
glad  in  the  thought  of  him.  But  it  was  not  his  conversation  so 
much  as  his  appearance  that  she  dwelt  upon — his  round  blue 
eyes,  his  bright,  fair  curly  hair,  his  rosy  cheeks.  "  He  is  beauti- 
ful !  he  is  beautiful  I "  she  exclaimed  ;  then  added,  upon  reflec- 
tion :  "  And  I  never  thought  a  hoy  beautiful  before.'''' 

The  next  day  she  was  making  rhymes  about  him  in  the  acting 
room  and  forgot  the  time,  so  that  she  missed  him  in  the  morning, 
but  when  he  left  school  in  the  afternoon  she  was  at  the  window, 
and  she  saw  him  trotting  up  the  street  as  hard  as  his  little  legs 
could  carry  him. 

"  Where  were  you  at  dinner  time  ? "  he  said. 

"  How  funny  !  "  she  exclaimed  in  surprise  and  delight. 

"  What's  funny  ? "  he  demanded,  looking  about  him  vaguely. 

"  You  were  wanting  to  see  me." 

"  Who  told  you  so  ? "  Sammy  asked  suspiciously. 

"  You  did  yourself  just  now,"  Beth  answered,  her  eyes  dancing. 

"  I  didn't." 

*'  You  did,  Sammy." 

"  You're  a  liar  !  "  said  Sammy. 

"  Sammy,  that's  rude,"  she  exclaimed.  "  And  it's  not  the  way 
to  speak  to  a  young  lady,  and  I  won't  have  it." 

*'  Well,  but  I  did  not  tell  you  I  wanted  to  see  you  at  dinner 
time,"  Sammy  retorted  positively. 

"  Yes,  you  did,  stupid,"  said  Beth.  "  You  asked  where  I  was 
at  dinner  time,  and  then  I  knew  you  had  missed  me ;  and  you 
wouldn't  have  missed  me  if  you  hadn't  wanted  to  see  me." 

**  But,"  Sammy  repeated  with  sulky  obstinacy,  unable  to  com- 
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prehend  the  delicate  subtilty  of  Beth's  perception — "  But  I  did  not 
tell  you." 

"  Didn't  you  want  to  see  me,  then  ? "  Beth  said  coaxingly, 
waiving  the  other  point  with  tact.. 

But  Sammy,  feeling  shy  at  the  question,  and  vaguely  grieved, 
looked  up  and  down  the  street  and  kicked  the  pavement  with  his 
heels,  instead  of  answering. 

"  I  shall  go  then,"  said  Beth,  after  waiting  for  a  little. 

"  No,  don't,"  he  exclaimed,  his  countenance  clearing.  "  I  want 
to  ask  you — only  you  put  it  out  of  my  head — gels  do  talk  so." 

"  Gels  I "  Beth  exclaimed  derisively.     "  I  happen  to  be  a  girl." 

Sammy  looked  at  her  with  a  puzzled  expression,  and  forgot 
what  he  was  going  to  say.  She  diverted  his  attention,  however, 
by  asking  him  how  old  he  was. 

"  Eleven,"  Sammy  answered  promptly. 

"  So  am  I.    When  were  you  eleven  ? " 

**  The  twentieth  of  February." 

"  Oh,  then  you're  older  than  me— March,  April,  May,  June- 
four  months.  My  birthday's  in  June.  What  do  you  do  at  school  ? 
Let's  see  your  books.    I  wish  I  went  to  school ! " 

*'  Shu  I "  said  Sammy.  "  What's  the  use  of  sending  a  gel  to 
school  ?    Gels  can't  learn." 

*'  So  Jim  says,"  Beth  rejoined  with  an  absence  of  conviction 
that  roused  Sammy. 

**  All  boys  say  so,"  he  declared. 

"All  boys  are  silly,"  said  Beth.  "What's  the  use  of  saying 
things  ?  That  doesn't  make  them  true.  You're  as  bad  as 
Jim " 

"  Who's  Jim  ? "  Sammy  interrupted  jealously. 

"  Jim's  my  brother." 

Sammy,  relieved,  kicked  his  heels  on  the  pavement. 

"  Which  is  tallest  ? "  he  asked  presently,  "  you  or  me  ? " 

"  I'm  tallest,  I  think,"  Beth  answered ;  "  but  never  mind. 
You're  the  fattest.    I've  grown  long,  and  you've  grown  broad." 

"  You're  mighty  sharp,"  said  Sammy. 

"You're  mighty  blunt,"  said  Beth.  "And  you'll  be  mighty 
late  for  tea  too.    Look  at  the  church  clock  ! " 

Sammy  glanced  up,  then  fled  precipitately ;  and  Beth,  turn- 
ing to  leave  the  window,  discovered  Harriet  standing  in  the  back- 
ground, grinning. 

"  So  you've  getten  a  sweetheart  I "  she  exclaimed.  "  There's 
nothing  like  be^nning  early." 
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"  So  you  Ve  been  listening  again,"  Beth  answered  hotly.  "  Bad 
luck  to  you  ! " 

A  few  days  later  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  sitting  with  Lady  Benyon, 
who  was  in  the  bow  window,  as  usual,  looking  out. 

"If  I'm  not  mistaken,"  said  Lady  Benyon  suddenly,  "there 
is  a  crowd  collecting  at  your  house." 

"  What,  again  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  groaned,  jumping  up. 

"  If  I'm  not  mistaken,"  Lady  Benyon  repeated. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  hurried  off  without  even  waiting  to  shake  hands. 
On  getting  into  the  street,  however,  she  was  relieved  to  find  that 
Lady  Benyon  had  been  mistaken.  There  was  no  crowd  collect- ' 
ing  in  Orchard  Street,  but  as  she  approached  her  own  house  she 
became  aware  of  a  small  boy  at  the  drawing-room  window  talk- 
ing to  some  one  within,  whom  she  presently  discovered  to  be 

Beth. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there,  Beth  ? "  she  demanded,  severely. 
"  Who  is  this  boy  ?  " 

"  Sammy  Lee,"  Beth  gasped,  being  startled — "  Mr.  Lee's  grand- 
son at  the  end  of  Orchard  Row." 

"  Why  are  you  talking  to  him  ? "  her  mother  asked  harshly. 
"I  won't  have  you  talking  to  him.  Who  will  you  scrape  ac- 
quaintance with  next  ? "  Then  she  turned  to  Sammy,  who  stood 
shaking  in  his  shoes,  with  all  the  rosy  colour  faded  from  his  fair, 
fat  cheeks,  too  frightened  to  stir.  "  Gro  away,"  said  Mrs.  Cald- 
well. "  You've  no  business  here,  talking  to  my  daughter,  and  I 
won't  allow  it." 

Sammy  sidled  off,  not  daring  to  turn  his  back  full  till  he  was 
at  a  safe  distance,  lest  he  should  be  seized  from  behind  and  shaken. 
He  was  not  an  heroic  figure  in  retreat,  but  Beth,  in  her  indigna- 
tion, noted  nothing  but  the  insult  that  had  been  offered  to  him. 
For  several  days,  wlien  her  mother  was  out,  she  watched  and 
waited  for  him,  anxious  to  atone ;  but  Sammy  kept  to  the  other 
side  of  the  road,  and  only  cast  furtive  smiles  at  her  as  he  ran  by. 
It  never  occurred  to  Beth  that  he  was  less  valiant  than  she  was, 
or  less  willing  to  brave  danger  for  her  sake  than  she  was  for  his. 
She  thought  he  was  keeping  away  for  fear  of  getting  her  into 
trouble;  and  she  beckoned  to  him  again  and  again  in  order  to 
explain  that  she  did  not  care ;  but  he  only  fled  the  faster.  Then 
Beth  wrote  him  a  note.  It  was  the  first  she  had  ever  written  vol- 
untarily, and  she  shut  herself  up  in  the  acting  room  to  compose 
it,  in  imitation  of  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  whose  beautiful  delicate 
handwriting  she  always  did  her  best  to  copy,  with  very  indiffer- 
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ent  S1I0C688,  howevep,  for  tbe  coimectiou  between  her  hand  and 
her  head  was  imperfect,  She  could,  compose  verses  and  phrases 
long  before  she  could  commit  tliem  to  paper  intelligibly ;  and  it 
was  uot  the  compositiou  of  her  note  lo  Sammy  that  troubled  her, 
but  her  bad  writing.  She  made  a  religions  ceremony  of  the  effort, 
praying  fervently,  "  Lord,  let  me  write  it  well ! "  Every  day  she 
presented  a  miscellaneoua  collection  of  petitions  to  the  Lord,  offer- 
ing them  up  as  the  necessity  arose,  being  in  constant  communica- 
tion with  him.  When  she  wanted  to  go  out  she  asked  for  fine 
weather;  when  she  did  not  want  to  go  out  she  prayed  that  it 
might  rain.  She  begged  that  slie  might  not  be  found  out  when  she 
went  poaching  on  Uncle  James's  fields,  that  she  might  be  allowed 
to  catch  something ;  that  new  clothes  might  be  sent  her  from  some- 
where, she  felt  so  ashamed  in  her  dirty  old  shabby  ones.  She 
asked  for  boots  and  shoes  and  gloves,  and  for  help  with  her  les- 
sons ;  and,  when  she  had  no  special  petition  to  offer,  she  would 
ejaculate  at  intervals,  "Lord,  send  me  good  luck!"  But,  how- 
ever great  the  variety  of  her  daily  wants,  one  prayer  went  up 
with  the  others  always,  "  Lord,  let  me  write  well  1 "  meaning  let 
me  write  a  good  hand  ;  yet  her  writing  did  not  improve,  and  she 
was  much  disheartened  about  i  t.  She  took  the  Lord  into  her  con- 
fidence on  the  subject  very  frankly.  Wlien  she  had  been  naughty 
and  was  not  found  out  and  punished  she  thanked  him  for  his 
goodness ;  but  why  would  he  not  let  her  writ«  well  ?  She  asked 
him  the  question  again  and  again,  lifting  her  gray  eyes  to  the 
gray  sky  pathetically ;  and  all  the  time,  though  she  never  sus- 
pected it,  she  was  learning  to  write  more  than  well,  but  in  a  very 
different  sense  of  the  word. 

Her  note  to  Sammy  was  as  follows : 

"Dgae  Sammy  :  Come  and  talk  to  me.  Do  not  he  afrade.  I 
do  not  mind  rows,  being  always  in  them.  And  she  can't  do  any- 
thing to  you.  I  miss  you.  I  want  to  tell  you  things.  Such  nice 
things  keep  coming  to  me.  They  make  me  feel  all  comfortable 
inside.  I  looked  out  of  the  window  in  the  dark  last  night.  There 
was  a  frost.  The  sky  was  dark  dark  blue  like  sailor's  suits  only 
bright  and  the  stars  looked  like  holes  boi-ed  in  the  floor  of  heaven 
to  let  the  light  through.  It  was  so  white  and  bright  it  mnst  have 
been  the  light  of  heaven,  I  never  saw  such  a  light  on  earth. 
Sunshine  is  more  huffy.  Do  come  Sammy  I  want  you  so  Beth. 
P.  8.  I  can't  stop  right  yet;  but  I'm  trying.  It  seems  i-ather 
difficult  to  stop ;  hut  nobody  can  right  without  stops.     I  always 
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look  at  stops  in  books  when  I  read  but  sometimes  you  put  a 
coma  and  sometimes  a  semicollon.  I  expect  you  know  but  I 
don't  so  you  must  teach  me.  Its  so  nice  writing  things  down. 
Come  to  the  back  gait  tonight." 

When  the  letter  was  written  in  queer  crabbed  characters  on 
one  side  of  a  half  sheet  of  paper,  which  was  then  folded  so  that 
she  could  write  the  address  on  the  other  side,  because  she  had  no 
envelope,  then  she  wondered  how  she  should  get  it  delivered. 
There  was  a  coolness  between  her  and  Harriet.  Beth  resented 
the  coarse  insinuation  about  having  a  sweetheart,  and  shrank 
from  hearing  any  more  remarks  of  a  like  nature  on  the  subject. 
And  she  couldn't  send  the  letter  by  post  because  she  had  no 
stamp.  Should  she  lay  it  on  his  doorstep  ?  No ;  somebody  else 
might  get  it.  How  then  ?  She  was  standing  on  her  own  door- 
step with  the  letter  in  her  pocket  when  she  asked  herself  the 
question,  and  just  at  the  moment  Sammy  himself  appeared,  com- 
ing back  from  school.  Quick  as  thought  Beth  ran  across  the 
road,  whipped  out  the  letter,  and  gave  it  to  him.  Sammy  stood 
still  in  astonishment,  with  his  mouth  open,  gazing  at  it  when  he 
found  it  in  bis  hand,  as  if  he  could  not  imagine  how  it  got  there. 

As  soon  as  it  was  dark  Beth  stationed  herself  at  the  back  gate, 
which  looked  out  into  Orchard  Street,  and  waited  and  waited ; 
but  Sammy  did  not  come.  He  had  not  been  able  to  get  out,  that 
was  it ;  she  was  sure  of  it ;  yet  still  she  waited,  although  the  even- 
ing was  very  cold.  Her  mother  and  Aunt  Victoria  had  gone  to 
dine  with  Lady  Benyon.  She  did  not  know  what  Harriet  was 
doing ;  but  she  had  disposed  of  Bernadine  for  some  time  to  come 
by  lending  her  her  best  picture  book  to  daub  with  paint ;  so  it 
was  pretty  safe  to  wait ;  and  at  first  the  hope  of  seeing  Sammy 
come  running  round  the  corner  was  pleasure  enough.  As  the 
time  went  on,  however,  she  became  impatient,  and  at  last  she 
ventured  a  little  way  up  the  street,  then  a  little  farther ;  and  then 
she  ran  on  boldly  into  Orchard  Row.  As  she  approached  the 
Lees'  back  gate  she  became  aware  of  a  round  thing  that  looked 
like  a  cannon  ball  glued  to  the  top,  and  her  fond  heart  swelled, 
for  she  knew  it  must  be  Sammy's  head. 

*'  O  Sammy,  why  didn't  you  come  ? "  she  cried. 

"  I  didn't  like,"  said  Sammy. 

*'  I've  been  waiting  for  hours,"  Beth  expostulated  with  gentle 
reproach. 

"  So  have  I,  and  it's  cold,"  said  Sammy  disconsolately. 
13 
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"  Come  now.    She's  out,"  Beth  coaxed. 

"  So  she  was  the  other  day,"  Sammy  reminded  her. 

"  But  we'll  go  into  the  garden.  She  can't  catch  us  there.  It's 
too  dark." 

Sammy,  half  persuaded,  ventured  out  from  the  gateway,  then 
hesitated. 

*'  But  is  it  very  dark  ? "  he  said. 

"  Not  so  very,  when  you're  used  to  it,"  Beth  answered.  "  But 
it's  nice  when  it's  dark.  You  can  fancy  you  see  things.  Come, 
run ! "  She  seized  his  hand  as  she  spoke,  and  set  off ;  and  Sammy, 
overborne  by  the  stronger  will,  kept  pace  with  her. 

"  But  I  don't  want  to  see  things,"  he  protested,  trying  to  hold 
back  when  they  came  to  the  dark  passage  which  led  into  the  garden. 

"  Don't  be  a  fool,  Sammy  I  "  said  Beth,  dragging  him  on.  "  I 
believe  you're  a  girl !  " 

"  I'm  not,"  said  Sammy  indignantly. 

"  Then  come  and  sit  in  the  seesaw." 

*'  Oh,  have  you  a  seesaw  ?  "  he  asked,  immediately  diverted. 

"  Yes,  this  way,  under  the  pear  tree.  It's  a  swing,  you  know, 
tied  to  the  branch ;  and  I  put  this  board  across  it.  I  pulled  the 
board  up  out  of  the  floor  of  the  woodhouse.  Do  you  like  see- 
sawing ? " 

"  Yes,"  said  Sammy  with  animation. 

*'  Catch  hold,  then,"  said  Beth,  tipping  up  the  board  at  her  end. 
"  What  are  you  doing,  butter  fingers  ? "  she  cried,  as  Sammy  failed 
to  catch  hold.  I'm  sorry  I  said  you  were  a  girl — you're  much  too 
clumsy." 

She  held  the  board  until  Sammy  got  astride  of  it  at  one  end, 
then  she  bestrode  it  herself  at  the  other,  and  started  it  with  a 
vigorous  kick  on  the  ground.  Up  and  down  they  went,  shaking 
showers  of  leaves  from  the  old  tree  and  an  occasional  winter 
pear,  which  fell  with  a  thud,  being  hard  and  heavy. 

"  Golly,  this  is  fine  I "  Sammy  burst  out.  "  I  say,  Beth,  what  a 
jolly  sort  of  a  girl  you  are !  " 

"  Do  you  think  so  ? "  said  Beth,  amply  rewarded  for  all  her 
trouble. 

"  Yes.  And  you  can  write  a  letter !  My,  what  a  time  it  must 
'a'  took  you !  But,  I  say,  it's  all  rot  about  stops,  you  know.  Stops 
is  things  in  books.     You'd  never  learn  stops." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  "  Beth  demanded,  bridling. 

*'Men  write  books,"  said  Sammy,  proud  of  his  sex,  "not 
women — let  alone  gels ! " 
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*'  That's  all  you  know  about  it,  then ! "  cried  Beth,  better  in- 
formed. "  Women  do  write  books,  and  girls  too.  Jane  Austen 
wrote  books,  and  Maria  Edge  worth  wrote  books,  and  Fanny  Bur- 
ney  wrote  a  book  when  she  was  only  seventeen,  called  Evelina^ 
and  all  the  great  men  read  it." 

"  Oh,"  said  Sammy,  jeering,  "  so  you're  as  clever  as  they  are, 
I  suppose ! " 

Sammy  was  up  in  the  air  as  he  spoke ;  the  next  moment  he 
came  down  bump  on  the  ground. 

'* There,"  said  Beth,  "that'll  teach  you !  You  be  rude  again  if 
you  dare ! " 

"  I'll  not  come  near  you  again,  spit-cat ! "  cried  Sammy,  pick- 
ing himself  up. 

*'  I  know  you  won't,"  Beth  rejoined.  "  You  daren't.  You're 
afraid." 

"  Who's  afraid  ?  "  said  Sammy,  blustering. 

"  Sammy  Lee,"  said  Beth.  "  Oh,  Sammy  Lee's  afraid  of  me, 
riding  the  seesaw  under  the  tre^." 

"  I  say,  Beth,"  said  Sammy,  much  impressed,  "  did  you  make 
that  yourself  ? " 

"  Make  what  myself  ?    Make  you  afraid  ?    Yes,  I  did." 

"  No,  you  didn't,"  said  Sammy,  plucking  up  spirit ;  *'  I'm  not 
afraid." 

"  Then  don't  be  a  fool,"  said  Beth. 

*'  Fool  yourself,"  Sammy  muttered,  but  not  very  valiantly. 

The  church  clock  struck  nine.  They  were  standing  about, 
Beth  not  knowing  what  to  do  next,  and  Sammy  waiting  for  her 
to  suggest  something;  and  in  the  meantime  the  night  became 
colder,  and  the  darkness  more  intense. 

"  I  think  I'd  better  take  you  home,"  Beth  said  at  last.  "  Here, 
give  me  your  hand."  She  dragged  him  out  of  the  garden  in  her 
impetuous  way,  and  they  scampered  off  together  to  Orchard  Row, 
and  when  they  reached  the  Lees'  house  they  were  so  warmed  and 
cheered  by  the  exercise  that  they  parted  from  each  other  in  high 
good  humour. 

"  I'll  come  again,"  said  Sammy. 

*'  Do !  "  said  Beth,  giving  him  a  great  push  that  sent  him 
sprawling  up  the  passage.  This  was  the  kind  of  attention  he  un- 
derstood, so  he  went  to  bed  satisfied. 

There  was  only  one  great  interest  in  life  for  the  people  at 
Rainharbour.  Their  religion  gave  them  but  cold  comfort,  their 
labour  was  arduous  and  paid  them  poorly,  they  had  no  books,  no 
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intellectual  pursuits,  no  games  to  take  them  out  of  themselves, 
nothing  to  expand  their  hearts  as  a  community.  There  were  the 
races,  the  fair,  and  the  hirings  for  excitement,  but  of  pleasure  such 
as  satisfies  because  it  is  soul  sustaining,  and  continuous  enough  to 
be  part  of  their  lives,  they  knew  nothing.  The  upper  classes  were 
idle,  self-satisfied,  selfish,  and  sensual ;  the  lower  were  industrious 
enough,  but  ignorant,  superstitious,  and  depressed.  The  gentry 
gave  themselves  airs  of  superiority,  really  as  if  their  characters 
were  as  good  as  their  manners ;  but  they  did  not  impose  upon  the 
people,  who  despised  them  for  their  veneer.  Each  class  displayed 
its  contempt  for  the  other  openly  when  it  could  safely  do  so,  but 
was  ready  to  cringe  when  it  suited  its  own  convenience — the 
workers  for  employment  and  the  gentry  for  political  purposes. 
But  human  beings  are  too  dependent  on  each  other  for  such  dif- 
ferences to  exist  without  detriment  to  the  whole  community.  So- 
ciety must  cohere  if  it  is  to  prosper ;  individuals  help  themselves 
most  in  the  long  run  when  they  consider  each  other's  interests. 
At  Rainhai*bour  nothing  was  done  to  promote  general  good-fel- 
lowship ;  the  kind  of  Christianity  that  was  preached  there  made 
no  mention  of  the  matter,  and  society  was  disintegrated  and 
would  have  gone  to  pieces  altogether  but  for  the  one  great  inter- 
est in  life — the  great  primitive  interest  which  consists  in  the  at- 
traction of  sex  to  sex.  The  subject  of  sweethearts  was  always  in 
the  air.  The  minds  of  boys  and  girls,  youths  and  maidens,  men 
and  women,  were  all  full  of  it ;  but  it  was  not  often  openly  dis- 
cussed as  a  pleasant  topic — in  fact,  not  much  mentioned  at  all 
except  for  fault-finding  purposes,  for  it  was  the  custom  to  be  cen- 
sorious on  the  subject,  and  naturally  those  were  most  so  who 
knew  most  about  it,  like  the  vicar,  who  had  married  four  times. 
He  was  so  rabid  that  he  almost  went  the  length  of  denouncing 
men  and  maidens  by  name  from  the  pulpit  if  he  caught  them 
strolling  about  together  in  pairs.  His  mind  was  so  constituted 
that  he  could  not  believe  their  dalliance  to  be  innocent,  and  yet 
he  did  not  try  to  introduce  any  other  interest  or  pleasure  into 
their  lives  to  divert  them  from  the  incessant  pursuit  of  each  other. 
It  was  the  grown-up  people  who  were  so  nasty  on  the  subject 
of  sweethearts,  the  boys  and  girls  never  could  understand  why. 
Their  own  inclination  was  to  go  about  together  openly  in  the 
most  public  places,  that  was  how  they  understood  sweethearting ; 
part  of  the  pleasure  of  it  consisted  in  other  people  seeing  them 
and  knowing  that  they  were  sweethearts,  and  smiling  upon  them 
sympathetically.    This,  however,  the  grown-up  people  never  did  ; 
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on  the  contrary,  they  frowned  and  jeered ;  and  so  the  boys  and 
girls  kept  out  of  their  way,  and  sought  secret  sympathy  from  each 
other. 

Any  little  boy  at  the  Mansion  House  School  who  secured  a 
sweetheart  enjoyed  a  proud  distinction,  and  Sammy  soon  found 
that  his  acquaintance  with  Beth  placed  him  in  quite  an  enviable 
position.  He  therefore  very  soon  forgot  his  fear  of  Mrs.  Caldwell 
and  did  his  best  to  be  seen  with  Beth  as  much  as  possible ;  and  to 
her  it  was  a  surprise  as  well  as  a  joy  to  find  him  hanging  about 
waiting  to  have  a  word  with  her.  Her  mother's  treatment  of  her 
had  so  damaged  her  self-respect  that  she  had  never  expected  any- 
body to  care  for  her  particularly,  and  Sammy's  attentions  there- 
fore were  peculiarly  sweet.  She  did  not  consider  the  position  at 
all,  however.  There  are  subjects  about  which  we  think  and  sub- 
jects upon  which  we  feel,  and  the  two  are  quite  distinct  and  dif- 
ferent. Beth  felt  on  the  subject  of  Sammy.  The  fact  of  his  hav- 
ing a  cherubic  face  made  her  feel  nice  inside  her  chest — set  up  a 
glow  there  which  warmed  and  brightened  her  whole  existence — 
a  glow  which  never  flickered  day  or  night  except  in  Sammy's 
presence,  when  it  went  out  altogether  more  often  than  not,  only 
to  revive,  however,  when  the  real  Sammy  had  gone  and  the  ideal 
Sammy  returned  to  his  place  in  her  bosom ;  for  Sammy  adored  at 
a  distance  and  Sammy  witliin  range  of  criticism  were  two  very 
different  people.  Sammy  adored  at  a  distance  was  all  ready  re- 
sponse to  Beth's  fine  flights  of  imagination,  but  Sammy  on  the 
spot  was  dull.  He  was  seldom  on  the  spot,  however,  so  that  Beth 
had  ample  leisure  to  live  on  her  love  undisturbed,  and  her  mind 
became  extraordinarily  active.  Verse  came  to  her  like  a  recollec- 
tion. On  half  holidays  they  sometimes  went  for  a  walk  together 
over  the  wild  wide  waste  of  sand  when  the  tide  was  out,  and  she 
would  rhyme  to  herself  the  whole  time ;  but  she  seldom  said  any- 
thing to  Sammy.  So  long  as  he  was  silent  he  was  a  source  of  in- 
spiration— that  is  to  say,  her  feeling  for  him  was  inspiring — but 
when  she  tried  to  get  anything  out  of  him  they  generally  squabbled. 

Beth  lived  her  own  life  at  this  time  almost  entirely.  Since 
that  startling  threat  of  rebellion  her  mother  had  been  afraid  to 
beat  her  lest  she  should  strike  back.  Scolding  only  made  her 
voluble,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  never  thought  of  trying  to  manage 
her  in  the  only  way  possible,  by  reasoning  with  her  and  appealing 
to  her  better  nature.  There  was  therefore  but  one  thing  for  her 
mother  to  do  in  order  to  preserve  her  own  dignity,  and  that  was 
to  ignore  Beth.    Accordingly,  when  the  perfunctory  lessons  were 
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over  in  the  morning  Beth  had  her  day  to  herself.  She  began  it 
generally  by  practising  for  at  least  an  hour  by  the  church  clock, 
and  after  that  she  had  a  variety  of  pursuits,  which  she  preferred 
to  follow  alone  if  Sammy  were  at  school,  because  then  there  was 
no  one  to  interrupt  her  thoughts.  When  the  larder  was  empty 
she  became  Loyal  Heart  or  the  Trapper,  and  would  wander  off  to 
Fairholm  to  set  snares  or  knock  down  anything  she  could  get 
near.  The  gun  she  had  found  impracticable,  because  she  was  cer- 
tain to  have  been  seen  out  with  it.  Her  snares  if  they  were  found 
were  supposed  to  have  been  set  by  poachers.  She  herself  was 
known  to  every  one  on  the  estate,  and  was  therefore  sure  of  re- 
spect no  matter  who  saw  her ;  even  Uncle  James  himself  would 
have  let  her  alone  had  they  met,  as  he  was  of  her  mother's  opinion 
that  it  was  safer  to  ignore  her  than  to  attempt  to  control  her. 
The  snares,  although  of  the  most  primitive  kind,  answered  the 
purpose.  The  great  difficulty  was  how  to  get  the  game  home; 
but  that  she  also  managed  successfully,  generally  by  returning 
after  dark.  Her  mother,  concluding  that  she  owed  whatever 
came  to  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  surreptitious  kindness,  said  nothing 
on  the  subject  except  to  Beth,  whom  she  supposed  to  be  Aunt 
Grace  Mary's  agent ;  but  she  very  much  enjoyed  every  addition 
to  her  monotonous  diet,  especially  when  Beth  did  the  cooking. 
In  fact,  had  it  not  been  for  Loyal  Heart  the  family  would  have 
pretty  nearly  starved  that  winter  because  of  Jim,  who  had  con- 
tracted debts  like  a  man,  which  his  mother  had  to  pay. 

With  regard  to  Beth's  cooking,  it  is  remarkable  that,  although 
Mrs.  Caldwell  herself  had  suffered  all  through  her  married  life 
for  want  of  proper  training  in  household  matters,  she  never  at- 
tempted to  have  her  own  daughters  better  taught.  On  the  con- 
trary, she  had  forbidden  Beth  to  do  servant's  work,  and  objected 
most  strongly  to  her  cooking  until  she  found  how  good  it  was, 
and  even  then  she  thought  it  due  to  her  position  only  to  counte- 
nance it  under  protest.  The  extraordinary  inefficiency  of  the 
good-old-fashioned- womanly  woman  as  a  wife  on  a  small  income, 
the  silly  pretences  which  showed  her  want  of  proper  self-respect, 
and  the  ill-adjusted  balance  of  her  undeveloped  mind,  which  be- 
trayed itself  in  petty  inconsistencies,  fill  us  with  pity  and  surprise 
us,  yet  encourage  us,  too,  by  proving  how  right  and  wise  we  were 
to  try  our  own  experiments.  If  we  had  listened  to  advice  and 
done  as  we  were  told,  the  woman's-sphere-is-home  would  have 
been  as  ugly  and  comfortless  a  place  for  us  to-day  as  it  used  to  be 
when  Beth  was  forced  by  the  needs  of  her  nature  to  poach  for 
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diversion,  cook  for  kindness,  and  clean,  and  fight,  and  pray,  and 
lie,  and  love,  in  her  brave  struggle  against  the  hard  and  stupid 
conditions  of  her  life — conditions  which  were  not  only  retarding 
the  development,  but  threatening  utterly  to  distort,  if  not  actually 
to  destroy  all  that  was  best,  most  beautiful,  and  most  wonderful 
in  her  character. 

Beth  rather  expected  to  get  into  diflSculties  eventually  about 
the  game,  but  she  calculated  that  she  would  have  a  certain  time 
to  run  before  her  head  was  snapped  off,  and  during  that  time  her 
mother  would  enjoy  her  good  dinners  and  be  the  better  for  them, 
and  she  herself  would  enjoy  the  sport,  facts  which  no  amount  of 
anger  afterward  could  alter.  Since  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  washed 
her  hands  of  Beth  they  were  beginning  to  be  quite  good  friends. 
Sometimes  her  mother  talked  to  her  just  as  she  would  to  anybody 
else — that  is  to  say,  with  civility.  She  would  say,  "  And  what  are 
you  going  to  do  to-day,  Beth  ? "  quite  pleasantly,  as  though  speak- 
ing to  another  grown-up  person  ;  and  Beth  would  answer  politely 
and  tell  the  truth,  if  possible,  instead  of  making  some  sulky  eva- 
sion, as  she  had  begun  to  do  when  there  was  no  other  way  of 
keeping  the  peace.  She  was  fearlessly  honest  by  nature,  but  as 
she  approached  maturity  she  lost  her  nerve  for  a  time,  and  during 
that  time  she  lied  on  occasion  to  escape  a  harrowing  scene.  She 
always  despised  herself  for  it,  however,  and  therefore  as  she  grew 
stronger  she  became  her  natural  straightforward  self  again,  only, 
if  anything,  all  the  more  scrupulously  accurate  for  the  degrading 
experience,  for  she  soon  perceived  that  there  is  nothing  that  dam- 
ages the  character  like  the  habit  of  untrutli,  and  the  man  or 
woman  who  makes  a  false  excuse  has  already  begun  to  deteri- 
orate. If  a  census  could  be  taken  to  establish  the  grounds  upon 
which  people  are  considered  small  or  great,  we  should  find  that  it 
was  in  exact  proportion  to  the  amount  of  confidence  that  can  be 
placed  first  of  all  in  their  sincerity,  and  then  in  their  accuracy. 
Sincerity  claims  respect  for  character,  accuracy  estimation  for 
ability.  No  high-minded  person  was  ever  insincere,  and  no  fool 
wa^  ever  accurate. 

When  the  close  season  began  Beth  left  the  plantations  and 
took  to  fishing  in  tlie  sea.  She  would  sit  at  the  end  of  the  pier  in 
fine  weather,  baiting  her  hooks  with  great  fat  lobworms  she  had 
dug  up  out  of  the  sands  at  low  tide,  and  watchiug  her  lines,  all  by 
hereelf ;  or,  if  it  were  rougli,  she  would  fisli  in  the  harbour  from 
the  steps  up  against  the  w^ooden  jetty,  where  the  sailors  hung 
about  all  day  long,  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  when  the 
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boats  were  in.  Some  of  them  would  sit  with  her,  all  in  a  row, 
fishing  too,  and  they  would  exchange  bait  with  her  and  give  her 
good  advice,  while  others  stood  behind  looking  on  and  listening. 
And  as  of  old  in  Ireland  she  had  fascinated  the  folk,  so  here 
again  these  great  simple  bearded  men  listened  with  wondering 
interest  to  her  talk  and  never  answered  at  all  as  if  they  were 
speaking  to  a  child.  Beth  heard  some  queer  things,  sitting  down 
there  by  the  old  wooden  jetty,  fishing  for  anything  she  could 
catch,  and  she  said  some  queer  things,  too,  when  the  mood  was 
upon  her. 

Sometimes,  when  she  wanted  to  be  alone  and  think,  she  would 
go  off  to  the  rocks  that  appeared  at  low  water  down  behind  the 
south  pier,  and  fish  there.  She  loved  this  spot ;  it  was  near  to 
Nature,  yet  not  remote  from  the  haunts  of  men.  She  sat  there  one 
afternoon,  holding  her  line,  and  dreamily  watching  the  fishing 
boats  streaming  across  the  bay,  with  their  brown  sails  set  to  catch 
the  fitful  breeze  which  she  could  see  making  cat's-paws  on  the 
water  far  out,  but  could  not  feel,  being  sheltered  from  it  by  the 
old  stone  pier.  The  sea  was  glassy  smooth,  and  lapped  up  the 
rocks,  heaving  regularly  like  the  breast  of  a  tranquil  sleeper. 
Beth  gazed  at  it  until  she  was  seized  with  a  great  yearning  to  lie 
back  on  its  shining  surface  and  be  gently  borne  away  to  some 
bright  eternity,  where  Sammy  would  be  and  all  her  other  friends. 
The  longing  became  imperative.  She  rose  from  the  rock  she  was 
sitting  on,  she  raised  her  arms,  her  eyes  were  fixed.  Then  it 
was  as  if  she  had  suddenly  awakened.  The  impulse  had  passed, 
but  she  was  all  shaken  by  it,  and  shivered  as  if  she  were  cold. 

Fortunately  the  fish  were  biting  well  that  day.  She  caught 
two  big  dabs,  four  whiting,  a  small  plaice,  and  a  fine  fat  sole. 
The  sole  was  a  prize,  indeed,  and  mamma  and  Aunt  Victoria 
should  have  it  for  dinner.  As  she  walked  home,  carrying  the  fish 
on  a  string,  she  met  Sammy. 

"  Where  did  you  get  those  fish  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Caught  them,"  she  answered  laconically. 

''  What !  all  by  yourself  ?    No !    I  don't  believe  it ! " 

"  I  did,  all  the  same,"  she  answered ;  "  and  now  I'm  going  to 
cook  them — some  of  them,  at  least." 

"  Yourself  ?  Cook  them  yourself  ?  No ! "  he  cried  in  admira- 
tion.   Cooking  was  an  accomplishment  he  honoured. 

*'If  you'll  come  out  after  your  tea,  I'll  leave  the  back  gate 
ajar,  and  you  can  slip  into  the  woodhouse,  and  I'll  bring  you  a 
whiting  on  toast,  all  hot  and  brown." 
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With  such  an  inducement  Sammy  was  in  good  time.  Beth 
found  him  sitting  contentedly  on  a  heap  of  sticks,  waiting  for  the 
feast.  She  had  brought  the  whiting  out  with  a  cover  over  it,  hot 
and  brown,  as  she  had  promised,  and  Sammy's  mouth  watered 
when  he  saw  it. 

"  What  a  jolly  girl  you  are,  Beth  I "  he  exclaimed. 

But  Beth  was  not  so  much  gratified  by  the  praise  as  she  might 
have  been.  The  vision  and  the  dream  were  upon  her  that  even- 
ing, her  nerves  were  overwrought,  and  she  was  yearning  for  an 
outlet  for  ideas  that  oppressed  her.  She  stood  leaning  against  the 
door  post,  biting  a  twig ;  restless,  dissatisfied,  but  not  knowing 
what  she  wanted. 

When  Sammy  had  finished  the  whiting,  he  remembered  Beth, 
and  asked  what  she  was  thinking  about. 

"  I'm  not  thinking  exactly,"  she  answered,  frowning  intently 
in  the  effort  to  find  expression  for  what  she  had  in  her  conscious- 
ness. "  Things  come  into  my  mind,  but  I  don't  think  them,  and  I 
can't  say  them.  They  don't  come  in  words.  It's  more  like  seeing 
them,  you  know,  only  you  don't  see  them  with  your  eyes,  but 
with  something  inside  yourself.  Do  you  know  what  it  is  when 
you  are  fishing  off  the  rocks  and  there  is  no  breaking  of  waves, 
only  a  rising  and  falling  of  the  water,  and  it  comes  swelling  up 
about  you  with  a  sort  of  sob  that  brings  with  it  a  whiff  of  fresh 
air  every  time  and  makes  you  take  in  yom*  breath  with  a  sort  of 
sob  too,  every  time,  and  at  last  you  seem  to  be  the  sea,  or  the  sea 
seems  to  be  you — it's  all  one  ;  but  you  don't  think  it " 

Sammy  looked  at  her  in  a  blank,  bewildered  way.  *'  I  like  it 
best  when  you  tell  stories,  Beth,". he  said,  under  the  impression 
that  all  this  incomprehensible  stuff  was  merely  a  display  for  his 
entertainment.    "  Come  and  sit  down  beside  me  and  tell  stories." 

"  Stories  don't  come  to  me  to-night,"  said  Beth,  with  a  tragic 
face.  "  Do  you  remember  the  last  time  we  were  on  the  sands — 
oh,  I  keep  feeling— it  was  all  so— peaceful— that  was  it.  I've 
been  wondering  ever  since  what  it  was,  and  that  was  it — peaceful ; 

"  The  quiet  people. 
The  old  church  steeple ; 
The  sandy  reaches 
Of  wreck-strewn  beaches." 

"  Who  made  that  up  ? "  said  Sammy  suspiciously. 

*'  I  did,"  Beth  answered  offhand.  ''  At  least  I  didn't  make  it 
up,  it  just  came  to  me.  When  I  make  it  up  it'll  most  likely  be 
quite  different.    It's  like  the  stuff  for  a  dress,  you  know,  when 
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silhouette  against  the  night  sky.  Its  bare  branches  made  black 
bars  on  the  face  of  the  bright  white  moon  which  was  rising  be- 
hind it.  What  a  strange  thing  time  is !  Day  and  night,  day  and 
night,  week  and  month,  spring,  summer,  autumn,  winter,  always 
coming  and  going  again,  while  we  only  come  once,  go,  and  re- 
turn no  more.  It  was  getting  on  for  Christmas  now.  Another 
year  had  nearly  gone.  The  yeai»s  slip  away  steadily — day  by  day 
— winter,  spring.  Winter  so  cold  and  wet  I  March,  all  clouds  and 
dust,  comes  in  like  a  lion,  goes  out  like  a  lamb,  then  April  is 
bright. 

The  year  slips  away  steadily— slips  round  the  steady  year, 
days  come  and  go — no,  no !  Days  dawn  and  disappear,  winters 
and  springs— springs,  rings,  sings  ?  No,  leave  that.  Winter  with 
cold  and  rain— pain  ?  March  storms  and  clouds  and  pain,  till 
April  once  again  light  with  it  brings. 

Beth  jumped  down  from  the  beech  boughs,  ran  round  to  the 
old  wooden  pump,  clambered  up  by  it  on  to  the  back-kitchen  roof, 
and  made  for  the  acting-room  window.  It  was  open,  and  she 
screwed  herself  in  round  the  bar  and  fastened  the  door.  It  was 
quite  dark  under  the  sloping  roof,  but  she  found  the  end  of  a 
tallow  candle,  smuggled  up  there  for  the  purpose,  lighted  it,  and 
stuck  it  on  to  the  top  of  the  rough  deal  box  which  formed  her 
writing  table.  She  had  a  pencil,  sundry  old  envelopes  carefully 
cut  open  so  as  to  save  as  much  of  the  clean  space  inside  as  pos- 
sible, margins  of  newspapers,  precious  but  rare  half  sheets,  and 
any  other  scrap  of  paper  on  which  she  could  write,  all  carefully 
concealed  in  a  hole  in  the  roof,  from  which  she  tore  the  whole 
treasure  now  in  her  haste. 

"  Winter,  summer,  Sammy,"  she  kept  saying  to  herself.  "  Au- 
tumn, autumn-tinted  woods — my  king — Ministering  Children — 
ministering— king.  Moon,  noon.  Story,  glory.  Ever,  never,  en- 
deavour—Oh, I  can  do  it !  I  can  !  I  can  !  Slips  round  the  steady 
year- 


It  took  her  some  days  to  do  it  to  her  satisfaction,  but  they  were 
days  of  delight,  for  the  whole  time  she  felt  exactly  as  she  had 
done  when  first  she  found  Sammy.  She  had  the  same  warm  glow 
in  her  chest,  the  same  sort  of  yearning,  half  anxious,  half  pleas- 
ant, wholly  desirable. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  she  finished,  and  she  had  to 
put  her  work  away  in  a  hurry,  because  her  mother  sent  Harriet  to 
tell  her  she  must  go  to  bed ;  but  all  night  long  she  lay  only  half 
asleep,  and  all  the  time  conscious  of  joy  to  come  in  the  morning. 
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She  was  up  early,  but  had  too  much  self-restraint  to  go  to  the 
acting  room  till  lessons  were  over.  She  was  afraid  of  being  dis- 
turbed and  so  having  her  pleasure  spoiled.  As  soon  as  she  could 
safely  lock  herself  up,  however,  she  took  her  treasure  out.  It  was 
written  on  the  precious  half  sheets  in  queer  little  crabbed  charac- 
ters, very  distinctly : 

Slips  round  the  steady  year. 
Days  dawn  and  disappear, 
Winters  and  springs. 
March  storms  and  clouds  and  rain, 
Till  April  once  again 

Light  with  it  brings. 

Then  comes  the  summer  song. 
Birds  in  the  woods  prolong 

Day  into  night. 
Hot  after  tepid  showers 
Beats  down  this  sun  of  ours. 
Upward  the  radiant  flowers 

Look  their  delight. 

O  summer  scents  at  noon ! 
O  summer  nights  and  moon ! 

Season  of  story. 
Labour  and  love  forever 
Strengthen  each  hard  endeavour. 
Now  climb  we  up  or  never. 

Upward  to  glory ! 

Winter  and  summer  past. 
Autumn  has  come  at  last, 

Hope  in  its  keeping. 
Beauty  of  tinted  wood. 
Beauty  of  tranquil  mood. 
Harvest  of  earned  good 

Ripe  for  the  reaping. 

Thus  on  a  torrid  day 

Slipped  my  fond  thoughts  away. 

Book,  from  thy  pages. 
Seasons  of  which  I  sing. 
Are  they  not  like  my  king, 
Thine  own  life's  minist'ring 

In  all  it^  stages  ? 

First  in  the  spring,  I  ween. 
Were  all  thy  powers  foreseen — 

Storms  sowed  renown. 
Then  came  thy  summer  climb. 
Then  came  thy  golden  prime. 
Then  came  thy  harvest  time. 

Bringing  thy  crown. 
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When  Beth  had  read  these  lines  she  doubled  the  half  sheets 
on  which  they  were  written  and  put  them  in  her  pocket  deliber- 
ately. She  was  sitting  on  the  acting-room  floor  at  the  moment, 
near  the  window. 

"  Now  I "  she  exclaimed,  folding  her  delicate  nervous  hands  on 
her  lap  and  looking  up  at  the  strip  of  sky  above  her,  "  now  I 
shall  be  forgiven  1 " 

It  was  dark  at  this  time  when  the  boys  left  school  in  the  even- 
ing, and  Beth  stood  at  the  back  gate  waiting  to  waylay  Sammy. 
He  came  trotting  along  by  himself,  and  saw  her  as  he  approached, 
but  did  not  attempt  to  escape.  On  the  contrary,  he  stopped,  but 
he  had  nothing  to  say ;  the  relief  of  finding  her  friendly  again 
was  too  great  for  words.  Had  she  looked  out  she  might  have 
seen  him  any  day  since  the  event,  bright-eyed  and  rosy-cheeked  as 
usual,  prowling  about,  anxious  to  obtain  a  reassuring  smile  from 
her  on  his  way  to  and  from  school.  It  was  not  likely  that  he 
would  lose  the  credit  of  being  Beth  Caldwell's  sweetheart,  if  he 
could  help  it,  just  because  she  beat  him.  Already  he  had  suffered 
somewhat  in  prestige,  because  he  had  not  been  seen  with  her  so 
often  lately  ;  and  he  had  been  quite  as  miserable  in  his  own  way, 
under  the  impression  that  she  meant  to  cast  him  off,  as  she  had 
in  hers. 

"Come  in,  Sammy,"  she  cried,  catching  hold  of  his  hand. 
*'  Come  in.  I  Ve  something  to  show  you,  but  it's  too  cold  to  sit  in 
the  woodhouse,  and  we  can't  have  a  light  there  either.  Come  up 
by  the  pump  to  the  acting  room.  I've  fastened  the  door  inside, 
and  nobody  can  get  in.    Come !    I'll  show  you  the  way." 

Sammy  followed  her  obediently  and  in  silence,  although  some- 
what suspiciously,  as  usual ;  but  she  piloted  him  safely,  and,  once 
in  the  acting  room  with  the  candle  lighted,  he  owned  that  it  was 

jolly. 

**  Sammy,  I  have  been  sorry,"  Beth  began.  "  I've  been  quite 
miserable  about — you  know  what.    It  was  horrid  of  me." 

"  I  told  you  scratch-cats  were  horrid,"  said  Sammy  solemnly. 

"  But  I've  done  something  to  atone,"  Beth  proceeded.  "  Some- 
thing came  to  me  all  about  you.  You  shall  have  it,  Sammy,  to 
keep.    Just  listen,  and  I'll  read  it." 

Sammy  listened  with  his  mouth  and  eyes  open,  but  when  she 
had  done  he  shook  his  head.  *'  You  didn't  make  that  up  your- 
self," he  said  decidedly. 

*'  O  Sammy,  yes,  I  did  I "  Beth  protested,  taken  aback  and 
much  pained. 
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" No,  I  don't  believe  you,"  said  Sammy.  "You  got  it  out  of  a 
book.    You're  always  trying  to  stuff  me  up." 

''I'm  not  stuffing  you,  Sammy,"  said  Beth,  suddenly  flaming. 
"  I  made  it  myself,  every  word  of  it.  I  tell  you  it  came  to  me. 
It's  my  own.     You' ve  got  to  believe  it ^ 

Sammy  looked  about  liim.  There  was  no  escape  by  the  door, 
because  that  led  into  the  house  ;  and  Beth  was  between  him  and 
the  window,  with  her  brown  hair  dishevelled  and  her  big  eyes 
burning. 

"  Well ! "  he  said,  a  politic  desire  to  conciliate  struggling  with 
an  imperative  objection  to  be  stuffed.  "  Of  course  you  made  it 
yourself  if  you  say  so.  But  it's  all  rot  anyway."  The  words 
slipped  out  unawares,  and  the  moment  he  uttered  them  he  ducked 
his  head,  but  nothing  happened.  Then  he  looked  up  at  Beth,  and 
found  her  gazing  hard  at  him  ;  and  as  she  did  so  the  colour  gradu- 
ally left  her  cheel^s  and  the  light  went  out  of  her  eyes.  Slowly 
she  gathered  up  her  papers  and  put  them  into  the  hole  in  the  roof. 
Then  she  sat  on  one  of  the  steps  which  led  down  into  the  room, 
but  she  said  nothing. 

Sammy  sat  still  in  a  tremor  until  the  silence  became  too 
oppressive  to  be  borne ;  then  he  fidgeted :  then  he  got  up  and 
looked  longingly  toward  the  window. 

"  I  shall  be  late,"  he  ventured. 

Beth  made  no  sign. 

"  When  shall  I  see  you  again  ? "  he  recommenced  deprecat- 
ingly.     "  Will  you  be  at  the  back  gate  to-morrow  ? " 

"  No,"  she  said  shortly.     '*  It's  too  cold  to  wait  for  you." 

"  Then  how  shall  I  see  you  ? "  he  asked  with  a  blank  expres- 
sion. 

Beth  reflected.  "Oh,  just  whistle  as  you  pass,"  she  said  at 
last,  in  an  offhand  way,  "and  I'll  come  out  if  I  feel  inclined." 

The  next  evening  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  taking  her  accustomed 
nap  after  dinner  in  her  armchair  by  the  fire  in  the  dining-room, 
and  Beth  was  sitting  at  the  table  dreaming,  when  she  was  sud- 
denly startled  by  a  long,  loud,  shrill  whistle.    Another  and  an- 
other of  the  most  piercing  quality  followed  in  quick  succession. 
Swiftly  but  cautiously  she  jumped  up  and  slipped  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, which  was  all  in  darkness.    There  were  outside  sb-vitters 
to  the  lower  windows,  but  the  drawing-room  ones  were  not  closed.  •, 
so  she  looked  out,  and  there  was  Sammy  standing  with  h.is   anxio- 
cent  fat  face  as  close  to  the  dining-room  shutters  as  he  coiil<i  Lxoiu. 
it,  with  his  fingers  in  his  mouth,  uttering  shrill  whistles  loixo.  a.xxd. 
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long,  and  hard  and  fast  enough  to  rouse  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood. Beth,  impatient  of  such  stupidity,  returned  to  the  dining- 
room  and  sat  down  again,  leaving  Sammy  to  his  fate. 

Presently  Mrs.  Caldwell  started  wide  awake. 

"  What  18  that  noise,  Beth  ?  " 

"  It  seems  to  be  somebody  whistling  outside,"  Beth  answered, 
in  deep  disgust.  Then  her  exasperation  got  the  better  of  her  self- 
control,  and  she  jumped  up  and  ran  out  to  the  kitchen. 

"Harriet,"  she  said  between  her  clenched  teeth,  "go  out  and 
send  that  silly  fool  away." 

Harriet  hastened  to  obey,  but  at  the  opening  of  the  front  door 
Sammy  bolted. 

The  next  evening  he  began  again,  however,  as  emphatically  as 
before ;  but  Beth  could  not  stand  such  imbecility  a  second  time,  so 
she  ran  out  of  the  back  gate  and  seized  Sammy. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there  ? "  she  cried,  shaking  him. 

"  Why,  you  told  me  to  whistle,"  Sammy  remonstrated,  much 
aggrieved. 

"  Did  I  tell  you  to  whistle  like  a  railway  engine  ? "  Beth  de- 
manded scornfully.  "  You've  no  sense  at  all,  Sammy.  Go 
away  I " 

"  Oh,  do  let's  come  in,  Beth,"  Sammy  pleaded.  "  IVe  some- 
thing to  tell  you." 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  said  Beth  ungraciously. 

"  I'll  tell  you  if  you'll  let  me  come  in." 

"  Well,  come,  then,"  Beth  answered  impatiently,  and  led  the 
way  up  over  the  roof  to  the  acting  room.  "  What  is  it  ? "  she 
again  demanded  when  she  had  lighted  a  scrap  of  candle  and 
seated  herself  on  the  steps.     "  I  don't  believe  it's  anything  ! " 

"  Yes  it  is,  so  there ! "  said  Sammy  triumphantly.  "  But  I'll 
lay  you  won't  guess  what  it  is.    Mrs.  Barnes  has  got  a  baby  !  " 

Mrs.  Barnes  was  the  wife  of  the  head  master  of  the  Mansion 
House  school,  and  all  the  little  boys,  feeling  that  there  was  more 
in  the  event  than  had  been  explained  to  them,  were  vaguely  dis- 
gusted. 

"I  don't  call  that  anything,"  Beth  answered  contemptuously. 
"  Lots  of  people  have  babies." 

"  Well,"  said  Sammy,  "  I  wouldn't  have  thought  it  of  him." 

"  Thought  what  of  whom  ? "  Beth  snapped  in  a  tone  which 
silenced  Sammy.    He  ventured  to  laugh,  however. 

"  Don't  laugh  in  that  gigantic  way,  Sammy,"  she  exclaimed, 
still  more  irritated.     "When  you  throw  back  your  head  and 
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open  your  mouth  so  wide  I  can  see  you  have  no  wisdom 
teeth." 

"  You're  always  nasty  now,  Beth,"  Sammy  complained. 

Which  was  true.  Love  waning  becomes  critical.  Beth's  own 
feeling  for  Sammy  had  been  a  strong  mental  stimulant  at  first, 
and  in  her  enjoyment  of  it  she  had  overlooked  all  his  shortcom- 
ings. There  was  nothing  in  him,  however,  to  keep  that  feeling 
alive,  and  it  had  gradually  died  of  inanition.  His  slowness  and 
want  of  imagination  first  puzzled  and  then  provoked  her,  and, 
little-boy-like,  he  had  not  even  been  able  to  respond  to  such  ten- 
derness as  she  showed  him — not  that  she.  had  ever  showed  him 
much  tenderness,  for  they  were  just  like  boys  together.  She  had 
kissed  him,  however,  once  or  twice  after  a  quarrel  to  make  it  up. 
But  she- did  not  like  kissing  him ;  little  boys  are  rank.  His  pretty 
colouring  was  all  that  he  had  had  to  attract  her,  and  that,  alas  1 
had  lost  its  charm  by  this  time.  For  a  little  longer  she  looked 
out  for  him  and  troubled  about  him,  then  let  him  go  gradually — 
so  gradually  that  she  never  knew  when  exactly  he  lapsed  from 
her  life  altogether. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

For  two  years  after  Beth  was  outlawed  by  her  mother  Great- 
Aunt  Victoria  Bench  was  her  one  link  with  the  civilized  world. 
The  intimacy  had  lapsed  a  little  while  Sam  pay  was  the  prevailing 
human  interest  in  Beth's  life,  but  gradually,  as  he  ceased  to  be 
satisfactory,  she  returned  to  the  old  lady  and  hovered  about  her, 
seeking  the  sustenance  for  which  her  poor  little  heart  ached  on 
always,  and  for  want  of  which  her  busy  brain  ran  riot ;  and  the 
old  lady,  who  had  not  complained  of  Beth's  desertion,  welcomed 
her  back  in  a  way  which  showed  that  she  had  felt  it. 

For  Great- Aunt  Victoria  Bench  was  lonely  in  the  days  of  her 
poverty  and  obscurity.  Since  the  loss  of  her  money  there  had 
been  a  great  change  in  the  attitude  of  most  of  her  friends  toward 
her,  and  such  attentions  as  she  received  were  of  a  very  dift'ei'ent 
kind  from  those  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed.  Mrs.  Cald- 
well had  been  the  most  generous  to  her,  for  at  the  time  that  she 
had  offered  Aunt  Victoria  a  home  in  her  house  she  had  not  known 
that  the  old  lady  would  be  able  to  pay  her  way  at  all.  Fortunately 
Aunt  Victoria  had  enough  left  for  that,  but  still  her  position  in 
14 
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Mrs.  Caldwell's  house  was  not  what  it  would  have  been  had  she 
not  lost  most  of  her  means.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  not  aware  of  the 
fact,  but  her  manner  had  insensibly  adjusted  itself  to  Aunt  Victo- 
ria's altered  circumstances,  her  care  and  consideration  for  her 
being  as  much  reduced  in  amount  as  her  income ;  and  Aunt  Vic- 
toria felt  the  difference,  but  said  nothing.  Slowly  and  painfully 
she  learned  to  realize  that  it  was  for  what  she  had  had  to  bestow, 
and  not  for  what  she  was,  that  people  used  to  care ;  they  had 
served  her  as  they  served  their  God — in  the  hope  of  reaping  a 
rich  reward.  Like  many  other  people  with  certain  fine  qualities 
of  their  own,  Aunt  Victoria  knew  that  there  was  wickedness  in 
the  outside  world,  but  never  suspected  that  her  own  immediate 
circle — the  nice  people  with  whom  she  talked  pleasantly  every 
day— could  be  tainted,  and  the  awakening  to  find  that  her  friends 
cared  less  disinterestedly  for  her  than  she  did  for  them  was  a  cruel 
disillusion.  Her  first  inclination  was  to  fly  far  from  them  all  and 
spend  the  rest  of  her  days  among  strangers,  who  could  not  disap- 
point her,  because  she  would  have  nothing  to  expect  of  them,  and 
who  might  perhaps  come  to  care  for  her  really.  Long  hours  she 
sat  and  suffered,  shut  up  in  her  room,  considering  the  matter, 
yearning  to  go  but  restrained  by  the  fear  that,  as  an  old  woman, 
she  would  be  unwelcome  everywhere.  In  Aunt  Victoria's  day 
old  people  were  only  too  apt  to  be  selfish,  tyrannical,  narrow,  and 
ignorant,  a  terror  to  their  friends ;  and  they  were  nearly  always 
ill,  the  old  men  from  lives  of  self-indulgence  and  the  old  women 
from  unwholesome  restraint  of  every  kind.  Now  we  are  begin- 
ning to  ask  what  becomes  of  the  decrepit  old  women,  there  are  so 
few  to  be  seen.  This  is  the  age  of  youthful  grandmothers,  capable 
of  enjoying  a  week  of  their  lives  more  than  their  own  grand- 
mothers were  able  to  enjoy  the  whole  of  their  declining  years ; 
their  vitality  is  so  much  greater,  their  appearance  so  much  better 
preserved,  their  knowledge  so  much  more  extensive,  their  inter- 
ests so  much  more  varied,  and  their  hearts  so  much  larger.  Aunt 
Victoria  nowadays  would  have  struck  out  for  herself  in  a  new 
direction.  She  would  have  gone  to  London,  joined  a  progressive 
woman's  club,  made  acquaintance  with  work  of  some  kind  or  an- 
other, and  never  know  a  dull  moment ;  for  she  would  have  been 
a  capable  woman  had  any  one  of  her  faculties  been  cultivated  to 
some  useful  purpose,  but,  as  it  was,  she  had  nothing  to  fall  back 
upon.  She  was  just  like  a  domestic  animal — like  a  dog  that  has 
become  a  member  of  the  family,  and  is  tolerated  from  habit  even 
after  it  grows  old  and  because  remarks  would  be  made  if  it  were 
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put  out  of  the  way  before  its  time — and  she  had  been  content  with 
the  position  so  long  as  much  was  made  of  her.  Now,  however, 
all  too  late,  a  great  yearning  had  seized  upon  her  for  an  object  in 
life,  for  some  pursuit,  some  interest  that  would  remain  to  her 
when  everything  else  was  lost,  and  she  prayed  to  G-od  earnestly 
that  he  would  show  her  where  to  go  and  what  to  do,  or  give  her 
something — something  which  at  last  resolved  itself  into  something 
to  live  for. 

Then  one  day  there  came  a  little  resolute  tap  at  the  door,  and 
Beth  walked  in  without  waiting  to  be  asked,  and  seeing  in  a  mo- 
ment, with  that  further  faculty  of  hers,  into  the  old  lady's  heart 
that  it  was  sad,  she  went  to  her  impulsively  and  laid  her  un- 
kempt brown  head  against  her  arm  in  an  awkward  caress,  which 
touched  the  old  lady  to  tears.  Beth  was  lonely,  too,  thought  Aunt 
Victoria — a  strange,  lonely  little  being,  neglected,  ill  used,  and 
misunderstood,  and  the  question  flashed  through  the  old  lady's 
mind,  if  she  left  the  child  what  would  become  of  her  ?  The  tan- 
gled brown  head,  warm  against  her  arm,  nestled  nearer,  and  Aunt 
Victoria  patted  it  protectingly. 

"  Do  you  want  anything,  Beth  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,  Aunt  Victoria.  I  just  wanted  to  see  you.  I  was  lying 
on  the  seesaw  board,  looking  up  through  the  leaves,  and  I  sud- 
denly got  a  fancy  that  you  were  here  all  by  yourself,  and  that  you 
didn't  like  being  all  by  yourself.  I  feel  like  that  sometimes.  So 
I  came  to  see  you.'' 

''  Thank  you,  Beth,"  said  Aunt  Victoria,  with  her  hand  still  on 
Beth's  head,  as  if  she  were  blessing  her ;  and  when  she  had  spoken 
she  looked  up  through  the  window  and  silently  thanked  the  Lord. 
This  was  the  sign ;  he  had  committed  Beth  to  her  care  and  affec- 
tion, and  she  was  not  to  think  of  herself  but  of  the  child,  whose 
need  was  certainly  the  greater  of  the  two. 

''  Have  you  nothing  to  do,  Beth  ? "  she  said  after  a  pause. 

"No,  Aunt  Victoria,"  Beth  answered  drearily— ** at  least  there 
are  plenty  of  things  I  could  do,  but  everything  I  think  of  makes 
me  shudder.  I  feel  so  sometimes.  Do  you  ?  There  isn't  a  single 
thing  I  want  to  do  to-day.  I've  tried  one  thing  after  the  other, 
but  I  can't  think  about  what  I'm  doing.  Sometimes  I  like  to  sit 
still  and  do  nothing,  but  to-day  I  don't  even  like  that.  I  think  I 
should  like  to  be  asked  to  do  something.  If  I  could  do  something 
for  you  now — something  to  help  you " 

"  Well,  you  can,  Beth,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered,  after  sitting 
rigidly  upright  for  a  moment,  blinking  rapidly.    "  Help  me  to 
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unpick  an  old  gown.  I  am  going  to  make  another  like  it,  and 
want  it  unpicked  for  a  pattern." 

*'  Can  you  make  a  gown  ? "  Beth  asked  in  surprise. 

Aunt  Victoria  smiled.  Then  she  took  down  an  old  black  gown 
that  was  hanging  behind  the  door  and  handed  it  to  Beth  with  a 
pair  of  sharp  scissors. 

"  I'll  undo  the  body  part,"  Beth  said,  *'  and  that  will  save  your 
eyes.    I  don't  think  this  gown  owes  you  much." 

**  I  do  not  understand  that  expression,  Beth,"  said  Auntr  Vic- 
toria. 

"  Don't  you  ? "  said  Beth,  working  away  with  the  scissors 
cheerfully.  **  Harriet  always  says  that  when  she's  got  all  the 
good  there  is  to  be  got  out  of  anything — the  dusters,  you  know,  or 
the  dishcloth.  I  once  did  a  piece  of  unpicking  like  this  for 
mamma,  and  she  didn't  explain  properly,  or  something — at  all 
events,  I  took  out  a  great  deal  too  much,  so  she " 

"  Don't  call  your  mamma  '  she.'    *  She '  is  a  cat." 

"  Mamma,  then.    Mamma  beat  me " 

"  Don't  say  she  beat  you." 

*'  I  said  mamma." 

"  Well,  don't  talk  about  your  mamma  beating  you.  That  is 
not  a  nice  thing  to  talk  about." 

"It's  not  a  nice  thing  to  do  either,"  said  Beth  judicially. 
*'  And  I  never  used  to  talk  about  it — didn't  like  to,  you  know. 
But  now  she — mamma — doesn't  beat  me  any  more— at  least,  only 
sometimes  when  she  forgets." 

"  Ah,  then  you  have  been  a  better  girl." 

"  No,  not  better ;  bigger.  You  see  if  I  struck  her  back  again 
she  wouldn't  like  it." 

"  Beth  !  Beth  !  strike  your  mother ! " 

*'  That  was  the  danger,"  said  Beth,  in  her  slow,  distinct,  imper- 
turbable way.  '*  One  day  she  made  me  so  angry  I  very  nearly 
struck  her,  and  I  told  her  so.  That  made  her  look  queer,  I  can 
tell  you !  And  she's  never  struck  me  since,  except  in  a  half- 
hearted sort  of  way  or  when  she  forgot,  and  that  didn't  count,  of 
course.  But  I  think  I  know  how  it  was  she  used  to  beat  me.  I 
did  just  the  same  thing  myself  one  day.    I  beat  Sammy " 

*'  Who  is  Sammy  ? "  said  Aunt  Victoria,  looking  over  her 
spectacles. 

*'  Sammy  Lee,  you  know." 

Aunt  Victoria  recollected,  and  felt  she  should  improve  the  oc- 
casion, but  was  at  a  loss  for  a  moment  what  to  say.    She  was 
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anxious  above  everything  that  Beth  should  talk  to  her  freely,  for 
how  could  she  help  the  child  if  she  did  not  know  all  she  had  in 
her  mind  ?  It  is  upon  the  things  they  are  never  allowed  to  men- 
tion that  children  brood  un  wholesomely. 

"  I  thought  that  you  were  not  allowed  to  know  Sammy  Lee," 
she  finally  observed. 

"  No  more  I  was,"  Beth  answered  casually. 

*'  Yet  you  knew  him  all  the  same  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  ventured 
reproachfully. 

"  Aunt  Victoria,"  said  Beth,  "  did  the  Lord  die  for  Sammy  ? " 

*'Ye — yes,"  said  Aunt  Victoria,  hesitating,  not  because  she 
doubted  the  fact,  but  because  she  did  not  know  what  use  Beth 
would  make  of  it. 

"  Then  why  can't  I  know  him  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  Oh,  be — because  Sammy  does  not  live  as  if  he  were  grateful 
to  the  Lord." 

"  If  he  did  would  he  be  a  gentleman  ? "  Beth  asked. 

**  Yes,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered  decidedly. 

Beth  stopped  snipping  and  looked  at  her  as  if  she  were  looking 
right  through  her  and  out  into  the  world  beyond.  Then  she 
pursed  up  her  mouth  and  shook  her  head. 

*'  That  won't  hold  water,"  she  said.  "  If  a  man  must  live  like 
the  Lord  to  be  a  gentleman,  what  is  Uncle  James  ?  And  if  living 
like  the  Lord  makes  a  man  a  gentleman,  why  don't  we  call  on 
old  Job  Fisher  ? " 

Aunt  Victoria  began  to  fear  that  the  task  she  had  undertaken 
would  prove  too  much  for  her.  "It  is  hard,  very  hard,"  she 
muttered. 

"  Well,  never  mind,"  said  Beth,  resuming  her  work.  "  When 
I  grow  up  I  mean  to  write  about  things  like  that.  But  what  were 
we  talking  about  ?  Oh.  beating  Sammy.  I  did  feel  bad  after  I 
beat  him,  and  I  vowed  I'd  never  do  it  again,  however  tiresome  he 
was,  and  I  never  did.  It  makes  it  easier  if  you  vow.  It's  just  as 
if  your  hands  were  tied  then.  I'd  like  to  tell  mamma  to  try  it, 
only  she'd  be  sure  to  get  waxy.     You  tell,  her.  Aunt  Victoria." 

Aunt  Victoria  made  some  reply  which  was  lost  in  the  noise  of 
vehicles  passing  in  the  street,  followed  by  the  tramp  of  many  feet 
and  a  great  chattering.  An  excursion  train  had  just  arrived,  and 
the  people  were  pouring  into  the  place.  Beth  ran  to  the  window 
and  watched  them. 

"  More  confounded  trippers,"  she  ejaculated.  *'  They  spoil  the 
summer,  swarming  everywhere." 
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**  Beth,  I  winh,  to  plesme  me,  you  would  make  another  vow. 
Don*t  nay  *  confounded  trippcw/  " 

*' All  right,  Aunt  Victoria,  Jim  fiay«  it  But  I  know  all  the 
bad  w(frdH  in  the  languag^e  were  made  for  the  men.  I  suppose 
becauM5  they  have  all  the  bad  thoughts  and  do  all  the  bad  things. 
I  ffhall  May  'objectionable  excursionists'  in  future/'  She  went 
to  the  (hnrr,  *'  Vm  just  going  to  get  something/'  she  said  ''  You 
won't  go  away,  will  you  ?  I  shall  be  a  minute  or  two,  but  I  want 
you  to  be  here  when  I  come  back.  I  shall  be  wild  if  you're 
not/' 

She  banged  the  door  after  her  and  ran  downstairs. 

Aunt  Victoria  loc^ked  round  the  room ;  it  no  longer  seemed 
the  same  place  to  her.  Beth's  cheerful  chatter  had  already  driven 
away  the  evil  spirit  of  dejection,  and  taken  the  old  lady  out  of 
herself.  Untidy  child  I  She  had  left  her  work  on  the  floor,  her 
scissors  on  the  bed,  disarranged  the  window  curtain,  and  upset  a 
chair.  If  she  would  not  do  any  more  unpicking  when  she  re- 
turned she  must  be  made  to  put  things  straight.  There  was  one 
little  easy -chair  in  the  nxmi.  Aunt  Victoria  sat  down  in  it,  a 
great  piece  of  self-indulgence  for  her  at  that  time  of  day,  folded 
her  hands,  and  c1rm<Hl  lior  weary  old  eyes  just  to  give  them  a 
rest,  while  a  ni(?e  littl(»  look  of  content  came  into  her  face,  which 
it  was  g(NMl  to  see  there. 

When  she  opened  her  eyes  again  Beth  was  setting  a  tray  on  a 
tiny  UihU)  inmUUi  her. 

"  I  think  you've  been  having  a  nap,  Miss  Great-Aunt  Victoria 
Bench,"  she  said.     '*Now  have  some  tea  and  buttered  toast ! " 

"  ()  Both  I"  cried  the  old  lady,  beaming.  "  How  could  you— 
at  thiK  time  of  day  ?  Well,  to  please  you.  It  is  quite  delicious. 
Ho  rofreshing  i  What,  another  piece  of  toast  ?  Must  I  take  an- 
other i " 

"  You  nniHt  take  it  all,"  said  Beth.  "  I  made  itVor  you.  I  do 
like  doing  things  for  you,  Aunt  Victoria.  It  makes  me  feel 
nioe  all  over.    I'll  just  unpick  a  little  more,  then  I'll  tidy  up." 

"  You'rt^  a  good  child  to  think  of  that,"  said  Aunt  Victoria. 
"  I  did  not  think  you  would." 

"Didn't  you  ?"  said  Beth.  "How  funny  I  But  I  like  things 
tidy.    I  often  tidy  up." 

"1-  -I  suppose  Harriet  says  tidy  up,"  the  old  lady  observed 
gtMitly,  not  liking  to  be  censorious  at  this  happy  moment  of  relaxa- 
tion, but  still  anxious  to  do  her  duty.  Beth  understood  her  per- 
fwtly,  and  Buuled. 
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*'  I  like  you  to  tell  me  when  I  say  things  wrong,"  she  said ; 
"  and  I  like  to  know  how  Harriet  talks  too.  You  can't  write  if 
you  don't  know  how  every  one  talks." 

"  What  are  you  going  to  write  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked,  taking 
up  another  piece  of  buttered  toast. 

"  Oh,  books,"  Beth  answered  casually. 

"  Write  something  soul-sustaining,  then,  Beth,"  said  Aunt  Vic- 
toria. "  Try  to  make  all  you  say  soul-sustaining.  And  never  use 
a  word  you  would  be  ashamed  to  hear  read  aloud." 

"  You  mean  like  those  things  they  read  in  church  ? "  said  Beth. 
"  I  don't  think  I  ever  could  use  such  words.  When  Mr.  Richard- 
son comes  close  to  them  I  get  hot  all  over  and  hate  him.  But  I 
promise  you.  Aunt  Victoria,  I  will  never  write  anything  worse 
than  there  is  in  the  Bible.  There's  a  man  called  Ruskin  who 
writes  very  well,  they  say,  and  he  learned  how  to  do  it  from 
reading  the  Bible.  His  mother  taught  him  when  he  was  a  little 
boy,  just  as  you  taught  me.  1  always  read  the  Bible — search  the 
Scriptures — every  day.  You  say  it's  a  sacred  book,  don't  you, 
Aunt  Victoria  ?    Harriet  says  it's  smutty." 

"  Says  what  f  "  Aunt  Victoria  exclaimed,  sitting  bolt  upright 
in  her  horror.     "  What  does  she  mean  by  such  an  expression  ?  " 

"  Oh,  she  just  means  stories  like  Joseph  and  Potiphar's  wife, 
David  and  Bathsheba,  Susanna  and  the  Elders " 

*'  My — dear — child !  "  Aunt  Victoria  gasped. 

*'  Well,  Aunt  Victoria,  they're  all  in  the  Bible — at  least  Su- 
sanna and  the  Elders  isn't.    That's  in  the  Apocrypha." 

Aunt  Victoria  sat  silent  a  considerable  time.  At  last  she  said 
solemnly  :  "  Beth,  I  want  you  to  promise  me  one  thing  solemnly, 
and  that  is  that  all  your  life  long,  whatever  may  be  before  you, 
whatever  it  may  be  your  lot  to  learn,  you  will  pray  to  G-od  to  pre- 
serve your  purity." 

"  What  is  purity  ?  "  said  Beth. 

Aunt  Victoria  hesitated.  "  It's  a  condition  of  the  mind  which 
'  keeps  us  from  ever  doing  or  saying  anything  we  should  be 
ashamed  of,"  she  finally  decided. 

"  But  what  kind  of  thing  ? "  Beth  asked. 

Unfortunately  Aunt  Victoria  was  not  equal  to  the  occasion. 
She  blinked  her  eyes  very  hard,  sipped  some  tea,  and  left  Beth  to 
find  out  for  herself,  according  to  custom. 

"  We  must  only  talk  about  nice  things,"  she  said. 

**  Well,  I  shouldn't  care  to  talk  nastily  about  people  as  Lady 
Benyon  does  sometimes,"  Beth  rejoined. 
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"  But,  my  dear  child,  that  is  not  a  nice  thing  to  say  about  Lady 
Benyon," 

**  Isn't  it  ? "  said  Beth,  then  added :  "  Oh,  dear,  how  funny 
things  are ! "  meaning  how  complicated. 

"  Where  did  you  get  this  tea,  Beth  ? "  said  Aunt  Victoria.  "  It 
is  very  good,  and  I  feel  so  much  the  better  for  it" 

"  I  thought  you  wanted  something,"  said  Beth.  "  Your  face 
went  all  queer.  That  means  people  want  something.  I  got  the 
tea  out  of  the  store  cupboard.  It  has  a  rotten  lock.  If  you  shake 
it  it  comes  open." 

"  But  what  does  your  mamma  say  ? " 

"  Oh,  she  never  notices.  Or  if  she  does  she  thinks  she  left  it 
oi)en  herself.  Harriet  has  a  little  sometimes.  She  takes  it  because 
she  says  mamma  should  allow  her  a  quarter  of  a  pound  of  dry  tea 
a  week,  so  it  isn't  stealing.  And  I  took  it  for  you  because  you 
pay  to  live  here,  so  you're  entitled  to  the  tea.  I  don't  take  it  for 
myself,  of  course.  But  I'm  afraid  I  oughtn't  to  have  told  you 
about  Harriet  I'm  so  sorry.  It  slipped  out  It  wasn't  sneaking. 
But  I  trust  to  your  honour.  Aunt  Victoria.  If  you  sneaked  on 
Harriet  I  should  never  trust  you  again,  now  could  I  ? "  She  got 
up  as  she  spoke,  folded  her  work,  picked  up  the  chair,  arranged 
the  window  curtain,  moved  the  tray,  and  put  the  table  back  in 
its  place,  at  the  same  time  remarking :  "  I  shall  take  these  things 
downstairs  now,  and  go  for  a  run." 

She  left  Aunt  Victoria  with  much  to  reflect  upon.  The  glimpse 
she  had  accidentally  given  the  old  lady  of  Harriet's  turpitude  had 
startled  her  considerably.  Mrs.  Caldwell  had  always  con- 
gratulated herself  on  having  such  a  quiet,  respectable  person  in  the 
house  as  Harriot  to  look  after  Beth,  and  now  it  appeared  that  the 
woman  was  disreputable  both  in  her  habits  and  her  conversation, 
the  very  lust  person  whom  a  girl,  even  of  such  strongly  marked 
individuality  as  Both,  should  have  been  allowed  to  associate  with 
intimately.  But  what  ought  Miss  Victoria  to  do  ?  If  she  spoke 
to  Mrs.  Caldwell,  Beth  would  never  forgive  her,  and  the  important 
thing  was  not  to  lose  Beth's  confidence ;  but  if  she  did  not  speak 
to  Mrs.  Caldwell,  would  she  be  doing  right  ?  Of  course  if  Mrs. 
Caldwell  had  been  a  different  sort  of  person,  her  duty  would  have 
been  clear  and  easy ;  but  as  it  was — Aunt  Victoria  decided  to  wait. 

The  next  day  Both  returned  of  her  own  accord  to  finish  the  im- 

picking.    She  wanted  to  know  what  "soul-sustaining"  meant; 

and  in  ton  minutes  she  had  cross-questioned  Aunt  Victoria  into 

•ch  a  state  of  confusion  that  the  old  lady  could  only  sit  silently 
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praying  to  Heaven  for  guidance.  At  last  she  got  up  and  took  a 
little  packet  out  of  one  of  her  trunks.  She  had  to  live  in  her 
boxes  because  there  was  no  closet  or  wardrobe  or  chest  of  drawers 
in  the  room. 

"See,  Beth,"  she  said,  "here  is  some  tea  and  sugar.  I  don't 
think  it  nice  of  you  to  go  to  your  mother's  cupboard  without  her 
leave.  That's  rather  a  servant's  trick,  you  know,  and  not  honest, 
so  give  it  up,  like  a  dear  child,  and  let  us  have  tea  together,  you 
and  I,  up  here,  when  we  want  it.  I  very  much  enjoy  a  good  cup 
of  tea,  it  is  so  refreshing,  and  you  make  it  beautifully." 

Beth  changed  colour  and  countenance  while  Aunt  Victoria 
was  speaking,  and  she  sat  for  some  time  afterward  looking  fixedly 
at  the  empty  grate ;  then  she  said :  "  You  always  tell  me  things 
nicely,  Aunt  Victoria ;  that's  what  I  like  about  you.  I'll  not  touch 
the  cupboard  again,  I  vow ;  and  if  you  catch  me  at  any  other  *  serv- 
ant's tricks '  just  you  let  me  know." 

The  old  lady's  heart  glowed.  The  Lord  was  showing  her  how 
to  help  the  child. 

But  the  holidays  were  coming  on ;  she  would  have  to  go  away 
to  make  room  for  the  boys,  and  she  dreaded  to  leave  Beth  at  this 
critical  time,  lest  she  should  relapse  just  as  she  was  beginning  to 
form  nice  feminine  habits.  For  Beth  had  taken  kindly  to  the 
sewing  and  tea  drinking  and  long  quiet  chats ;  it  was  a  delight  to 
her  to  have  some  one  to  wait  on,  and  help,  and  talk  to.  "  I'm  so  fond 
of  you.  Aunt  Victoria,"  she  said  one  day;  "I  even  like  you  to 
snap  at  me ;  and  if  we  lived  quite  alone  together,  you  and  I,  I 
should  do  everything  for  you." 

"  Would  you  like  to  come  away  with  me  these  holidays  ? "  said 
Aunt  Victoria,  seized  suddenly  with  a  bright  idea. 

"  Oh,  wouldn't  I ! "  said  Beth.     "  But  then  the  expense." 

"  I  think  I  can  manage  it,  if  your  mamma  has  no  objection," 
said  Aunt  Victoria,  nodding  and  blinking,  and  nodding  again,  as 
she  calculated. 

"  I  should  think  mamma  would  be  only  too  glad  to  get  rid  of 
me,"  said  Beth  hopefully. 

And  she  was  not  mistaken. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  next  few  weeks  in  their  effect  upon  Beth's  character  were 
among  the  most  important  of  her  life.  She  did  not  know  until 
the  day  before  where  she  was  to  go  with  Aunt  Victoria.  It  was 
the  habit  of  the  family  to  conceal  all  such  arrangements  from  the 
children,  and  indeed  from  each  other,  as  much  as  possible.  Aunt 
Victoria  observed  that  Caroline  was  singularly  reticent,  and  Mrs. 
Caldwell  complained  that  Aunt  Victoria  made  a  mystery  of  every- 
thing. It  was  a  hard  habit  which  robbed  Beth  of  what  would 
have  been  so  much  to  her — something  to  look  forward  to.  Since 
she  knew  that  she  was  to  go  somewhere,  however,  she  had  lived 
upon  the  idea ;  her  imagination  had  been  busy  trying  to  picture 
the  unknown  place,  and  her  mind  full  of  plans  for  the  comfort  of 
Aunt  Victoria. 

It  was  after  breakfast  one  day,  while  her  mother  and  Aunt 
Victoria  were  still  at  table,  that  the  announcement  was  made. 
"You  need  not  do  any  lessons  this  morning,  children,"  Mrs. 
Caldwell  said.  "Beth  is  going  to  Harrogate  with  Aunt  Victo- 
ria to-morrow,  and  I  must  see  to  her  things  and  get  them 
packed." 

Aunt  Victoria  looked  round  at  Beth  with  a  carefully  restrained 
smile,  expecting  some  demonstration  of  joy.  Beth  was  standing 
in  the  window,  looking  out,  and  turned  with  a  frown  of  intent- 
ness  on  her  face  when  her  mother  mentioned  Harrogate,  as  if 
she  were  trying  to  recall  something. 

"  Harrogate,"  she  said  slowly.     ''Harrogate^ 

"  Beth,  do  not  frown  so ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed  irritably. 
"  You'll  be  all  wrinkled  before  you're  twenty." 

Beth  gazed  at  her  solemnly  without  seeing  her,  then  fixed  her 
eyes  upon  the  ground  as  if  she  were  perusing  it,  and  began  to  walk 
slowly  up  and  down  with  her  head  bent,  her  hands  clasped  behind 
her,  her  curly  brown  hair  falling  forward  over  her  cheeks,  and 
her  lips  moving. 

"  What  is  it  you're  muttering,  child  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked. 

"  I'm  trying  to  think,"  Beth  rejoined. 

"  'Twas  in  the  prime  of  summer  time. 
An  evening  calm  and  cool.  .  .  . 

•  •  •  •  • 

**  Two  sudden  blows  with  a  ragged  stick, 
And  one  with  a  heavy  Qtone.  ... 
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"  And  yet  I  feared  him  all  tlie  more 
For  lying  there  so  »till.  .  .  . 

•  •  •  •  • 

"  1  took  the  dreary  body  up.  .  .  . 

"  Ah,  I  know— I  have  it  I "  she  exclaimed  joyfully,  and  with  a 
look  of  relief.   "  Harrogate — Knaresboro' — the  cave  there 

"  Two  stern-faced  men  set  out  from  Lynn, 
Through  the  cold  and  heavy  mist ; 
And  Eugene  Aram  walked  between, 
With  gyves  upon  his  wrist." 

"My  dear  child,"  said  Aunt  Victoria  sternly,  "what  is  it  you 
are  trying  to  say,  and  how  often  are  you  to  be  told  not  to  work 
yourself  up  into  such  a  state  of  excitement  about  nothing  ? " 

"  Don't  you  know  about  Eugene  Aram,  Aunt  Victoria  ? "  Beth 
rejoined  with  concern,  as  if  not  to  know  about  Eugene  Aram  were 
indeed  to  have  missed  one  of  the  great  interests  of  life.  Then  she 
sat  down  at  the  table  with  her  elbows  resting  on  it,  and  her  deli- 
cate oval  face  framed  in.  her  slender  hands,  and  gave  Aunt  Vic- 
toria a  graphic  sketch  of  the  story  from  Bulwer  Lytton. 

"Dear  me,  Caroline,''  said  Aunt  Victoria,  greatly  horrified,  "is 
it  possible  that  you  allow  your  children  to  read  such  books  ? " 

"  I  read  such  books  to  my  children  myself  when  I  see  fit," 
Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined.  "I  may  be  allowed  to  judge  what  is 
good  for  them,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  Good  for  them  ! "  Aunt  Victoria  ejaculated.  **  Accounts  of 
murder,  theft,  and  executions ! " 

"  But  why  not,  Aunt  Victoria  ? "  Beth  put  in,  "  why  not  read 
about  Eugene  Aram  as  well  as  about  Barabbas  ? " 

Aunt  Victoria  looked  so  shocked,  however,  at  the  mention  of 
Barabbas  in  this  connection  that  Beth  broke  off  and  hastened  to 
add,  for  the  relief  of  the  old  lady's  feelings,  "  Only,  of  course, 
Barabbas  was  a  sacred  sort  of  thief,  and  that  is  different" 

On  the  journey  next  day  a  casual  remark  let  fall  by  a  stranger 
made  a  curious  impression  upon  Beth.  They  were  travelling  sec- 
ond class,  and  Aunt  Victoria,  talking  to  another  lady  in  the  car- 
riage, happened  to  mention  that  Beth  was  twelve  years  old.  A 
gentleman,  the  only  other  passenger,  who  was  sitting  opposite  to 
Beth,  looked  up  at  her  over  his  newspaper  when  her  age  was 
mentioned  and  remarked:  "Are  you  only  twelve?  I  should 
have  thought  you  were  older.  Rather  nice-looking,  too,  only 
freckled." 

Beth  felt  her  face  flush  hotly,  and  then  she  laughed.     "  Nice- 
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looking !  Nice-looking !  "  She  repeated  the  words  to  herself 
again  and  again,  and  every  time  they  recurred  to  her  she  lost 
countenance  in  spite  of  herself,  and  laughed  and  flushed,  being 
strangely  surprised  and  pleased. 

It  was  that  remark  that  first  brought  home  to  Beth  the  fact 
that  she  had  a  personal  appearance  at  all.  Hitherto  she  had 
thought  very  little  of  herself.  The  world  without  had  been  and 
always  would  be  much  more  to  her  than  the  world  within.  She 
was  not  to  be  one  of  those  narrow,  self-centred,  morbid  beings 
whose  days  are  spent  in  introspection,  and  whose  powers  are 
wasted  in  futile  efforts  to  set  their  own  little  peculiarities 
forth  in  such  a  way  as  to  make  them  seem  of  consequence.  She 
never  at  any  time  studied  her  own  nature,  except  as  a  part  of 
human  nature  and  in  the  hope  of  finding  in  herself  some  clew 
which  would  help  her  to  a  sympathetic  imderstanding  of  other 
people. 

Great-Aunt  Victoria  Bench  in  these  days  of  her  poverty 
lodged  with  an  old  servant  of  the  family,  who  gave  her  for  ten 
shillings  a  week  a  bedroom  at  the  top  of  the  house  and  a  little 
sunny  sitting-room  on  the  ground  floor  at  the  back,  looking  out 
into  an  old-fashioned  garden  full  of  flowers,  such  as  knights  in 
olden  times  culled  for  their  ladies.  The  little  sitting-room  was 
furnished  with  Chippendale  chairs,  and  a  little  Chippendale  side- 
board with  drawers,  and  a  bookcase  with  glass  doors  above,  and  a 
cupboard  below  in  which  Aunt  Victoria  used  to  keep  her  stores  of 
tea,  coffee,  sugar,  and  ciurants  in  mustard  tins.  Beth  heard  with 
surprise  that  the  hearthrug  was  one  which  Aunt  Victoria  had 
worked  herself  as  a  present  for  Prentice  when  she  married.  Pren- 
tice was  now  Mrs.  Pearce,  but  Aunt  Victoria  always  called  her 
Prentice.  The  hearthrug  was  like  a  Turkey  carpet,  only  softer, 
deeper,  and  richer.  Aunt  Victoria  had  sat  on  Chippendale  chairs 
in  her  youth,  and  she  was  happy  among  them.  When  she  sat 
down  on  one  she  drew  herself  up,  disdaining  the  stiff  back,  and 
smiled  and  felt  young  again,  while  her  memory  slipped  away  to 
pleasant  days  gone  by ;  and  Mrs.  Pearce  would  come  and  talk  to 
her,  standing  respectfully,  and  reminding  her  of  little  things 
which  Aunt  Victoria  had  forgotten,  or  alluding  with  mysterious 
nods  and  shakings  of  the  head  to  other  things  which  Beth  was 
not  to  hear  about.  When  this  happened  Beth  always  withdrew. 
She  was  becoming  shy  of  intruding  now,  and  delicate  about  over- 
hearing anything  that  was  not  intended  for  her;  and  when  she 
had  gone  on  these  occasions,  the  two  old  ladies  would  nod  and 
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smile  to  each  other,  Prentice  in  respectful  approval,  and  Aunt 
Victoria  in  kindly  acknowledgment.  Prentice  wore  a  cap  and 
front  like  Aunt  Victoria,  but  of  a  subdued  brown  coloiu*,  as  be- 
came her  humble  station. 

Beth  took  charge  of  the  housekeeping  as  soon  as  they  arrived, 
made  tea,  arranged  the  groceries  in  the  cupboard,  and  put  the  key 
in  her  pocket ;  and  Aunt  Victoria,  who  was  sitting  upright  on  a 
high  Chippendale  chair,  knitting,  and  enjoying  the  dignity  of 
the  old  attitude  after  her  journey,  looked  on  over  her  spectacles 
in  pleased  approval.  Before  they  went  to  bed  they  read  the  even- 
ing psalms  and  lessons  together  in  the  sitting-room,  and  Aunt 
Victoria  read  prayers.  When  they  went  upstairs  they  said  their 
private  prayers,  kneeling  beside  the  bed,  and  Aunt  Victoria  made 
Beth  wash  herself  in  hot  water  and  brush  her  hair  for  half  an 
hour.  Aunt  Victoria  attributed  her  own  slender  youthful  figure 
and  the  delicate  texture  of  her  skin  to  this  discipline.  She  said 
she  had  preserved  her  figure  by  never  relaxing  into  languid  atti- 
tudes, and  her  complexion  by  washing  her  face  in  hot  water  with 
fine  white  soap  every  night,  and  in  cold  water  without  soap  every 
morning.  She  did  not  take  her  fastidious  appetite  into  considera- 
tion, nor  her  simple  regular  life,  nor  the  fact  that  she  never 
touched  alcohol  in  any  shape  or  form,  nor  wore  a  tight  or  heavy 
garment,  nor  lost  her  self-control  for  more  than  a  moment,  what- 
ever happened ;  but  Beth  discovered  for  herself  as  she  grew  older 
that  these  and  that  elevated  attitude  of  mind  which  is  religion, 
whatever  the  form  preferred  to  express  it,  are  essential  parts  of 
the  discipline  necessary  for  the  preservation  of  beauty. 

In  the  morning  Beth  made  breakfast,  and  when  it  was  over,  if 
crusts  had  accumulated  in  the  cupboard,  she  steeped  them  in  hot 
milk  in  a  pie  dish,  beat  them  up  with  an  egg^  a  little  butter,  sugar, 
currants  and  candied  peel,  and  some  nutmeg  grated,  for  a  bread 
pudding,  which  Prentice  took  out  to  bake  for  dinner,  remarking 
regularly  that  little  miss  promised  to  be  helpful,  to  which  Aunt 
Victoria  as  regularly  responded.  Yes,  she  hoped  Miss  Beth  would 
become  a  capable  woman  some  day. 

After  breakfast  they  read  the  psalms  and  lessons  together, 
verse  by  verse,  and  had  some  "  good  talk,"  as  Beth  called  it.  Then 
Aunt  Victoria  got  out  an  old  French  grammar  and  phrase  book, 
a  copy  of  T^lemaque^  and  a  ]X)cket  dictionary,  treasured  posses- 
sions which  she  always  carried  about  with  her  and  had  a  kind  of 
pride  in.  French  had  been  her  speciality,  but  these  were  the  only 
French  books  she  had,  and  she  certainly  never  spoke  the  language. 
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She  would  have  shrunk  modestly  from  any  attempt  to  do  so, 
thinking  such  a  display  almost  as  objectionable  as  singing  in  a 
loud  professional  way  instead  of  quietly  like  a  well-bred  amateur, 
and  showing  a  lack  of  that  dignified  reserve  and  general  self, 
effacement  which  she  considered  essential  in  a  gentlewoman. 

But  she  was  anxious  that  Beth  should  be  educated,  and  there- 
fore the  books  were  produced  every  morning.  Mrs.  Caldwell  had 
tried  in  vain  to  teach  Beth  anything  by  rule,  such  as  grammar. 
Beth's  memory  was  always  tricky.  Anything  she  cared  about 
she  recollected  accurately,  but  grammar,  which  had  been  presented 
to  her  not  as  a  means  to  an  end,  but  as  an  end  in  itself,  failed  to 
interest  her,  and  if  she  remembered  a  rule  she  forgot  to  apply  it, 
until  Aunt  Victoria  set  her  down  to  the  old  French  books,  when, 
simply  because  the  old  lady  looked  pleased  if  she  knew  her  lesson- 
and  disturbed  if  she  did  not,  she  began  at  the  beginning,  of  her 
own  accord,  and  worked  with  a  will — toilsomely  at  first,  but  by 
degrees  with  pleasure  as  she  proceeded,  and  felt  for  the  first  time 
the  joy  of  mastering  a  strange  tongue. 

"You  learned  out  of  this  book  when  you  were  a  little  girl. 
Aunt  Victoria,  didn't  you  ? "  she  said,  looking  up  on  the  day  of 
the  first  lesson.  She  was  sitting  on  a  high-backed  chair  at  one 
end  of  the  table  trying  to  hold  herself  as  upright  as  Aunt  Victoria, 
who  sat  at  the  other  and  opposite  end  to  her,  pondering  over  her 
knitting.     "  I  suppose  you  hated  it." 

"  No,  I  did  not,  Beth,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered  severely.  "  I 
esteemed  it  a  privilege  to  be  well  educated.  Our  mother  could 
not  afford  to  have  us  all  instructed  in  the  same  accomplishments, 
and  so  she  allowed  us  to  choose  French,  or  music,  or  drawing  and 
painting.     J  chose  French." 

"  Then  how  was  it  grandmamma  learned  drawing  and  paint- 
ing, and  playing,  and  everything  ? "  Beth  asked.   "  Mamma  knows 

tunes  she  composed." 

"Your  dear  grandmamma  was  an  exceedingly  clever  girl," 

Aunt  Victoria  answered  stiffly,  as  if  Beth  had  taken  a  liberty 

when  she  asked  the  question ;  "  and  she  was  the  youngest,  and 

desired  to  learn  all  we  knew,  so  we  each  did  our  best  to  impart  our 

special  knowledge  to  her.    I  taught  her  French." 

"  How  strange  ! "   said  Beth.     "  And  out  of  this  very  book  ? 
Ax»d  she  is  dead.    And  now  you  are  teaching  me." 

The  feeling  in  the  child's  voice  and  the  humble  emphasis  on 

th^  Pronoutx  ^^  touched  the  old  lady ;  something  familiar,  too,  in 

tb^  ^ne  caiz0^^  ^®r  ^  ^^^  ^P  quickly  and  kindly  over  her  spec- 
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knitting,  until  it  was  cool  enough  to  go  out.  Aunt  Victoria  was 
teaching  Beth  how  to  make  some  new  underclothing  for  herself, 
to  Beth's  great  delight  All  of  her  old  things  that  were  not  rags 
were  patches,  and  the  shame  of  having  them  so  was  a  continual 
source  of  discomfort  to  her ;  but  Aunt  Victoria,  when  she  discov- 
ered the  state  of  Beth's  wardrobe,  bought  some  calico  out  of  her 
own  scanty  means  and  set  her  to  work.  During  these  long  after- 
noons they  had  many  a  conversation  that  Beth  recollected  with 
pleasure  and  profit.  She  often  amused  and  interested  the  old  lady ; 
and  sometimes  she  drew  from  her  a  serious  reprimand  or  a  solemn 
lecture,  for  both  of  which  she  was  much  the  better.  Aunt  Vic- 
toria was  severe,  but  she  was  sympathetic,  and  she  was  just ;  she 
seldom  praised,  but  she  showed  that  she  was  satisfied,  and  that 
was  enough  for  Beth ;  and  she  never  scolded  or  punished,  only 
spoke  seriously  when  she  was  displeased,  and  then  Beth  was  over- 
whelmed. 

One  very  hot  day  when  they  were  working  together.  Aunt 
Victoria  sitting  on  a  high-backed  chair,  with  her  back  to  the  open 
doors  because  the  light  was  too  much  for  her  eyes,  and  Beth  sit- 
ting heside  her  on  a  lower  seat,  but  so  that  she  could  look  up  at 
her  and  also  out  into  the  garden,  it  occurred  to  her  that  once  on  a 
time,  long  ago.  Aunt  Victoria  must  have  been  young,  and  she 
tried  artfully  to  find  out,  first,  if  Aunt  Victoria  remembered  the 
fact,  and  secondly,  what  little  girls  were  like  at  that  remote 
period. 

*'  Was  your  mamma  like  mine.  Aunt  Victoria  ? "  she  asked. 

Aunt  Victoria  had  just  made  a  mistake  in  her  knitting,  and 
answered  shortly,  "  No,  child." 

"  When  you  were  all  children,"  Beth  pursued,  "  did  you  play 
together  ? " 

*'  Not  much,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered  grimly. 

*'  Did  you  quarrel  ? " 

"  My  dear  child !  What  could  put  such  a  notion  into  your 
head  ? " 

**  What  did  you  do,  then  ? "  said  Beth.  "  You  couldn't  have 
been  all  the  time  learning  to  sit  upright  on  a  high-backed  chair ; 
and  I  am  trying  so  hard  to  think  what  your  home  was  like.  I 
wish  you  would  tell  me." 

"It  was  not  at  all  like  yours,"  Aunt  Victoria  replied  with 
emphasis.  **  We  were  most  carefully  brought  up  children.  Our 
mother  was  an  admirable  person.  She  lived  by  rule.  If  one  of 
her  children  was  born  at  night,  it  was  kept  in  the  house  until  the 
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morning,  and  then  sent  out  to  nurse  until  it  was  two  years  old. 
If  it  was  bom  by  day,  it  was  sent  away  at  once." 

"  And  didn't  great-grandmamma  ever  go  to  see  it  ? " 

**  Yes,  of  course ;  twice  a  year." 

"  I  think,"  said  Beth,  reflecting,  "  I  should  like  to  keep  my 
babies  at  home.  I  should  want  to  put  their  little  soft  faces  against 
mine,  and  kiss  them,  you  know." 

"  Your  great-grandmamma  did  her  duty,"  said  Aunt  Victoria 
with  grim  approval.  "  She  never  let  any  of  us  loll  as  you  are 
doing  now,  Beth.  She  made  us  all  sit  up  as  J  always  do,  and  as  I 
am  always  telling  you  to  do,  and  the  consequence  was  our  backs 
grew  strong  and  never  ached." 

"And  were  you  happy  ? "  Beth  said  solemnly. 

Aunt  Victoria  gazed  at  her  vaguely.  She  had  never  asked 
herself  the  question.  Then  Beth  sat  with  her  work  on  her  lap  for 
a  little,  looking  up  at  the  summer  sky.  It  was  an  exquisite  deep 
blue  just  then,  with  filmy  white  clouds  drawn  up  over  it  like 
gauze  to  veil  its  brightness.  The  red  roofs  and  gables  and  chim- 
neys of  the  old  house  below,  the  shrubs,  the  dark  Scotch  fir,  the 
copper  beech,  the  limes,  and  the  chestnut  stood  out  clearly  sil- 
houetted against  it ;  and  Beth  felt  the  forms  and  tiiits  and  tones 
of  them  all,  although  she  was  thinking  of  something  else. 

"  Mamma's  back  is  always  aching,"  she  observed  at  last,  return- 
ing to  her  work. 

"  Yes,  that  is  because  she  was  not  so  well  brought  up  as  we 
were,"  Aunt  Victoria  rejoined. 

"  She  says  it  is  because  she  had  such  a  lot  of  children,"  said 
Beth.     ''  Did  you  ever  have  any  children,  Aunt  Victoria  ? " 

Miss  Victoria  Bench  let  her  knitting  fall  on  her  lap.  "  My — 
dear — child ! "  she  gasped,  holding  up  both  her  hands  in  horror. 

"  Oh,  I  forgot,"  said  Beth.  "  Only  married  ladies  have  chil- 
dren. Servants  have  them,  though,  sometimes  before  they  are 
married,  Harriet  says,  and  then  they  call  them  bad  girls.  Grand- 
mamma wasn't  as  wise  as  great-grandmamma,  I  suppose,  but  per- 
haps great-grandmamma  had  a  good  husband.  Grandpapa  was 
an  awful  old  rip,  you  know." 

Aunt  Victoria  stared  at  her  aghast. 

"  He  used  to  drink,"  Beth  proceeded,  lowering  her  voice  and 
glancing  round  mysteriously,  as  the  old  servants  at  Fairholm  did 
when  they  discussed  these  things ;  **  and  grandmamma  couldn't 
bear  his  ways  or  his  language,  and  used  to  shut  herself  up  in  her 
own  room  more  and  more,  and  they  never  agreed,  and  at  last  she 
15 
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went  quite  mad,  so  the  saying  came  true. — Did  you  never  hear  the 
saying  ?  Why,  you  know  her  father's  crest  was  a  raven,  and 
grandpapa's  crest  was  a  bee,  and  for  generations  the  families  had 
lived  near  each  other  and  never  been  friends,  and  it  was  said,  *  If 
the  blood  of  the  bees  and  the  ravens  were  ever  put  in  the  same 
bowl  it  wouldn't  mingle.'  Do  you  say  *  if  it  were,'  or  *  if  it  was,' 
Aunt  Victoria  ?    Mamma  says  *  if  it  were.'  " 

"We  were  taught  to  say  *  if  it  was,' "  Aunt  Victoria  answered 
stiffly,  "  but  your  mamma  may  know  better." 

Beth  thought  about  this  for  a  minute,  then  set  it  aside  for  fur- 
ther inquiiy,  and  dispassionately  resumed:  "*That  was  a  mean 
trick  of  Uncle  James's,  but  it  was  rather  clever  too;  I  should 
never  have  thought  of  it.  I  mean  with  the  fly,  you  know.  When 
grandpapa  died  Uncle  James  altered  his  will,  so  that  mamma 
mightn't  have  any  money ;  and  he  put  a  fly  in  grandpapa's  mouth 
and  swore  that  the  will  was  altered  while  there  was  life  in  him." 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Aunt  Victoria  sharply,  "  who  told  you 
such  a  preposterous  story  ?  " 

"Ob,  I  heard  it  about  the  place,"  Beth  answered  casually; 
"  everybody  knows  it."  She  took  another  needleful  of  thread  and 
sewed  on  steadily  for  a  little,  and  Aunt  Victoria  kept  glancing  at 
her  meanwhile,  with  a  very  puzzled  expression. 

"  But  what  I  want  to  know  is  why  did  grandmamma  stay  with 
grandpapa  if  he  were — or  was — such  a  very  bad  man  ? "  Beth  said 
suddenly. 

"  Because  it  was  her  duty,"  said  Aunt  Victoria. 

"  And  what  was  his  duty  ? "  • 

"  I  think,  Beth,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  you  have  done  sewing 
enough  for  this  afternoon.    Run  out  into  the  garden." 

Beth  knew  that  this  was  only  an  excuse  not  to  answer  her,  but 
she  folded  her  work  up  obediently,  observing  as  she  did  so,  how- 
ever, with  decision :  "  If  I  ever  have  a  bad  husband  I  shall  not 
stay  with  him,  for  I  can't  see  what  good  comes  of  it." 

"  Your  grandmamma  had  her  children  to  think  of,"  said  Aunt 
Victoria. 

"  But  what  good  did  she  do  them  ? "  Beth  wanted  to  know. 
"She  devoted  herself  to  Uncle  James,  but  she  didn't  make  much 
of  a  man  of  him!  And  she  had  no  influence  whatever  with 
mamma.  Mamma  was  her  father's  favourite,  and  he  taught  her 
to  despise  grandmamma  because  she  couldn't  hunt  and  shrieked 
if  she  saw  things  killed.  I  think  that's  silly  myself,  but  it's  better 
than  being  hard.    Of  course  mamma  is  worth  a  dozen  of  Uncle 
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James,  but "  Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders,  then  added  temper- 
ately :  *'  You  know  mamma  has  her  faults,  Aunt  Victoria,  it's  no 
use  denying  it.  So  what  good  did  grandmamma  do  by  staying  ? 
She  just  went  mad  and  died  I  If  she'd  gone  away  and  lived  as 
you  do,  she  might  have  been  alive  and  well  now." 

"  Ah,  my  dear  child,"  ^said  the  old  lady  sorrowfully,  "  that 
never  could  have  been,  for  I  have  observed  that  no  woman  who 
marries  and  becomes  a  mother  can  ever  again  live  happily  like  a 
single  woman.  She  has  entered  upon  a  different  phase  of  being, 
and  there  is  no  return  for  her.  There  is  a  weight  of  meaning  in 
that  expression,  *  the  ties  of  home.'  It  is  the  '  ties  of  home '  that 
restrain  a  loving  woman,  however  much  she  suffers ;  there  are  the 
little  daily  duties  that  no  one  but  herself  can  see  to  ;'and  there  is 
always  some  one  who  would  be  worse  off  if  she  went.  There  is 
habit,  too,  and  there  are  those  small  possessions,  each  one  with  an 
association  of  its  own,  perhaps,  that  makes  it  almost  a  sacred 
thing;  but  above  all  there  is  hope — the  hope  that  matters  may 
mend ;  and  fear — th6  fear  that  once  she  deserts,  her  post  things 
will  go  from  bad  to  worse,  and  she  be  to  blame.  In  your  grand- 
mamma's day  such  a  thing  would  never  have  been  thought  of  by 
a  good  woman ;  and  even  now,  when  there  are  women  who  actu- 
ally go  away  and  work  for  themselves  if  their  homes  are  un- 
happy  "    Aunt  Victoria  pursed  up  her  lips  and  shook  her 

head.  "It  may  be  respectable,  of  course,"  she  concluded  mag- 
nanimously, "  but  I  can  not  believe  it  is  either  right  or  wise ;  and 
certainly  it  is  not  loyal." 

"  Loyal !  "  Beth  echoed ;  "  that  was  my  father's  word  to  me, 
*  Be  loyal.'  We've  got  to  be  loyal  to  others ;  but  he  also  said  that 
we  must  be  loyal  to  ourselves." 

Aunt  Victoria  had  folded  up  her  knitting,  and  now  rose  stiffly 
and  went  out  into  the  garden  with  an  old  parasol,  and  sat  medi- 
tating in  the  sun  on  the  trunk  of  a  tree  that  had  been  cut  down. 
She  often  sat  so  under  her  parasol,  and  Beth  used  to  watch  her 
and  wonder  what  it  felt  like  to  be  able  to  look  such  a  long,  long 
way  back,  and  have  so  many  things  to  remember. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

Aunt  Victoria  was  surprised  herself  to  find  how  kindly  Beth 
took  to  a  regular  life,  how  exact  she  was  in  the  performance  of 
her  little  housekeeping  duties,  and  how  punctual  in  every thiug. 
She  had  never  suspected  that  Beth's  whole  leaning  was  toward 
law  and  order,  nor  observed  that  even  in  her  most  lawless  ways 
there  was  a  certain  system — that  she  fished,  and  poached,  and 
prowled,  fought  Bemadine,  and  helped  Harriet,  as  regularly  as 
she  dined  and  went  to  bed.  Habits,  good  or  bad,  may  be  formed 
in  an  incredibly  short  time  if  they  are  congenial ;  the  saints  by 
nature  will  pray,  and  the  sinners  sin,  as  soon  as  the  example  is  set 
them ;  and  Beth,  accordingly,  fell  into  Aunt  Victoria's  dainty,  fas- 
tidious ways,  which  were  the  ways  of  a  gentlewoman,  at  once 
and  without  effort ;  and  ever  afterward  was  only  happy  in  her 
domestic  life  when  she  could  live  by  the  same  rule  in  an  atmos- 
phere  of  equal  refinement — an  honest  atmosphere  where  every- 
thing was  done  thoroughly  and  every  word  spoken  was  perfectly 
sincere.  Of  course  she  relapsed  many  times.  It  was  her  nature 
to  experiment,  to  wander  before  she  settled,  to  see  for  herself; 
but  it  was  by  intimacy  with  lower  natures  that  she  learned  fully 
to  appreciate  the  higher ;  by  the  effect  of  bad  books  upon  her  that 
she  learned  the  value  of  good  ones ;  by  the  lowering  of  her  whole 
tone  which  came  of  countenancing  laxity  in  others  ;  and  by  the 
discomfort  and  degradation  which  follow  on  disorder  that  she 
was  eventually  confirmed  in  her  principles.  The  taste  for  the 
higher  life  once  implanted  is  not  to  be  eradicated,  and  those  who 
have  been  uplifted  by  the  glory  of  it  will  strive  to  attain  to  it 
again  inevitably. 

It  was  through  the  influence  of  this  time  that  the  most  charm- 
ing traits  in  Beth's  character  were  finally  developed— traits  which, 
but  for  the  tender  discipline  of  the  dear  old  aunt,  might  have  re- 
mained latent  forever. 

It  would  be  misleading,  however,  to  let  it  be  supposed  that 
Beth's  conduct  was  altogether  satisfactory  during  this  visit.  On 
the  contrary,  she  gave  Miss  Victoria  many  an  anxious  moment, 
for  although  she  did  all  that  the  old  lady  required  of  her,  she  did 
many  other  things  besides — things  required  of  her  by  her  own 
temperament  only.  She  had  to  climb  tl^e  great  tree  at  the  end  of 
the  lawn,  for  instance,  in  order  to  peep  into  the  nest  near  the  top, 
and  also  to  see  into  the  demesne  beyond  the  belt  of  shrubs  where 
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the  red-roofed  house  stood,  peopled  now  by  friends  of  her  fancy. 
This  would  not  have  been  so  bad  if  she  had  come  down  safely ; 
but  a  branch  broke,  and  she  fell  and  hurt  herself,  which  alarmed 
Miss  Victoria  very  much.  Then  Miss  Victoria  used  to  send  her 
on  errands  to  develop  her  intelligence ;  but  Beth  invariably  lost 
herself  at  first ;  if  she  only  had  to  turn  the  comer  she  could  not 
find  her  way  back.  Aunt  Victoria  tried  to  teach  her  to  note  little 
landmarks  in  her  own  mind  as  she  went  along,  such  as  the  red 
pillar  box  at  the  corner  of  the  street  where  sh6  was  to  turn,  and 
the  green  shutters  on  the  house  where  she  was  to  cross ;  and  Beth 
noticed  these  and  many  more  things  carefully  as  she  went,  and 
could  describe  their  position  accurately  afterward;  but  by  the 
time  she  turned,  the  vision  and  the  dream  would  be  upon  her  as  a 
rule,  and  she  would  walk  in  a  world  of  fancy,  utterly  oblivious  of 
red  pillar  boxes,  green  shutters,  or  anything  else  in  this,  until  she 
was  brought  up  wondering  by  a  lamp-post,  tree,  or  some  unoffend- 
ing person  with  whom  she  had  collided  in  her  abstraction.  Then 
she  would  have  to  ask  her  way,  but  she  was  slow  to  find  it  by  di- 
rection ;  and  all  the  time  she  was  wandering  about  Aunt  Victoria 
would  be  worrying  herself  with  fears  for  her  safety  until  she  was 
quite  upset. 

Beth  was  rebellious,  too,  about  some  things.  There  was  a  gro- 
cery shop  at  one  end  of  the  street  kept  by  a  respectable  woman ; 
but  Beth  refused  to  go  to  it  because  the  respectable  woman  had  a 
fussy  little  Pomeranian  dog,  and  allowed  it  to  lick  her  hands  and 
face  all  over,  which  so  disgusted  Beth  that  she  could  not  eat  any- 
thing the  woman  touched.  It  was  in  this  shop  that  Beth  picked 
up  the  moribund  black  beetle  that  kicked  out  suddenly  and  set 
up  the  horror  of  crawling  things  from  which  she  ever  afterward 
suffered.  This  was  another  reason  for  not  going  back  to  the  shop, 
but  Aunt  Victoria  could  not  understand  it,  and  insisted  on  send- 
ing her.  Beth  was  firmly  naughty  in  the  matter,  however,  and 
would  not  go,  greatly  to  the  old  lady's  discomposure. 

One  means  of  torture  unconsciously  devised  by  Aunt  Victoria 
tried  Beth  extremely.  Aunt  Victoria  used  to  send  her  to  church 
alone  on  Sunday  afternoons  to  hear  a  certain  eloquent  preacher, 
and  required  her  to  repeat  the  text  and  tell  her  what  the  whole 
sermon  was  about  on  her  return.  Beth  did  her  best,  but  if 
she  managed  to  remember  the  text  by  repeating  it  all  the  time 
she  could  not  attend  to  the  sermon,  and  if  she  attended  to  the 
sermon  she  invariably  forgot  the  text.  It  was  another  instance 
of  the  trickishness  of  her  memory.    She  could  have  remembered 
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both  the  text  and  sermou  without  an  effort  had  she  not  heen 
afraid  of  forffetttng  them. 

But  the  thjug  that  gave  her  aunt  most  trouble  of  mind  was 
Beth's  habit  of  making  acquaintance  with  all  kinds  of  people. 
vain  to  warn  her,  and  worse  than  vain,  for  the  reasons 
Aunt  Victoria  gave  her  for  not  knowing  people  only  excited  her 
interest  in  them,  and  elie  would  wait  about,  watching,  to  see  for 
herself,  studying  their  habits  with  the  patient  pertinacity  of  a 
naturalist  Ttie  drawing-room  floor  was  let  to  a  lady  whose  hus- 
band was  at  sea,  a  Mrs.  Cromc.  She  was  very  intiniato  with  a 
gentleman  who  also  lodged  in  the  house,  a  friend  of  her  hus- 
band's, she  said,  who  had  promised  to  look  after  her  during  his 
absence.  Their  bedrooms  adjoined,  and  Beth  used  to  see  their 
boots  outside  their  doors  every  morning  when  she  went  down  to 
breakfast  and  wonder  why  they  got  up  so  late. 

"  Out  again  together  nearly  all  last  night,"  Prentice  remarked 
to  Aunt  Victoria  one  morning  \  and  then  they  shook  tlieir  heads, 
but  agreed  that  there  was  nothing  to  he  done.  From  this  and 
other  remarks,  however,  Beth  gathered  that  Mrs.  Crome  was 
going  to  perdition,  and  from  that  time  she  had  a  horrid  fascina- 
tion for  Beth,  who  would  gaze  at  her  whenever  she  had  an  oppor- 
tunity, with  great  solemn  eyes  dilated,  as  if  she  were  learning  her 
by  heart — as  indeed  she  was  involuntarily  for  future  reference, 
for  Mi's,  Cvome  was  one  of  a  pronounced  type,  as  Beth  learned 
eventually,  when  she  knew  the  world  better,  an  example  whicli 
helped  her  to  recognise  other  specimens  of  the  kind  whenever  she 
met  them. 

She  scraped  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Crome  on  the  stairs  at 
last,  aud  was  surprised  to  find  her  as  kind  as  eou1d  be  and  was  in- 
clined to  argue  from  this  that  Prentice  aud  Aunt  Victoria  must 
be  mistaken  about  her;  but  one  evening  Mrs.  Crome  tempted  her 
into  the  drawing-room.  The  gentleman  was  there,  smoking  a 
cigar  aud  drinking  whjsky  and  water ;  and  there  was  something 
a  the  wliole  aspect  and  atmosphere  of  the  mom  that  made  Beth 
'  feel  esoeedingly  uncomfortable  and  wish  she  was  out  of  it  im- 


"  Aren't  you  very  dull  with  that  old  lady  f "  said  Mrs.  Crome. 
"  I  suppose  she  never  takes  you  to  the  theatre  or  anything." 

"No,"  said  Beth  ;  "she  does  not  approve  of  theatres." 

"Then  I  suppose  she  doesn't  approve  of  me  J  "  Mrs.  Crome  ob- 
served, good-uatnredly. 

"No,"  said  Beth  aolemidy ;  "she  does  not." 
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Mrs.  Crome  burst  out  laughing,  and  so  did  the  gentleman. 
**  This  is  rich,  really,''  he  said.    "  What  a  quaint  little  person ! " 

"  Oh,  but  she's  sweet  I "  said  Mrs.  Crome  ;  and  then  she  kissed 
Beth,  and  Beth  noticed  that  she  had  been  eating  onions,  and  for 
long  afterward  she  associated  the  smell  with  theatres,  frivolous 
talk,  and  a  fair-haired  woman  smiling  fatuously  on  the  brink  of 
perdition. 

Aunt  Victoria  retired  early  to  perform  her  evening  ablutions, 
and  on  this  occasion  she  had  gone  up  just  as  usual  with  a  little 
bell,  which  she  rang  when  she  was  ready  for  Beth  to  come.  In 
the  midst  of  the  talk  and  laughter  in  the  drawing-room  the  little 
bell  suddenly  sounded  emphatically  and  Beth  fled.  She  found 
Aunt  Victoria  out  on  the  landing  in  her  petticoat  and  dressing 
jacket  and  without  her  auburn  front,  a  sign  of  great  pertiu'bation. 
She  had  heard  Beth's  voice  in  the  drawing-room,  and  proceeded 
to  admonish  her  severely;  but  Beth  heard  not  a  word,  for  the 
sight  of  the  old  lady's  stubbly  white  hair  had  plunged  her  into  a 
reverie,  and  already  no  Indian  devotee  absorbed  in  contemplation 
could  be  less  sensitive  to  outward  impressions  than  Beth  was 
when  the  vision  and  the  dream  were  upon  her.  Aunt  Victoria 
had  to  shake  her  to  rouse  her. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of,  child  ? "  she  demanded. 

"  Riding  to  the  rescue,"  Beth  answered  dreamily. 

"  Don't  talk  nonsense,"  said  Aunt  Victoria. 

Beth  gazed  at  her  with  a  blank  look.  She  was  saving  souls 
just  then  and  could  attend  to  nothing  else. 

Beth's  terror  of  the  judgment  never  returned;  but  after  she 
had  been  away  from  home  a  few  weeks  she  began  to  have  anotlaer 
serious  trouble  which  disturbed  her  toward  evening  in  th®  same 
way.    The  first  symptom  was  a  curious  lapse  of  memory  ^^^ 
worried  her  a  good  deal.     She  could  not  remember  h.ow  "J^^    _    ^ 


the  garden  was  to  be  seen  from  her  mother's  bedroom  ^wii^"^^, 
home,  and  she  longed  to  fly  back  and  settle  the  qu.estiot>- 
she  became  conscious  of  being  surrounded  by   tlie  cou.1^^^^ 
every  side,  and  it  oppressed  her  to  think  of  it.      SKe  w^^ 


OTO. 

sea. 


laer 


a 


child,  living  inland  for  the  first  time,  and  there  came   \apoi^  ^y^^ 

great  yearning  for  the  sight  and  sound  of  moving  ^watet^'  ^ 

snitfed  the  land  breeze  and  found  it  sweet  but  insipid  ixi  1^^  .^, 

trils  after  the  tonic  freshness  of  the  sea  air.    She   Ixeai'd.  tl>  a  ] 

of  her  beloved  in  the  sough  of  the  wind  among"   tlxe  ti*ees,  ^ 
made  her  inexpressibly  melancholy.    Her  energy   \>egaii 
She  did  not  care  to  move  about  much,  but  woul<^    siti    silent^^y 
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ing  by  the  hour  together,  outwardly  calm,  inwardly  all  an  ache 
to  go  back  to  the  sea.  She  used  to  wonder  whether  the  tide  was 
coming  in  or  going  out ;  wonder  if  the  fish  were  biting,  how  the 
sands  looked,  and  who  was  on  the  pier.  She  devoured  every 
scrap  of  news  that  came  from  home  in  the  hope  of  finding  some- 
thing to  satisfy  her  longing.  Bernadine  wrote  her  an  elaborate 
letter  in  large  hand,  which  Beth  thought  very  wonderful ;  Har- 
riet sent  her  a  letter  also,  chiefly  composed  of  moral  sentiments 
copied  from  the  Family  Herald^  with  a  view  to  producing  a 
favourable  impression  on  Miss  Victoria ;  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  wrote 
regularly  once  a  week  a  formal  duty  letter,  but  a  joy  to  Beth,  to 
whom  letters  of  any  kind  were  a  new  and  surprising  experience. 
She  had  never  expected  that  any  one  would  write  to  her,  and  in 
the  first  flush  of  her  gratitude  she  responded  with  enthusiasm, 
sending  her  mother  in  particular  long  descriptions  of  her  life  and 
siuTOundings,  which  Mrs.  Caldwell  thought  so  good  she  showed 
them  to  everybody.  In  replying  to  Beth,  however,  she  expressed 
no  approval  or  pleasure.  On  the  contrary,  she  put  Beth  to  shame 
by  the  way  she  dwelt  on  her  mistakes  in  spelling,  which  effectu- 
ally checked  the  outpoiu-ings  and  shut  Beth  up  in  herself  again, 
so  that  she  mourned  the  more.  During  the  day  she  kept  up  pretty 
well,  but  toward  twilight,  always  her  time  of  trial,  the  yearning 
for  home,  for  mamma,  for  Harriet,  for  Bernadine,  began  again. 
The  most  gloomy  fears  of  what  might  be  happening  to  them  in 
her  absence  possessed  her,  and  she  had  great  difficulty  in  keeping 
back  her  tears.  Aunt  Victoria  noticed  her  depression,  but  mistook 
it  for  fatigue  and  sent  her  to  bed  early,  which  Beth  was  glad  of, 
because  she  wanted  to  be  alone  and  cry.  But  one  evening,  when 
she  was  looking  particularly  sad,  the  old  lady  asked  if  she  did  not 
feel  well. 

"Yes,  I  feel  quite  well,  thank  you,  Aunt  Victoria,"  Beth  an- 
swered with  a  great  sigh;  "but  I  know  now  what  you  meant 
about  home  ties.    They  do  pull  strong." 

"  Ah  ! "  said  Aunt  Victoria,  enlightened.  **  You  are  homesick, 
are  you  ? " 

And  from  that  day  forward,  when  she  saw  Beth  moping,  she 
took  her  out  of  herself  by  making  her  discuss  the  subject,  and  so 
relieved  her ;  but  Beth  continued  to  suffer,  although  less  acutely, 
until  her  return. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Rainharbour  was  not  yet  deserted  by  summer  visitors,  al- 
though it  was  late  in  the  autumn  when  Beth  and  Aunt  Victoria 
returned.  It  had  been  such  a  lovely  season  that  the  holiday  peo- 
ple lingered,  loath  to  leave  the  freshness  of  the  sea  and  the  free- 
dom of  the  shore  for  the  stuffy  indoor  duties  and  the  conventional 
restrictions  of  their  town  lives. 

On  the  day  of  their  arrival  Beth  looked  about  her  in  amaze. 
She  had  experienced  such  a  world  of  change  in  herself  since  she 
went  away  that  she  was  surprised  to  find  the  streets  unaltered ; 
and  yet,  although  they  were  unaltered,  they  did  not  look  the 
same.  It  was  as  if  the  focus  of.  her  eyes  had  been  readjusted  so 
as  to  make  familiar  objects  seem  strange  and  change  the  perspec- 
tive of  everything,  which  gave  the  place  a  different  air,  a  look  of 
having  been  swept  and  garnished  and  set  in  order  like  a  toy 
town.  But  the  people  they  passed  were  altogether  unchanged, 
and  this  seemed  stranger  still  to  Beth.  There  they  had  been  all 
the  time,  walking  about  as  usual,  wearing  the  same  clothes,  think- 
ing the  same  thoughts ;  they  had  had  no  new  experiences,  and, 
what  was  worse,  they  were  not  only  unconscious  of  any  that  she 
might  have  had.  but  were  profoundly  indifferent ;  and  to  Beth, 
on  the  threshold  of  life,  all  eager  intei*est  in  everything,  caring 
greatly  to  know  and  ready  to  sympathize,  this  vision  of  the  self- 
centred  with  shrivelled  hearts  was  terrible — it  gave  her  the  sen- 
sation of  being  the  one  living  thing  that  could  feel  in  a  world  of 
automata  moved  by  machinery. 

Bernadine  and  her  mother  had  met  them  at  the  station,  but 
Beth  was  so  busy  looking  about  her,  collecting  impressions,  she 
had  hardly  a  word  to  say  to  either  of  them.  Mrs.  Caldwell  set 
this  down  as  another  sign  of  want  of  proper  affection ;  but  Aunt 
Victoria  grumped  that  it  was  nothing  but  natural  excitement. 

The  first  thing  Beth  did  after  greeting  Harriet,  who  stood  smil- 
ing at  the  door,  was  to  run  upstairs  to  her  mother's  bedroom  to 
settle  the  question  of  how  much  of  the  garden  was  visible  from 
the  window,  and  then  she  rushed  on  up  to  the  attic,  dragged  a 
big  box  under  the  skylight  in  hot  haste,  and  climbed  up  on  it  to 
look  at  the  sea.  It  was  the  one  glimpse  of  it  to  be  had  from  the 
house,  just  a  corner,  where  the  water  washed  up  against  the  white 
cliffs  that  curved  round  an  angle  of  the  bay.  Beth  flung  the  sky- 
light open  and  gazed,  then  drew  in  her  breath  with  a  great  sigh 
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The  aea !    The  sea  1    Eveu  that  glimpse  of  it  was 
loDg  cool  driiik  to  one  exhausted  by  heat  and 


^ 


of  satisfaction, 
refresh  in  g  as  a 
ta-uelly  at  hirst. 

While  she  was  away  Beth  had  made  many  good  resolutions 
about  behaving  herself  on  her  return.  Aunt  Victoria  had  talked 
to  her  seriously  on  the  subject  Beth  could  be  good  enough  when 
she  liked.  She  did  all  that  her  aunt  expected  of  her ;  why  could 
she  not  do  all  that  her  mother  expected  !  Beth  promised  she 
would,  and  was  beginning  alrea.dy  to  keep  her  promise  faithfully 
by  being  as  troublesome  as  possible,  which  was  all  that  her  mother 
ever  expected  of  her.  Whether  or  not  thoughts  are  things  which 
have  power  to  produce  effects,  there  are  certainly  people  who  an- 
swer to  BKpectatiou  with  fatal  facility,  and  Beth  was  one  of  them. 
Eventually  she  resisted  with  all  her  own  individuality,  but  at 
this  time  she  acted  like  an  instrument  played  upon  by  other  peo- 
ple's minds.  This  peculiar  sensitiveness  she  turned  to  account  in 
aiter-Iife,  using  it  as  a  key  to  character ;  she  had  merely  to  make 
Lerself  passive,  when  she  found  herself  reflecting  the  people  with 
whom  she  conversed  involuntarily,  and  not  as  they  appeared  on 
the  surface,  but  aa  they  actually  were  in  their  inmost  selves.  In 
her  childhood  she  nnconsc'iously  illustrated  the  thoughts  people 
had  in  their  minds  about  her.  Aunt  Victoria  believed  in  her  and 
trusted  her,  and  when  they  were  alone  together  Betli  resi>onded 
to  her  good  opinion ;  Mrs.  Caldvfell  expected  her  to  bo  nothing 
but  a  worry,  and  was  not  disappointed.  When  Beth  was  in  the 
same  house  with  both  aunt  and  mother  she  varied,  answering  to 
the  expectation  that  happened  to  be  strongest  at  the  monient. 
That  afternoon  Aunt  Victoria  ^vas  tired  after  her  journey,  and 
did  not  think  of  Beth  at  all ;  but  Mre.  Caldwell  was  busy  in  her 
own  mind  anticipating  all  the  trouble  she  would  have  now  Beth 
was  back ;  and  Beth,  standing  on  the  box  under  the  attic  sky- 
[light,  with  her  head  out,  straining  her  eyes  to  seaward,  was 
taeized  witli  a  sudden  impulse  which  answered  to  her  mother's 
[expectation.  That  first  day  she  ought  to  have  staid  in,  unpacked 
'  her  box.  exhibited  her  beautiful  needlework,  got  ready  for  dinner 
in  good  tinie,  and  proved  her  affection  for  her  mother  and  sister 
by  making  herself  agreeable  to  them :  but  instead  of  that  she 
Btole  downstairs,  slipped  out  by  the  back  gate,  and  did  not  return 
until  long  aftei'  dinner  was  over. 

She  did  not  enjoy  the  scamper,  however.  Her  homesickness 
■was  gone,  hut  her  depression  returned  nevertheless,  as  the  day 
declined,  only  in  another  form.     She  had  still  tliat  curious  sensa- 
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tion  of  being  the  only  living  thing  in  a  world  of  figures  moved 
by  mechanism.  She  stood  at  the  top  of  the  steps  which  led  down 
on  to  the  pier,  where  the  sailors  loitered  at  idle  times,  and  was 
greeted  by  those  she  knew  with  slow  smiles  of  recognition  ;  but 
she  had  nothing  to  say  to  any  of  them. 

The  tide  was  going  out,  and  had  left  some  of  the  ships  in  the 
harbour  all  canted  to  one  side ;  cobles  and  pleasure  boats  rested 
in  the  mud ;  a  cockle  gatherer  was  wading  about  in  it  with  his 
trousers  turned  up  over  his  knees,  and  his  bare  legs  so  thickly 
coated  it  looked  as  if  he  had  black  leggings  on.  Beth  went  to 
the  edge  of  the  pier  and  stood  for  a  few  minutes  looking  down  at 
him.  She  was  facing  west,  but  the  sun  was  already  too  low  to 
hurt  her  eyes.  On  her  right  the  red-roofed  houses  crowded  down 
to  the  quay  irregularly.  Fishing  nets  hung  out  of  some  of  the 
windows,  and  here  and  there,  down  in  the  harbour,  the  rich 
brown  sails  had  been  hoisted  on  some  of  the  cobles  to  dry.  There 
were  some  yachts  at  anchor,  and  Beth  looked  at  them  eagerly, 
hoping  to  find  Count  Bartahlinsky's  Sea  Crull  among  them.  It 
was  not  there ;  but  presently  she  became  conscious  of  some  one 
standing  beside  her,  and,  on  looking  up,  she  recognised  Black 
Gard,  the  count's  confidential  man.  He  was  dressed  like  the 
fishermen,  in  drab  trousers  and  a  dark-blue  jersey,  but  wore  a  blue 
cloth  cap  instead  of  a  sou'wester,  with  the  name  of  the  yacht  on  it. 

"  Has  your  master  returned  ? "  she  said. 

*'  No,  miss,"  he  answered.  "  He's  still  abroad.  He'll  be  back 
for  the  hunting,  though." 

"I  doubt  it,"  said  Beth,  resentful  of  that  vague  "abroad" 
which  absorbed  him  into  itself  the  greater  part  of  the  year.   "WYiei^ 
she  had  spoken  she  turned  her  back  on  Gard  and  the  sunset,  ax^^ 
wandered  off  up  the  cliffs.    She  had  noticed  a  sickly  smell  coi^" 
ing  up  from  the  mud  in  the  harbour,  and  wanted  to  escape  f  ro^^ 
it,  but  somehow  it  seemed  to  accompany  her.    It  reminded  Vier  ^  ^ 
something— no,  that  was  not  it.    What  she  was  searching   abo'^;^^ 
in  her  mind  for  was  some  way,  not  to  name  it,  but  to  express  ^ 
She  felt  there  was  a  formula  for  it  within  reach,  but  for    sox^ 
time  she  could  not  recover  it.     Then  she  gave  up  the  attexn-pt,,  aX^ 
immediately  afterward  she  suddenly  said  to  herself : 

"...   The  smeW  of  death 


"...   'i  ne  smell  oi  u«av.ii 
Canio  reeking  from   those  spicy  bovrere, 
And  man,  the  Racri"^^©  of  man, 
Mingled  his  taj^^j  witYi  every  hreath 
Upwafted  from  tn^  iunocetvtftov^^iTs;' 
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She  did  not  search  for  any  occult  meaning  in  the  lines,  nor 
idjd  lliey  convey  anything  special  to  her ;  but  they  remained  with 
jher  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  liaunting  her  in  among  her  other 
thoughts,  and  forcing  themselves  upon  her  attention  with  t)ie 
ritating  persistency  of  a  catchy  tune. 
On  the  cliffs  she  paused  to  look  about  her.     It  was  a  desolate 
'  scene.    The  tide  was  so  far  out  by  this  time  it  looked  as  if  there 
were  more  sand  than  sea  in  the  bay.    The  water  was  the  cloudy 
gray  colour  of  flint,  with  white  rims  where  the  waves  broke  on 
_  the  shore.    The  sky  was  low,  level,  and  dark ;  where  it  met  the 
jrater  there  waa  a  heavy  bank  of  cloud,  from  which  an  occasional 
jflash  of  summer  lightning,  dimmed  by  daylight,  shot  along  the 
m.    The  air  was  peculiarly  clear,  so  that  distant  objects 
seemed  nearer  than  was  natural.     The  sheltering  headland  on 
the  left,  which  formed  the  bay,  stood  out  bright  while  with  a 
crown  of  vivid  green  against  llie  sombre  sea  and  sky,  while  on 
the  right  the  old  gray  pier,  which  shut  in  the  view  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  the  red-roofed  houses  of  the  town  crowding  down  to  it, 
showed  details  of  design  and  masonry  not  generally  visible  to  the 
naked  eye  from  where  Beth  stood.    There  were  neiUier  ships  nor 
^boats  in  the  hay ;  but  a  few  cobles,  with  their  red-bwHvn  sails 
lapping  limp  against  their  masts,  rocked  lazily  at  the  harbour 
ttiouth  waiting  for  the  tide  to  rise  and  float  them  in.    Beth  heard 
on  them  shouting  an  occasional  remark  to  each  other, 
ind  now  and  then  one  of  them  would  sing  an  uncouth  snatch  of 
song,  but  the  eiFort  was  spiritless  and  did  not  last 

Leaving  the  harbour  behind,  Beth  walked  on  toward  the  head- 
Presently  she  noticed  in  front  of  her  the  dignified  and 
lathetic  figure  of  an  old  man,  a  Roman  Catholic  priest.  Canon 
Hunter,  who,  sacrificing  all  worldly  ease  or  chance  of  advance- 
pient,  had  come  to  minister  to  the  neglected  flsherfolk  on  the 
ast,  most  of  whom  were  Boman.  Catholics.  He  led  the  life  of  a 
(aint  among  them,  living  in  dire  poverty,  his  congregation  being 
■  sll  of  the  poorest,  with  the  exception  of  one  lady  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, married  to  a  man  whose  vices  were  too  expensive  to 
leave  him  much  to  spare  for  his  wife's  charities.  She  managed, 
however,  to  raise  enough  money  for  the  rent  of  the  top  room  in 
Hhe  public  hall  which  they  used  aa  a  chapel,  and  'so  kept  the  flick- 
ring  flame  of  the  old  religion  alight  in  the  place ;  but  it  was  a 
B  struggle.  It  was  whispered,  indeed,  that  more  of  the  gen- 
1  the  neighbourhood  syraxwithized  with  the  Oatholies  than 
Biwas  supposed,  and  would  have  hfilppd  them  but  for  the  discredit 
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— did  help  them,  in  fact,  when  they  dared.  But  no  one  outside  the 
communion  knew  how  true  this  report  might  be,  and  the  fisher 
folk  loyally  held  their  peace. 

It  was  natural  that  Beth  as  she  grew  up  should  be  attracted  by 
the  mystery  that  surrounded  the  Roman  Catholics,  and  anxious 
to  comprehend  the  horror  that  Protestants  had  of  them.  She 
knew  more  of  them  herself  than  any  of  the  people  whom  she 
heard  pass  uncharitable  strictures  upon  them,  and  knew  nothing 
for  which  they  could  justly  be  blamed.  For  the  old  priest 
himself  she  had  a  great  reverence.  She  had  never  spoken  to 
him,  but  had  always  felt  strongly  drawn  toward  him,  and  now, 
when  she  overtook  him,  her  impulse  was  to  slip  her  hand  in 
his,  less  on  her  own  account,  however,  than  to  show  sym- 
pathy with  him,  he  seemed  so  solitary  and  so  suffering,  with 
his  slow  step  and  bent  back,  and  so  good,  with  his  beautiful 
calm  face. 

As  she  approached,  lost  in  her  own  thoughts,  she  gazed  up  at 
him  intently. 

"  What  is  it,  my  child  ? "  he  asked,  with  a  kindly  smile.  "  Can 
I  do  anything  for  you  ? " 

"  I  was  thinking  of  the  beauty  of  holiiiess,"  Beth  answered, 
and  passed  on. 

The  old  man  looked  after  her,  too  surprised  for  the  moment  to 
speak,  and  by  the  time  he  had  recovered  himself  she  had  turned 
a  corner  and  was  out  of  sight. 

After  Beth  went  home  that  evening,  and  had  been  duly 
reproached  by  her  mother  for  her  selfish  conduct,  she  stole 
upstairs  to  Aunt  Victoria's  room,  and  found  the  old  lady  sit- 
ting with  her  big  Bible  on  her  knee,  looking  very  sad  and 
serious. 

"  Beth,"  she  said  severely,  "  have  you  had  any  food  ?  It  is 
long  past  your  dinner  time,  and  it  does  not  do  for  young  girls  to 
fast  too  long." 

"  I'll  go  and  get  something  to  eat.  Aunt  Victoria,"  Beth  an- 
swered meekly,  overcome  by  her  kindness.     "  I  forgot." 

She  went  down  to  the  pantry  and  found  some  cold  pie  which 
she  took  into  the  kitchen  and  eat  without  appetite. 

The  heat  was  oppressive.  All  the  doors  and  windows  stood 
wide  open,  but  there  was  no  air,  and  wherever  Beth  went  she  was 
haunted  by  the  sickly  smell  which  she  had  first  perceived  coming 
up  from  the  mud  in  the  harbour,  and  by  the  lines,  which  seemed 
somehow  to  account  for  it : 
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.  .  .  The  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  spicy  bowers, 
And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 
Mingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Upwafted  from  the  innocent  flowers. 

When  she  had  eaten  aU  she  could  she  went  back  to  Aunt 
Victoria. 

"  Shall  we  read  the  psalms  ? "  she  said. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  the  old  lady  answered.  "  I  have  been  waiting 
for  you  a  long  time,  Beth." 

"  Aunt  Victoria,  I  am  very  sorry,"  Beth  protested.  "  I  didn't 
thmk." 

"  Ah,  Beth,"  the  old  lady  said  sorrowfully,  "  how  often  is  that 
to  be  your  excuse  ?  You  are  always  thinking,  but  it  is  only  your 
own  wild  fancies  that  occupy  you.  When  will  you  learn  to 
think  of  others  ? " 

"  I  try  always,"  Beth  answered  sincerely ;  "  but  what  am  I  to  do 
when  *  wild  fancies '  come  crowding  in  spite  of  me,  and  all  I  ought 
to  remember  slips  away  ? " 

"  Pray,"  Aunt  Victoria  answered  austerely.  "  Prayer  shapes  a 
life,  and  those  lives  are  the  most  beautiful  which  have  been 
shaped  by  prayer.  Prayer  is  creative ;  it  transposes  intention  into 
action  and  makes  it  inevitable  for  us  to  be  and  to  do  more  than 
would  be  possible  by  any  other  means." 

There  was  a  short  silence,  and  then  Miss  Victoria  began  the 
psalm.  It  was  a  joy  to  Beth  to  hear  her  read,  she  read  so  beauti- 
fuUy ;  and  it  was  from  her  that  Beth  herself  acquired  the  accom- 
plishment for  which  she  was  afterward  noted.  Verse  by  verse 
they  read  the  psalms  together  as  a  rule,  and  Beth  was  usually 
attentive ;  but  that  evening,  before  the  end,  her  attention  became 
distracted  by  a  loud  ticking,  and  the  last  word  was  scarcely  pro- 
nounced before  she  exclaimed,  looking  about  her :  "  Aunt  Vic- 
toria, what  is  that  ticking  ?    I  see  no  clock." 

The  old  lady  looked  up  calmly,  but  she  was  very  pale.  "  You 
do  hear  it,  then  ? "  she  replied.     **  It  has  been  going  on  all  day." 

Beth's  heart  stood  stiJl  an  instant,  and  in  spite  of  the  heat  her 
skin  crisped  as  if  the  surface  of  her  body  had  been  suddenly 
sprayed  with  cold  water.     **  The  death  watch ! "  she  ejaculated. 

The  ticking  stopped  a  moment,  as  if  in  answer  to  the  words, 
and  then  began  again.    A  horrible  foreboding  seized  upon  Beth. 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  not  that ! "  she  exclaimed,  shuddering ;  and  then, 
all  at  once,  she  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  beside  Aunt  Vic- 
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toria,  clasped  her  arms  round  her,  and  burst  into  a  tempest  of 
tears  and  sobs. 

"  Beth,  Beth,  my  dear  child ! "  the  old  lady  cried  in  dismay, 
"  control  yourself.  It  is  only  a  little  insect  in  the  wood.  It  may 
mean  nothing '^ 

**  It  does  mean  something,"  Beth  interrupted  vehemently.  "  I 
know — I  always  know.  The  smell  of  death  has  been  about  me 
all  the  afternoon,  but  I  did  not  understand,  although  the  words 
were  in  my  mouth.  When  things  mean  nothing  they  don't 
make  you  feel  queer — they  don't  impress  you.  Nine  times  run- 
ning you  may  see  a  solitary  crow,  or  spill  the  salt,  or  sit  down 
thirteen  to  table,  and  laugh  at  all  superstitious  nonsense,  then  the 
sign  was  not  for  you ;  but  the  tenth  time  something  will  come 
over  you,  and  you  won't  laugh  ;  then  be  warned  and  beware  I  I 
sometimes  feel  as  if  I  were  listening,  but  not  with  my  ears,  and 
waiting  for  things  to  happen  that  I  know  about,  but  not  with  my 
head ;  and  I  try  always  to  understand  when  I  find  myself  listen- 
ing, but  not  with  my  ears,  and  something  surely  comes ;  and  so 
also  when  I  am  waiting  for  things  to  happen  that  I  know  about, 
but  not  with  my  head ;  they  do  happen.  Only  most  of  the  time  I 
know  that  something  is  coming,  but  I  can  not  tell  what  it  is.  In 
order  to  be  able  to  tell  exactly,  I  have  to  hold  myself  in  a  certain 
attitude — not  my  body,  you  know,  myself—hold  myself  in  sus- 
pense, as  it  were,  or  suspend  something  in  myself,  stop  something, 
push  something  aside.  I  can't  get  it  into  words,  I  can't  always  do 
it ;  but  when  I  can,  then  I  know." 

"  Who  taught  you — this  ? "  Aunt  Victoria  asked,  as  if  she  were 
startled. 

"  Oh,  no  one  taught  me,"  Beth  answered.  "  I  just  found  my- 
self doing  it.  Then  I  tried  to  notice  how  it  was  done.  I  wanted 
to  be  able  to  do  it  myself  when  I  liked.  And  it  was  just  as  if 
there  were  two  doors,  and  one  had  to  be  shut  before  I  could  look 
out  of  the  other — the  one  that  is  my  nose  and  eyes  and  ears ;  when 
that  is  shut,  then  I  know  I  look  out  of  the  other.  Do  things 
come  to  you  so,  Aunt  Victoria  ?  " 

The  old  lady  had  taken  Beth's  hand,  and  was  stroking  it  and 
looking  at  her  very  seriously.  "  No,"  she  said,  shaking  her  head : 
"  no,  things  do  not  come  to  me  like  that.  But,  although  I  have 
only  one  set  of  faculties  myself,  my  outlook  is  not  so  limited  by 
them  that  I  can  not  comprehend  the  possibility  of  something  be- 
yond. There  are  written  records  of  people  in  olden  times  who 
must  have  possessed  some  such  power — some  further  faculty  such 
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as  you  describe.  It  may  be  that  it  lies  latent  in  the  whole  race, 
awaiting  favourable  conditions  to  develop  itself,  and  some  few 
rare  beings  have  eooie  into  possession  of  it  already.  We  are  eom- 
plex  creatures— body,  soul,  and  spirit,  aays  the  saint ;  and  there  is 
spiritual  power.  Beth,  lay  hold  of  that  which  you  perceive  in 
yourself,  cherish  it,  cultivate  it,  live  the  life  necessary  to  develop 
it ;  for  be  sure  it  is  a  great  gift ;  it  may  be  a  divine  one." 

When  the  old  lady  stopjied,  Beth  raised  her  head  and  looked 
about  her,  as  if  she  had  just  awakened  from  sleep.  "What  were 
we  talking  about  before  that  f "  she  said.  "  Ob,  I  know— the  death 
watch.    It  has  stopped." 

The  equinoctial  gales  set  in  early  that  year  and  severely.  Great 
seas  washed  away  the  silver  sands  which  bad  been  the  delight  of 
the  summer  visitors,  leaving  miles  of  clay  exposed  at  low  water  to 
add  to  the  desolation  of  the  scene.  The  bay  was  full  of  storm- 
stayed  vessels,  all  headed  to  the  wind,  close  reefed,  and  straining 
at  their  anchors.  There  were  days  when  the  steamers  liad  to 
steam  full  speed  ahead  in  order  to  keep  at  their  berths  ■  and  then 
the  big  sailing  ships  would  drag  their  anchors  and  come  drifting, 
drifting  helplessly  toward  the  shore,  and  have  to  fly  before  the  gale 
if  they  could,  or  take  their  chance  of  stranding  if  the  water  were 
low,  or  being  battered  to  bits  against  the  cliffs  if  the  tide  were  in. 
Many  a  time  Beth  stood  among  the  fishermen,  watching,  waiting, 
praying,  her  whole  being  centred  in  some  liapless  crew  making 
for  the  harbour,  but  almost  certain  to  be  carried  past.  There  was 
a  chain  down  the  middle  of  the  pier  in  the  winter  to  prevent  peo- 
ple from  being  washed  off,  and  she  had  stood  clinging  to  this,  and 
seen  a  great  ship,  with  one  ragged  sail  fluttering  from  a  broken 
mast,  carried  before  the  wind  right  on  to  tbe  pier  head,  which  it 
struck  with  a  crash  that  displaced  great  blocks  of  granite  as  if 
*  they  had  been  sponge  cakes ;  and  when  it  struck,  the  doomed 
sailors  on  its  decks  sent  up  an  aivful  shriek,  to  which  those  on  the 
pier  responded.  Then  there  was  a  pause.  Beth  held  ber  breath 
and  heard  nothing  ;  but  she  saw  the  ship  slip  back,  back — down 
among  the  mountainous  waves,  which  sported  with  it  once  or 
twice,  tossed  it  up,  and  sucked  it  down,  tossed  it  again,  then  sud- 
denly ingulfed  it.  On  tbe  water  afterwai-d  there  were  ropes  and 
spars,  and  dark  things  bobbing  ]  ike  corks,  but  she  knew  they  were 
men  in  mortal  agony ;  and  she  found  herself  shouting  encourage- 
ment, telling  them  to  hold  on  bravely,  help  was  coming — the 
life  boat !  the  life  boat  1  She  joined  in  the  sob  of  excitement, 
too,  and  the  cheers  of  relief  when  it  I'etumed  with  its  crew  com- 
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plete  and  five  poor  wretches  rescued— only  five  out  of  fifteen,  but 
still 

"  Blessed  be  God,"  said  the  old  priest,  "  for  those  whom  he  has 
received  into  glory !  and  blessed  be  his  holy  name  for  those  whom 
he  deigns  to  let  live  !  " 

Beth,  standing  beside  him,  heard  the  words,  and  wonderingly 
contrasted  him  with  Parson  Richardson,  who  remained  shut  up 
with  his  fourth  wife  in  his  fat  living,  making  cent  per  cent  out 
of  his  school,  and  heedless  of  the  parish,  while  one  so  old  and 
feeble  as  Canon  Hunter  stood  by  his  people  at  all  times,  careless 
of  himself,  enduring  hardship,  braving  danger,  a  man  among 
men  in  spite  of  age  and  weakness,  by  reason  of  great  love. 

The  pinch  of  poverty  was  severely  felt  again  that  winter  in 
the  Caldwell  household.  Beth,  who  was  growing  rapidly,  became 
torpid  from  excessive  self-denial ;  she  tried  to  do  without  enough 
to  make  it  as  if  there  were  one  mouth  less  to  feed,  and  the  privation 
told  upon  her  ;  her  energy  flagged ;  when  she  went  out  she  found 
it  difficult  to  drag  herself  home,  and  the  exuberant  spirit  of  dar- 
ing which  found  expression  in  naughty  enterprises  suddenly 
subsided.  She  poached  on  principle  still  for  the  benefit  of  the 
family,  but  the  cool  confidence  born  of  a  sort  of  inward  certainty, 
which  is  a  premonition  of  success  if  it  is  not  the  power  that  com- 
pels it,  was  wanting ;  and  it  was  as  if  her  own  doubts  when  she 
set  the  snares  released  the  creatures  from  the  fascination  that 
should  have  lured  them,  so  that  she  caught  but  little.  The 
weather,  too,  was  very  severe ;  every  one  in  the  house,  including 
Beth,  was  more  or  less  ill  from  colds  and  coughs,  and  Aunt  Vic- 
toria suffered  especially ;  but  none  of  them  complained,  not  even 
to  themselves ;  they  just  endured.  They  felt  for  each  other,  how- 
ever. 

"  Mamma,  don't  you  think  Aunt  Victoria  should  have  a  fire  in 
her  room  ?  "  Beth  said  one  day. 

''  I  do,  my  dear  child,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered  tartly ;  "  but  I 
can't  afford  the  fuel,  and  she  can't  afford  it  either." 

''  I  wish  I  had  known  that,"  said  Beth.  •*  I  wouldn't  have  let 
her  afford  to  take  me  away  in  the  summer,  spending  all  her 
money  for  nothing." 

"  What  a  grateful  and  gracious  child  you  are  I "  her  mother 
exclaimed. 

Beth  went  frowning  from  the  room. 

The  snow  was  several  feet  deep  on  the  ground  already,  and 
was  still  falling  heavily.    Beth  put  on  her  things  and  stole  out, 
IG 
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her  idea  being  to  gather  sticks  to  make  a  fire  for  the  old  lady,  but 
after  a  weary  trudge  she  was  obliged  to  return  empty-handed, 
wet,  weary,  and  disheartened.  The  sticks  were  deep  down  under 
the  snow ;  there  were  none  to  be  seen. 

"  O  God,"  Beth  prayed  as  she  stumbled  home,  raising  her 
pinched  face  to  the  sombre  sky — "  O  God,  save  Aunt  Victoria  all 
suif ering !  Don't  let  her  feel  the  cold,  dear  Lord,  don't  let  her 
feel  it ! " 

Aunt  Victoria  herself  was  stoical.  She  came  down  to  break- 
fast every  morning  and  sat  up  stiffly  at  the  end  of  the  table  away 
from  the  fire,  her  usual  seat,  eating  little  and  saying  little,  but 
listening  with  interest  when  the  others  spoke.  Beth  watched  her, 
waited  on  her,  and  lay  awake  at  night  fretting  because  there  was 
nothing  more  to  be  done  for  her. 

One  stormy  night  in  particular  Beth  could  not  sleep.  There 
was  a  great  gale  blowing.  It  came  in  terrific  gusts  that  shook  the 
house,  rattled  the  windows,  and  made  the  woodwork  creak,  then 
died  away  and  was  followed  by  an  interval  of  comparative  quiet, 
broken  by  strange,  mysterious  sounds,  to  which  Beth  listened  with 
strained  attention,  unable  to  account  for  them.  One  moment  it 
was  as  if  trailing  garments  swept  down  the  narrow  stairs — heavy 
woollen  garments  that  made  a  soft  sort  of  muffled  sound — but  there 
was  no  footfall,  as  of  some  one  walking.  Then  there  came  stifled 
voices,  whisperings,  as  of  people  talking  eagerly  yet  cautiously. 
Then  there  were  heavy  steps,  distinct  yet  slow,  followed  after  an 
interval  by  the  tramp  of  shuffling  feet,  like  those  of  people  carry- 
ing an  awkward  burden  and  stumbling  under  it.  But  always 
before  Beth  could  think  what  the  noise  meant  the  gust  came 
again,  racking  her  nerves,  rattling  the  windows,  making  the 
doors  creak,  then  dying  away,  to  be  followed  by  more  mysterious 
sounds,  but  of  another  character. 

"If  only  there  were  time,  if  only  they  would  last  long  enough, 
I  should  know,  I  should  understand,"  Beth  thought,  full  of  fore- 
boding. She  was  not  frightened,  only  greatly  excited.  Some- 
thing was  coming,  something  was  going  to  happen,  and  these 
were  the  warnings :  of  that  she  was  certain.  It  was  as  if  she  were 
sensitive  to  some  atmosphere  that  surrounds  an  event  and  becomes 
perceptible  to  those  whom  it  concerns,  if  they  are  of  the  right  tem- 
perament to  receive  the  impression. 

When  the  blast  struck  the  house,  blotting  out  the  strange 
sounds  which  puzzled  Beth,  it  released  her  strained  attention  and 
had  the  effect  of  silence  upon  her  after  noise.    In  one  of  these 
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pauses  she  wondered  if  her  mother  and  Bernadine,  in  the  next 
bed,  were  asleep. 

"  Mamma ! "  she  said  softly ;  "  mamma ! " 

There  was  no  response.  The  gale  dropped.  Then  Beth  heard 
some  one  coughing  hard. 

"  Mamma  ! "  she  said  again ;  *'  mamma  I  " 

"  What  s  the  matter  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered,  awaking  witli 
a  start. 

**  Aunt  Victoria  is  coughing." 

"  Well,  my  dear  child,  I'm  very  sorry,  but  I  can't  help  it ;  and 
it  is  hardly  enough  to  wake  me  for,''  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered. 
She  settled  herself  to  sleep  again,  and  the  gale  raged  without :  but 
Beth  remained  resting  on  her  elbow,  not  listening  so  much  as 
straining  her  attention  out  into  the  darkness  in  an  effort  to  per- 
ceive with  her  further  faculty  what  was  beyond  the  range  of  her 
limited  senses. 

"Mamma,"  she  exclaimed  once  more,  "Aunt  Victoria  is 
moaning ! " 

"Nonsense,  Beth,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined.  "You  couldn't 
possibly  hear  her  if  she  were." 

There  was  another  little  interval,  then  Beth  jumped  out  of  bed, 
crying  as  she  did  so :  "  Mamma,  Aunt  Victoria  is  calling  me  1 " 

"Beth,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  said,  rousing  herself  and  speaking 
sternly,  "  get  into  bed  again  directly  and  lie  down  and  go  to  sleep. 
It  is  the  gale  that  is  making  you  so  nervous.  Put  the  bedclothes 
over  your  head  and  then  you  won't  hear  it." 

Beth  had  been  huddling  on  the  first  thing  she  laid  hold  of  in 
the  dark — a  thick  woollen  dressing  gown  of  her  mother's — while 
she  was  speaking.     "  I  shall  go  and  see  for  myself,"  she  replied. 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell.  "  It  wouldn't  be  you  if 
you  didn't  upset  the  whole  house  for  your  fancies.  When  you 
have  awakened  your  aunt  and  spoiled  her  night  for  nothing,  as 
you  have  spoiled  mine,  you'll  be  satisfied." 

Beth  opened  the  door  and  stepped  down  into  darkness,  unre- 
lieved by  the  slightest  glimmer  of  light.  She  had  to  descend 
some  steps  and  go  up  some  others  to  get  to  Aunt  Victoria's  room  ; 
and  after  the  firet  step  she  felt  as  if  she  were  floating  in  some 
new  element,  not  moving  of  her  own  accord,  but  borne  along  con- 
fidently, without  seeing  and  without  feeling  her  way ;  and  as  she 
went  she  found  that  the  long  thick  garment  she  wore  was  mak- 
ing the  same  soft  muffled  sound  she  had  ah^eady  heard,  and  also 
that  there  was  no  footstep  audible. 
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She  went  into  Aunt  Victoria's  room  without  knocking.  It 
struck  Beth  as  being  intensely  cold.  A  candle  was  burning  on 
the  little  table  beside  the  bed.  The  old  lady  was  sitting,  propped 
up  uncomfortably  with  two  thin  pillows  and  a  hassock.  She  was 
breathing  with  difficulty,  and  showed  no  surprise  when  she  saw 
Beth  enter.  Her  lips  were  moving,  and  Beth  could  see  she  was 
mumbling  something,  but  she  could  distinguish  no  word  until 
she  went  quite  close,  when  she  heard  her  say :  "  Comfort  ye,  com- 
fort ye,  my  people,"  several  times. 

"  Aunt  Victoria,  are  you  ill  ? "  Beth  said.  The  old  lady  looked 
at  her  with  dim  eyes,  then  stretched  out  her  hand  to  her.  Beth 
clasped  it.    It  was  deadly  cold. 

"  I  shall  light  the  fire,"  Beth  said  with  determination ;  "  and  I 
shall  make  you  some  tea  to  ease  your  cough.  You  won't  mind  if 
I  take  the  candle  a  moment  to  go  downstairs  and  get  the 
things  ? " 

Beth  was  practical  enough  now.  The  vision  and  the  dream 
had  passed,  and  she  was  wide  awake  again,  using  her  eyes  and 
requiring  a  candle.  Before  she  went  downstairs  she  fetched  extra 
pillows  from  the  spare  room  and  propped  Aunt  Victoria  up  more 
comfortably.  Then  she  set  to  work  to  light  the  fire,  and  soon  had 
the  kettle  boiling.  As  the  room  began  to  warm.  Aunt  Victoria 
revived  a  little,  and  smiled  on  Beth  for  the  first  time  with  perfect 
recognition.  Beth  had  made  her  some  tea,  and  was  giving  it  to 
her  in  spoonfuls. 

"  Is  that  nice  ?  "  she  said. 

*'  Delicious,"  the  old  lady  answered. 

The  gale  was  all  on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  so  that  here  in 
front  it  was  comparatively  quiet ;  besides,  the  wind  was  dying 
away  as  the  day  approached.  Beth  put  the  teacup  down,  when 
Aunt  Victoria  had  taken  the  little  she  could,  and  sat  on  the  side 
of  the  bed,  holding  the  old  lady's  hand  and  gazing  at  her  intently ; 
and  as  she  watched  she  saw  a  strange  change  come  over  her. 
The  darkness  was  fading  from  the  sky,  and  the  light  from  Aunt 
Victoria's  face.  Beth  had  seen  nothing  like  this  before,  and  yet 
slio  had  no  doubt  of  what  was  coming.  She  had  known  it  for 
days  and  days ;  she  seemed  to  have  known  it  always. 

"  Sliall  I  go  for  mamma  ? "  she  asked  at  last. 

The  old  lady  shook  her  head. 

Both  folt  strangely  benumbed.  She  thought  of  rousing  Har- 
riet to  fetch  the  doctor,  but  she  could  not  move.  All  feeling  was 
suspended,  except  the  sensation  of  waiting.    This  lasted  a  while, 
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then  a  lump  began  to  mount  in  her  throat,  and  she  had  to  gulp  it 
down  several  times. 

*'  Poor  little  girl  I  "  Aunt  Victoria  muttered,  looking  at  her  in 
her  kindly  way. 

Beth  melted.  "  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  ? "  she  whimpered,  "  you 
have  been  so  very  good  to  me.  You've  taught  me  all  the  good  I 
know,  and  I  have  done  nothing  for  you — nothing  but  bother  you. 
But  I  love  you,  Aunt  Victoria ;  stay,  do  stay  I  I  want  to  do 
everything  you  would  like '' 

The  old  lady  faintly  pressed  her  hand,  then  made  a  last  great 
eif ort  to  speak.  ''  Bless  you,  Beth,  my  dear  child ! "  she  managed 
to  say  with  great  difficulty.  '*  Be  comforted,  you  have  helped  me 
— more  than  you  know.  In  my  sore  need  I  was  not  left  comfort- 
less. Neither  will  you  be.  May  the  Lord  bless  you,  and  keep  you 
— always !    Amen." 

Her  head  sank  upon  her  breast.  She  seemed  to  settle  down  in 
the  bed  as  if  her  weight  had  suddenly  grown  greater.. 

The  sombre  dawn  had  broken  by  this  time,  and  by  its  light 
Beth  saw  the  shadow  of  death  come  creeping  over  the  delicate 
patient  face. 

"  Aunt  Victoria,"  she  gasped  breathlessly,  like  one  in  haste  to 
deliver  a  message  before  it  is  too  late,  **  shall  I  say  Lift  up  your 
heads,  O  ye  gates  f    That  was  the  first  thing  you  taught  me." 

The  old  lady  spoke  no  more,  but  Beth  saw  that  she  understood. 
The  faint  flicker  of  a  smile — a  pleased  expression — came  into  her 
face  and  settled  there.  Beth,  feeling  the  full  solemnity  of  the 
moment,  got  down  from  the  bed  and  stood  beside  it,  holding  fast 
still  to  the  kind  old  hand  that  would  never  more  caress  or  help 
her,  as  if  she  could  keep  the  dear  one  near  her  by  clinging  to 
her. 

"  Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the  Lord  f  or,  who  shall 
stand  in  his  holy  place  f  "  she  began,  with  a  strange  vibration  in 
her  voice.  '^He  that  hath  clean  hands  and  a  pure  heart ;  who 
hath  not  lifted  up  his  soul  to  vanity ;  nor  sworn  deceitfully. 
He  shall  receive  the  blessing  from  the  Lord,  and  righteousness 
from  the  God  of  his  salvation.  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates  ; 
and  he  ye  lifted  up,  ye  everlasting  doors,  and  the  King  of 
glory  shall  come  in.'*''  Beth's  voice  broke  here,  but  with  a  great 
effort  she  began  again  fervently:  '^ Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye 
gates ;  even  lift  them  up,  ye  everlasting  doors.'''' 

There  she  stopped,  however,  for  at  the  words  the  dear,  good, 
kind  old  lady,  with  a  gentle  sigh,  as  of  relief,  passed  from  the 
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scene  of  her  sufferings,  out  of  this  interval  of  time,  into  the  meas- 
ureless eternity. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

Aunt  Victoria  Bench  died  of  failure  of  the  heart,  the  medi- 
cal man  decided,  and  he  might  have  added,  if  the  feelings  of 
the  family  had  not  had  to  be  considered,  that  the  disease  was  ac- 
celerated by  privation  and  cold. 

For  daya  after  the  event  Beth  was  not  to  be  roused.  She 
would  sit  in  the  tenantless  room  by  the  hour  together,  with  the 
dear  old  aunt's  great  Bible  on  her  knee,  open  at  some  favourite 
passage,  thinking  of  all  that  ought  to  have  been  done  to  save 
her,  and  suffering  the  ache  and  rage  of  the  helpless  who  would 
certainly  have  done  all  that  could  have  been  done  had  they 
had  their  way.  Again  and  again  her  mother  fetched  her  down 
to  the  dining-room,  where  there  was  a  fire,  and  tried  to  reason  with 
her,  or  scolded  her  for  her  persistent  grief  when  reasoning  pro- 
duced no  effect. 

"  You  must  begin  your  lessons  again,  Beth,"  she  said  to  her  at 
last  one  morning  in  despair.  "  Giving  you  a  holiday  is  doing 
you  no  good  at  all." 

Beth  went  upstairs  without  a  word  and  brought  down  the  old 
aunt's  French  books,  and  sat  at  the  dining  table  with  one  of  them 
open  before  her ;  but  the  sight  of  it  recalled  the  happy  summer 
days  in  the  bright  little  parlour  looking  out  on  the  trees  and  flow- 
ers, and  the  dear  old  lady  with  her  delicate  face  sitting  at  the  end 
of  the  table  placidly  knitting  while  Beth  prepared  her  lesson,  and 
the  tears  welled  up  in  her  eyes  once  more  and  fell  on  the  yellow 
pages. 

"Beth,"  said  her  mother  emphatically,  "you  must  not  go  on 
like  this.  Why  are  you  so  selfish  ?  Don't  /  feel  it  too  ?  Yet  I 
control  myself." 

'' You  don't  feel  it  as  I  do,"  Beth  answered  doggedly.  "She 
was  not  so  much  to  you  when  she  was  here,  how  can  you  miss 
her  so  much  now  she  has  gone  ? " 

"  But  you  have  others  to  love,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  remonstrated. 
"She  was  not  your  nearest  relation." 

"No,  but  she  was  the  dearest,"  Beth  replied.  "I  may  have 
others  to  love,  but  she  was  the  one  who  loved  me.  She  never 
said  I  had  no  affection  for  any  one,  she  never  said  I  was  selfish 
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and  thought  of  nothing  but  my  own  interests.  If  she  had  to  find 
fault  with  me  she  did  it  so  that  she  made  me  want  to  be  better. 
She  was  never  unkind,  she  was  never  unjust,  and  now  I've  lost 
her,  I  have  no  one." 

"  It  is  your  own  fault,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  apt  as  usual 
to  say  the  kind  of  thing  with  which  fatuous  parents  torment  the 
genius  child.  *'  You  are  so  determined  not  to  be  like  other  people 
that  nobody  can  stand  you." 

"  I  am  not  determined  to  be  unlike  other  people,"  Beth  ex- 
claimed, turning  crimson  with  rage  and  shame.  "  I  want  to  be 
like  everybody  else,  and  I  am  like  everybody  else.^  And  I  am 
always  ready  to  care  for  people,  too,  if  they  will  let  me.  It  isn't 
my  fault  if  they  don't  like  me." 

"  It  is  your  fault,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined.  "  You  have  an  un- 
happy knack  of  separating  yourself  from  every  one.  Look  at 
your  Uncle  James.    He  can  hardly  tolerate  you." 

*'  He's  a  fool,  so  that  doesn't  matter,"  said  Beth,  who  always 
dealt  summarily  with  Uncle  James.  "I  can't  tolerate  him.  But 
you  can't  say  I  separate  myself  from  Aunt  Grace  Mary.  She 
likes  me  and  she's  kind ;  but  she's  silly,  and  when  I'm  with  her 
any  time  it  makes  me  yawn.  Is  that  my  fault  ?  And  did  I  sepa- 
rate myself  from  Kitty  ?  Did  I  separate  myself  from  papa  ?  Do 
I  separate  myself  from  Count  Bartahlinsky  ?  Have  I  separated 
myself  from  Aunt  Victoria  ? — and  who  else  is  there  ? " 

"You  gave  Aunt  Victoria  plenty  of  trouble  while  she  was 
here,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined  dryly. 

"  Well,  that  is  true,  at  all  events,"  Beth  answered  in  a  broken 
voice ;  and  then  she  bowed  her  head  on  the  old  French  grammai*, 
and  sobbed  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  up  from  her  work  at  her  from  time  to 
time,  frowning,  but  she  was  too  much  ruffled  by  some  of  Beth's 
remarks  to  say  anything  consoling;  and  Beth,  absorbed  in  her 
grief,  lost  all  consciousness  of  everything  outside  herself. 

At  last,  however,  a  kindly  hand  was  laid  on  her  head,  and 
some  one  stroked  her  hair. 

'*  That  is  the  way  she  goes  on,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do 
with  her,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  saying.  "  Come,  Beth,  rouse  your- 
self," she  added  sharply. 

Beth  looked  up,  and  found  that  it  was  her  Aunt  Grace  Mary 
who  was  stroking  her  hair. 

''Poor  little  body!"  said  Aunt  Grace  Mary  as  if  she  were 
si)eaking  to  an  infant,  then  added  in  a  sprightly  tone  :  "  Come, 
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dear !  Gome,  dear !  Wipe  your  eyes.  Mamma  will  be  here  di- 
rectly— my  mamma — and  Uncle  James,  and  Mr.  Watson." 

"  What  are  they  coming  for  ? "  said  Beth. 

*'0h,  your  mamma  knows,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  answered 
archly.  "  Mr.  Watson  was  poor  dear  Aunt  Victoria's  lawyer,  and 
he  has  brought  her  will,  and  is  going  to  read  it  to  us." 

"  Am  I  to  be  sent  out  of  the  room  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell.  "  It  isn't  a  matter  for  you 
at  all." 

"  Everything  is  a  matter  for  me  that  concerned  Aunt  Victoria," 
Beth  rejoined.     "  And  if  Lady  Benyon  is  to  be  here,  /  shall  stay." 

Before  Mrs.  Caldwell  could  reply  Lady  Benyon  herself  was 
ushered  into  the  little  room  with  great  deference  by  Uncle  James. 
They  were  followed  by  a  little  old  gentleman  dressed  in  black, 
with  spectacles  and  a  pair  of  badly  fitting  black  kid  gloves.  He 
shook  hands  with  Mrs.  Caldwell  and  then  with  Beth,  whom  he 
looked  at  over  his  spectacles  shrewdly.  Uncle  James  also  shook 
hands,  and  kissed  his  sister.  "  This  is  a  solemn  occasion,"  he  said, 
with  emotion  in  his  voice.  Then  he  looked  at  Beth,  and  added, 
"  Had  she  not  better  go  ? " 

Beth  sat  down  beside  Aunt  Grace  Mary  with  her  mouth  obsti- 
nately set,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell,  afraid  of  a  scene,  merely  shrugged 
her  shoulders  helplessly.  Meanwhile  the  lawyer  was  blowing 
his  nose,  wiping  his  spectacles,  taking  papers  out  of  a  pocket  at 
the  back  of  his  frock  coat,  and  settling  himself  at  the  table. 

"  You  would  like  this  young  lady  to  retire,  I  suppose,"  said 
Uncle  James  blandly. 

"'  By  no  means,"  the  little  old  gentleman  answered,  looking  up 
at  him  over  his  spectacles,  and  then  at  Beth.  *'  By  no  means  ;  let 
the  young  lady  remain." 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  put  her  arm  round  Beth.  The  lawyer 
broke  the  seal,  unfolded  the  will,  and  remarked  by  way  of  preface : 
"  The  document  is  in  the  handwriting  of  the  deceased.     Ahem  I " 

Instantly  into  every  face  there  came  the  expression  that  people 
wear  in  church.  Mr.  Watson  proceeded  to  read,  but  in  a  dry, 
distinct,  matter-of-fact  tone,  devoid  of  all  emotion.  A  lawyer 
reading  a  will  aloud  is  sure  of  the  interest  of  his  audience,  and 
on  this  occasion  it  was  evident  that  each  member  of  the  little 
group  listened  with  strained  attention,  but  with  very  difiPerent 
feelings.  What  they  gathered  was  that  Miss  Victoria  Bench, 
spinster,  being  of  sound  mind,  did  will  and  bequeath  everything 
of  which  she  might  die  possessed  to  her  beloved  great-niece.  Miss 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  241 

Elizabeth  Caldwell,  commonly  called  Beth.  Should  Beth  marry, 
the  money  was  to  be  settled  upon  her  for  her  exclusive  use.  The 
present  income  from  the  property,  about  fifty  pounds  a  year,  was 
to  be  devoted  to  the  education  of  the  said  Miss  Elizabeth  Caldwell, 
commonly  called  Beth. 

Uncle  James's  jaw  dropped  during  the  reading.  "But,"  he 
stammered  when  it  was  over,  "  if  the  investments  recover  ? " 

"  Then  Miss  Elizabeth  Caldwell,  commonly  called  Beth,  will 
have  an  income  of  between  six  and  seven  hundred  a  year,  at  least,^^ 
said  the  lawyer,  smiling. 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  clasped  Beth  close  in  a  spasm  of  congratula- 
tion. Mrs.  Caldwell  burst  into  tears.  Beth  herself,  with  an  un- 
moved countenance,  perceived  the  disgust  of  Uncle  James,  her 
mother's  emotion,  and  something  like  amusement  in  Lady 
Benyon's  face,  and  she  also  perceived,  but  at  a  great  distance,  as  it 
were,  that  there  was  a  dim  prospect  of  some  change  for  the  better 
in  her  life. 

"  Poor  little  body  I "  said  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  caressing  her. 

*'  Rich  little  body  I "  said  Lady  Benyon.  "  Come  and  kiss  me, 
Puck,  and  let  me  congratulate  you." 

"  It  is  very  nice  for  you,  Beth,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell 
plaintively,  holding  out  her  hand  to  Beth  as  she  passed.  Beth 
accepted  this  also  as  a  congratulation,  and  stooped  and  kissed  her 
mother.  Then  the  lawyer  got  up  and  shook  hands  with  her,  and 
thereupon  Uncle  James,  feeling  forced  for  decency's  sake  to  do 
something,  observed  pointedly,  "  I  suppose  Miss  Victoria  Bench 
was  quite  sane  when  she  made  this  bequest  ? " 

"  I  should  say  that  your  supposition  was  correct,"  said  the 
lawyer.  "  Miss  Victoria  Bench  always  seemed  to  me  to  bean 
eminently  sane  person." 

There  was  no  allusion  whatever  to  Uncle  James  in  Aunt  Vic- 
toria's will.  She  thanked  her  niece,  Mrs.  Caroline  Caldwell, 
kindly  for  the  shelter  she  had  given  her  in  her  misfortune,  and 
hoped  that  by  providing  for  Beth  she  would  relieve  her  mother's 
mind  of  all  anxiety  about  the  child,  to  whom  she  proceeded  to 
state,  she  left  all  she  had  in  proof  of  the  tender  affection  she  felt 
for  the  child,  and  in  return  for  the  disinterested  love  and  duty  she 
had  received  from  Beth.  Aunt  Victoria  wished  Beth  to  have  her 
room  when  she  was  gone,  in  order  that  Beth  might,  as  she  grew 
up,  have  proper  privacy  in  her  life,  with  undisturbed  leisure  for 
study,  reflection,  and  prayer.  She  added  that  she  considered  Beth 
a  child  of  exceptional  temperament,  that  peculiar  care  and  kind- 
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ness  would  be  necessary  to  develop  her  character ;  but  Miss  Vic- 
toria hoped,  prayed,  aud  believed  that,  with  the  help  of  the  excel- 
lent abilities  with  which  she  had  been  endowed,  Beth  would  not 
only  work  out  her  own  salvation  eventually,  but  do  something 
notable  to  the  glory  of  G-od  and  for  the  good  of  mankind. 

Beth's  heart  glowed  when  she  heard  this  passage,  and  ever 
afterward,  when  she  recalled  it,  she  felt  strangely  stimulated. 

After  the  last  solemn  words  of  the  will  had  been  read,  and  the 
little  scene  of  congratulation  had  been  enacted,  there  was  a  pause 
in  the  proceedings ;  then  Uncle  James  remarked  in  his  happiest 
manner :  *'  The  importance  which  old  ladies  attach  to  their  little 
bequests  is  only  to  be  equalled  by  the  strength  of  their  sentiments 
and  the  grandeur  of  the  language  in  which  they  are  expressed. 
One  would  think  a  principality  was  being  bequeathed  to  a  prin- 
cess, instead  of  a  few  pounds  to  an  obscure  little  girl,  to  judge  by 
the  tone  of  the  whole  document.    Well  I    Well ! " 

Beth  looked  at  him,  then  drew  down  the  corners  of  her  mouth 
impertinently.  "There  is  one  thing  I  can  console  you  with, 
Uncle  James,"  she  said.  "  You  may  be  quite  sure  that  when  I  do 
come  into  my  kingdom  I  shall  carefully  conceal  the  fafct  that  I 
am  any  relation  of  yours." 

Later  in  the  day  Beth  found  her  mother  sitting  in  her  accus- 
tomed place  by  the  dining  table,  rocking  herself  sideways  over 
her  work,  and  with  a  worried  expression  of  countenance,  as  if 
she  were  uneasy  in  her  mind. 

'*  Aren't  you  pleased,  mamma,"  said  Beth,  "  that  I  should  be  left 
the  money  ? " 

*'  Why,  yes,  of  course,  my  dear  child,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined. 
Her  tone  to  Beth  had  altered  very  much  since  the  morning. 
Even  in  a  few  short  hours  Beth  had  been  made  to  feel  that  mere 
money  was  making  her  a  person  of  more  importance  than  she 
had  ever  been  considered  before. 

Her  mother  had  stopped  short,  but  Beth  waited,  and  Mrs. 
Caldwell  recommenced  :  "  I  am  delighted  on  your  account.  Only, 
I  was  just  thinking.  The  money  is  of  no  use  to  you  just  now, 
and  it  would  have  made  all  the  difPerence  to  Jim.  He  ought  to 
be  making  friends  now  who  will  last  him  his  life,  and  help  him 
on  in  his  career ;  but  he  can  do  nothing  without  an  allowance, 
and  I  can  not  make  him  one.  There  is  no  hurry  for  your  educa- 
tion. In  fact,  I  tliink  it  would  be  better  for  your  health  if  you 
were  not  taught  too  much  at  present.  But  you  shall  have  your 
aunt's  room,  Beth,  to  study  in,  if  you  like.    You  may  even  sleep        .    ; 

.  / 
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there,  although  I  shall  feel  it  when  you  leave  mine.  It  will  be 
breaking  up  the  family.  That  remark  in  the  will  about  proper 
privacy  seems  to  me  great  nonsense,  and  you  know  I  am  not 
legally  bound  to  give  you  a  room  to  yourself.  However,  it  was 
the  dear  old  lady's  last  request  to  me,  and  that  makes  it  sacred,  so 
it  shall  be  carried  out  to  the  letter.  The  room  is  yours,  and  I 
hope  you  will  enjoy  your  privacy." 

'*0h,  I  shall! '^  Beth  exclaimed,  with  uncomplimentary  fer- 
Your, 

Mrs.  Caldwell  sighed,  and  sewed  on  in  silence  for  a  little. 
"  The  dear  old  lady  left  you  the  money  because  she  believed  you 
would  do  some  good  with  it,"  she  resumed.  *'  *  For  the  good  of 
mankind.'  Those  are  her  own  words.  And  I  do  think  that  is' 
rather  your  line  Beth ;  and  what  greater  good  can  you  do  to  be- 
gin with  than  help  your  brother  on  in  the  world  ?  To  spend  the 
money  on  him  instead  of  on  yoiwself  would  really  be  a  fine,  un- 
selfish thing  to  do." 

Beth's  great  gray  eyes  dilated ;  the  prospect  was  alluring.  "  I 
suppose  there  would  not  be  enough  for  both  of  us  ? ''  she  ventured 
tentatively  ;  "  enough  for  me  to  be  taught  some  few  things  prop- 
erly, you  know.     English,  music,  French " 

''  On  fifty  pounds  a  year,  my  dear  child  I "  her  niother  ex- 
claimed sorrowfully.  *'  Fifty  pounds  goes  no  way  at  all."  Beth 
sighed.  "  Besides,''  Mrs.  Caldwell  pursued,  "  /  can  teach  you 
all  these  things.  You've  got  beyond  your  childish  tiresomeness 
now,  and  have  only  to  ask,  and  then  I  will  tell  you  all  you  don't 
know.  It  would  be  a  pleasure  and  an  occupation  for  me,  and  in- 
deed, Beth,  I  have  very  little  pleasure  in  life.  The  days  are  long 
and  lonely."  Beth  looked  up  with  sudden  sympathy.  "But  if 
you  will  let  me  give  you  the  lessons  and  earn  the  money,  I  could 
send  it  to  Jim,  and  that  would  comfort  me  greatly,  and  add  also 
to  your  happiness,  I  should  think." 

It  was  not  in  Beth  to  resist  such  an  appeal.  She  always  for- 
got herself  at  the  first  symptom  of  sorrow  or  sufPering  in  another, 
and  never  considered  her  own  interests  if  she  could  help  some- 
body else  by  sacrificing  them. 

"  It  would  add  to  my  happiness,"  she  answered  brightly ;  "and 
if  you  will  just  explain  to  me,  mamma,  when  I  don't  understand 
things,  I  shall  remember  all  right,  and  not  be  a  bother  to  you. 
Will  you  be  kind  to  me,  and  not  scold  me  and  jeer  at  me,  and 
make  my  life  a  burden  to  me  ?    When  you  do  that  I  hate  you." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  stopped  short  with  her  needle  up  in  the  air  in 
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the  act  of  drawing  the  thread  through  her  work.  She  was  inex- 
pressibly shocked. 

"  Hate  your  mother,  Beth  I  "  she  gasped. 

"  I  know  it's  abominable/'  said  Beth,  filled  with  compunction, 
**  but  I  can't  help  it.  It's  the  devil,  I  suppose.  He  gets  hold  of 
us  both,  and  makes  you  torment  me,  and  makes  me  not  like  you 
for  it.'' 

Mrs.  Caldwell  quietly  resumed  her  sewing.  She  was  too  much 
startled  by  this  glimpse  of  herself  from  Beth's  point  of  view  to 
say  another  word  on  the  subject,  and  a  long  silence  ensued,  dur- 
ing which  she  saw  herself  as  a  sadly  misunderstood  mother.  She 
determined,  however,  to  try  and  manage  Beth  on  a  new  principle. 

"•  I  should  like  to  help  you  to  make  the  best  of  yourself,  Beth," 
she  burst  out  again  abruptly  ;  "  and  I  think  I  can.  You  are  a  tall 
girl  for  your  age,  and  are  beginning  to  hold  yourself  well  already. 
Your  poor  dear  aunt  was  very  particular  to  teach  you  that.  And 
you  have  the  complexion  of  the  Bench  family  if  you  will  take 
care  of  it.  You  should  wash  your  face  in  buttermilk  at  night 
aft«r  being  out  in  the  sun.  I'll  get  you  some,  and  I'll  get  you  a 
parasol  for  the  summer.  Your  hands  are  not  nearly  so  coarse  as 
they  used  to  be,  and  they  would  really  be  quite  nice  if  you  at- 
tended to  them  properly.  All  your  father's  people  had  good  hands 
and  feet.  I  must  see  to  your  gloves  and  boots.  I  don't  know 
what  your  waist  is  going  to  be,  but  you  shall  have  some  good 
stays.  A  fine  shape  goes  a  long  way.  With  your  prospects  you 
really  ought  to  make  a  good  match,  so  do  not  slouch  about  any 
more  as  if  you  had  no  self-respect  at  all.  You  can  really  do  a 
great  deal  to  make  yourself  attractive  in  appearance.  Your  Uncle 
William  Caldwell  had  a  very  ugly  nose,  but  he  pinched  it  and 
pinched  it  every  day  to  get  it  into  shape  until  at  last  he  made  it 
quite  a  good  one." 

Bernadine  came  into  the  room  in  time  to  hear  this  story,  and 
was  so  impressed  by  it  that  she  tried  the  same  experiment  on  her 
own  nose  without  asking  if  it  were  ugly  or  not,  and  pinched  it 
and  rubbed  it  so  diligently  that  by  the  time  it  was  formed  she  had 
thickened  it,  and  changed  it  from  a  good  ordinary  nose  into  some- 
thing quite  original. 

This  was  the  kind  of  thing  that  happened  to  ladies  in  the  days 
when  true  womanliness  consisted  in  knowing  nothing  accurately 
and  always  taking  advice.  Efforts  to  improve  themselves  in  some 
such  way  were  common  enough  among  marriageable  maidens, 
and  their  mothers  helped  them  to  the  best  of  their  ability  with 
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equally  happy  hints.  Because  small  feet  were  a  beauty,  therefore 
feet  already  in  perfect  proportion  must  be  squeezed  to  reduce  their 
size  till  they  were  all  deformed ;  and  because  slendemess  was  con- 
sidered elegant,  therefore  naturally  well-formed  women  must 
compress  their  bodies  till  they  looked  like  cylinders  or  hour- 
glasses, and  lace  till  their  noses  swelled  and  their  hair  fell  out. 
Never  having  heard  of  proportion,  all  their  ambition  was  to  re- 
duce themselves  to  something  less  than  they  were  designed  to  be. 
Those  were  the  days  when  women  had  ''  no  nonsense  about  them, 
sir,  I  tell  you,"  none  of  those  new-fangled  ideas  about  education 
and  that ! 

It  was  a  new  notion  to  Beth  that  she  could  do  anything  to 
make  herself  attractive,  and  she  took  a  solemn  interest  in  it  She 
listened  with  absolute  faith  to  all  that  her  mother  said  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  determined  to  be  high-principled  and  make  the  most  of 
herself.  When  her  mother  talked  to  her  in  this  genial  friendly 
way  instead  of  carping  at  her  or  ignoring  her,  Beth^s  heart  ex- 
panded, and  she  was  ready  to  do  anything  to  please  her.  Lessons 
on  the  new  method  went  on  without  friction.  Beth  never  sus- 
pected that  her  mother  was  unequal  to  the  task  of  educating  her 
in  any  true  sense  of  the  word ;  her  mother  never  suspected  it, 
neither  did  anybody  else ;  and  Beth  had  it  all  her  own  way.  If 
she  were  idle  her  mother  excused  her ;  if  she  brought  a  lesson  only 
lialf  learned,  her  mother  prompted  her  all  through ;  if  she  asked 
questions,  her  mother  answered  them  pleasantly  ;  so  that  they  got 
on  very  well  together,  and  everybody  was  satisfied,  especially  Jim, 
who  was  benefiting  by  Aunt  Victoria's  bequest  to  the  extent  of 
being  able  to  keep  up  with  the  best  of  his  bar-loafing  acquaint- 
ances. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

When  she  did  what  Aunt  Victoria  approved,  Beth  felt  that  she 
was  making  Aunt  Victoria  happy.  Her  dead  were  never  far  from 
her,  never  beyond  recall.  She  conquered  her  pride  for  Aunt  Vic- 
toria's sake,  and  began  to  go  out  again  with  her  mother  for  the 
morning  walk  that  winter  unasked ;  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  seemed  indif- 
ferent to  the  attention.  She  let  Beth  walk  beside  her  day  after  day, 
but  remained  absorbed  in  her  own  reflections,  and  made  no  effort 
to  talk  to  Beth  and  take  her  out  of  herself ;  so  that  Beth  very  soon 
found  the  duty  intolerably  irksome.    It  irritated  her,  too,  when 
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she  caught  her  mother  smiling  to  herself  and  asked  what  was 
amusing  her,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  replied,  still  smiling:  '* Never 
you  mind."  With  Beth's  temperament  it  was  not  possible  that 
the  sense  of  duty  would  long  survive  such  snubs.  Gradually  she 
began  to  wander  ofP  by  herself  again,  leaving  her  mother  pacing 
up  and  down  the  particular  sheltered  terrace  overlooking  the  sea 
on  which  she  always  walked  at  that  hour,  and  Bernadine  play- 
ing about  the  cliffs  on  the  desolate  shore. 

The  whole  place  was  desolate  and  melancholy  at  that  time  of 
the  year.  The  wind-swept  streets  were  generally  deserted,  and  the 
few  people  who  ventured  out  looked  cold  and  miserable  in  their 
winter  wraps.  When  a  gleam  of  sunshine  enlivened  the  sky  the 
sailors  would  stand  at  the  top  of  the  steps  that  led  down  on  to  the 
pier,  with  their  hands  in  their  trouser  pockets,  chewing  tobacco, 
and  straining  their  eyes  out  seaward  as  if  they  were  watching  for 
something  special ;  and  Beth  would  stand  there  among  them,  and 
look  out  too,  out  far  beyond  the  range  of  their  mental  vision  to 
the  east,  to  summer  lands  whence  the  swallows  came,  where  the 
soft  air  was  perfumed  with  flowers  and  there  was  brightness  and 
warmth  and  ease,  and  the  sea  itself,  so  full  of  complaint  down 
below  there,  raged  no  more,  neither  lamented,  but  sang.  And 
there  Aunt  Victoria  would  be  sitting  somewhere  out  of  doors 
under  the  trees  with  good  things — books  and  work  and  fruit  and 
flowers — piled  up  on  a  little  table  beside  her,  and  every  wish  of 
her  heart  gratified,  looking  serenely  happy,  and  smiling  and  nod- 
ding and  beckoning  to  Beth.  But,  following  fast  upon  the  vision, 
Aunt  Victoria  would  be  beside  her  in  the  bitter  wind,  wearing 
her  old  brown  dress  with  white  spots  that  was  far  too  thin,  and 
making  believe  that  she  did  not  shiver ;  then  they  had  returned 
from  the  morning  walk,  and  Aunt  Victoria  was  pausing  a  moment 
at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  to  look  up,  as  if  measuring  her  strength 
and  the  distance,  before  she  took  hold  of  the  banister  and  began 
to  mount  wearily,  but  never  once  trusting  herself  to  glance  toward 
Bernadine  and  the  bread,  lest  something  should  be  seen  in  her 
face  which  she  chose  to  conceal.  From  that  vision  Beth  would 
fly  down  the  steps  to  the  sands  and  escape  it  in  a  healthy  race 
with  the  turgid  waves  that  came  cresting  in  and  broke  on  the 
barren  shore. 

Then  one  day,  suddenly,  as  it  seemed,  a  bird  sang.  The  winter 
was  over,  spring  was  upon  the  land  again,  and  Beth  looked  up 
and  smiled.  The  old  pear  tree  in  the  little  garden  at  the  back 
was  a  white,  white  wonder  of  blossom,  and  in  front,  in  the  orchard 
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opposite,  the  apple  trees  blushed  with  a  tinge  of  pink.  Beth, 
seeing  them  one  morning  very  early  from  her  bed  in  Aunt 
Victoria's  room,  arose  at  once,  rejoicing,  and  threw  the  window 
wide  open.  Beth  might  have  used  the  same  word  to  express 
the  good  and  the  beautiful,  as  the  Greeks  did,  so  inseparably 
were  the  two  associated  in  her  mind.  At  this  stage  of  her 
development  she  felt  very  literally — 

The  heavens  are  telling  the  glory  of  God, 

The  wonder  of  his  works  displays  the  firmament 

"  O  Lord,  how  wondrous  are  thy  works  ! "  she  chanted  to  herself 
softly  as  she  gazed,  awe-stricken,  at  the  loveliness  of  the  rose- 
tinged  foam  on  the  fruit  trees ;  and  her  whole  being  was  thrilled 
with  gratitude  for  the  beauty  of  earth.  .She  took  deep  draughts 
of  the  sweet  morning  air,  and,  like  the  Indian  devotee,  she 
breathed  a  sacred  word  with  every  breath.  But  passive  ecstasy 
was  not  enough  for  Beth.  Her  fine  feelings  strove  for  expression 
always  in  some  fine  act ;  and  as  she  stood  at  the  window  she  made 
good  resolutions.  Her  life  should  be  ordered  to  worthy  purposes 
from  morning  till  night.  She  would  in  future  begin  the  day  by 
getting  up  to  greet  the  dawn  in  an  ecstasy  of  devotion.  Not  a 
minute  later  than  daybreak  would  do  for  her.  All  Beth's  efforts 
aimed  at  an  extreme. 

She  idled  most  of  that  day  away  in  contemplation  of  her  proj- 
ect, and  she  was  as  dilatoiy  and  troublesome  as  she  could  be, 
doing  nothing  she  ought  to  have  done,  because  her  mind  was  so 
full  of  all  the  things  she  was  going  to  do.  What  she  feared  was 
that  she  would  never  be  able  to  wake  herself  in  time,  and  she 
went  to  bed  at  a  preposterously  early  hour,  and  sat  long  in  her 
nightdress,  thinking  how  to  manage  it.  At  last  it  occurred  to 
her  that  if  she  tied  her  great  toe  to  the  bedpost  with  a  piece 
of  string  it  would  give  her  a  jerk  when  she  moved,  and  so 
awake  her. 

Tlie  contrivance  answered  only  too  well.  She  could  not  slcej) 
for  a  long  time,  and  when  at  last  she  dropped  off  she  was  almost 
immediately  awakened  by  a  pitiless  jerk  from  the  string.  She 
had  Aunt  Victoria's  old  watch  under  her  pillow,  and  lighted  a 
match  to  see  the  time.  It  was  only  twelve.  When  would  the 
day  bi*eak  ?  She  turned  and  tossed  and  fidgeted.  The  string  on 
her  toe  was  very  uncomfortable,  but  nothing  would  have  induced 
her  to  be  so  weak  as  to  take  it  off.  One,  two,  three,  she  heard  the 
church  clock  strike,  but  it  was  still  pitch  dark.    Then  she  dozed 
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off  again,  but  in  a  minute,  as  it  seemed  to  her,  she  was  rearoused 
by  the  string.  She  gave  a  great  weary  sigh  and  opened  her  eyes. 
It  was  all  gray  daylight  in  the  room. 

Beth  was  put  of  bed  as  soon  as  she  could  get  the  string  off  her 
toe.  The  water  was  very  cold,  and  she  shivered  and  yawned  and 
stretched  over  it ;  but  washed  herself  with  exaggerated  conscien- 
tiousness all  the  same,  then  huddled  on  her  clothes  and  stood  a 
while,  not  knowing  quite  what  to  do  next.  She  had  slept  with 
the  window  open,  and  now  she  drew  up  the  blind.  Under  the 
leaden  sky  the  apple  trees  showed  no  tinge  of  colour,  and  it  was 
as  if  white  sheets  had  been  spread  out  over  them  for  the  night. 
Beth  thought  of  curl  papers  and  rooms  all  covered  up  from  dust 
when  Harriet  was  sweeping,  and  felt  no  enthusiasm.  She  was  on 
the  west  side  of  the  house,  and  could  not  therefore  see  the  sun 
rise;  but  she  must  see  the  sunrise — sunrise — sunrise.  She  had 
never  seen  the  sunrise.  The  sea  was  east.  It  would  rise  over 
the  sea.  The  sea  at  sunrise  I  The  very  thought  of  it  took  her 
breath  away.  She  put  on  her  things  and  slipped  into  the  acting 
room.  Her  mother  took  the  front-door  key  up  to  her  room  with 
her  when  she  went  to  bed  at  night,  so  that  the  only  way  out  was 
by  the  acting-room  window.  Beth  swung  herself  round  the  bar, 
crept  cautiously  down  the  tiles  to  the  pump,  jumped  to  the  ground, 
then  ran  up  the  entry,  and  let  herself  out  by  the  back  gate  into 
the  street.  There  she  was  seized  upon  by  a  great  feeling  of  free- 
dom. She  threw  up  her  arms,  filled  her  lungs  with  a  deep 
breath,  and  ran.  There  was  not  a  soul  to  be  seen.  The  town 
was  hers ! 

She  made  for  a  lonely  spot  on  the  cliff,  where  a  stream  fell  in 
a  cataract  on  to  the  sand,  and  there  was  a  rustic  seat  with  a  lovely 
view  of  the  bay.  Beth  dropped  on  to  the  seat  out  of  breath,  and 
looked  curiously  about  her.  The  tide  was  high.  The  water, 
smooth,  sullen,  swollen,  and  weary,  broke  on  the  shore  in  waves 
so  small  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  sea,  tired  of  its  endless  task,  were 
doing  dispiritedly  as  little  as  it  dared,  and  murmuring  at  that. 
The  curving  cliffs  on  the  left  looked  like  white  curtains,  closely 
drawn.  The  low  gray  sky  was  unbroken  by  cloud  or  rift,  except 
low  down  on  the  horizon,  where  it  had  risen  like  a  blind  drawn 
up  a  little  to  admit  the  light.  It  was  a  melancholy  prospect,  and 
Beth  shivered  and  sighed  in  sympathy.  Then  a  sparrow  cheeped 
somewhere  behind  her,  and  another  bird  in  the  hedge  softly  fluted 
a  little  roulade.  Beth  looked  round  to  see  what  it  was,  and  at 
that  moment  the  light  brightened  as  if  it  had  been  suddenly 
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turned  up.  She  looked  at  the  sea  again.  The  rift  in  the  leaden 
sky  had  lengthened  and  widened,  and  the  first  pale  primrose  of 
the  dawn  showed  beyond.  A  faint  flush  followed,  and  then  it 
seemed  as  if  the  night  sky  slowly  rolled  itself  up  and  was  put 
away,  leaving  a  floor  of  silver,  deepening  to  lilac,  for  the  first 
bright  beam  to  disport  itself  upon.  Then  the  sea  smiled,  and  the 
weariness  of  it,  back  and  forth,  back  and  forth,  passed  into  ani- 
mation. Its  smooth  surface  became  diapered  with  light  airs  and 
moved  with  a  gentle  roll.  The  sullen  murmur  rose  to  a  morning 
song,  and  a  boat  with  bare  mast,  at  anchor  in  the  bay,  the  only 
one  in  sight,  rocked  to  the  tune.  A  great  sea  bird  sailed  by,  gaz- 
ing down  into  the  depths  with  piercing  eyes,  and  a  gray  gull  flew 
so  close  to  the  water,  it  seemed  as  if  his  wings  must  dip  at  every 
flap.  The  sky  was  all  a  riot  of  colour  by  this  time,  at  which  Beth 
gazed  in  admiration,  but  without  rapture.  Her  intellect  acknowl- 
edged its  loveliness,  but  did  not  delight  in  it ;  heart  and  soul  were 
untouched.  The  spirit  of  the  dawn  refused  to  speak  to  her.  She 
had  exhausted  herself  in  her  effort  to  induce  the  intoxication  of 
devotion  which  had  come  to  her  spontaneously  the  day  before. 
The  great  spirit  does  not  want  martyrs.  Joy  in  beauty  and  good- 
ness comes  of  a  pure  and  tranquil  mind,  not  of  a  tortured  body. 
The  faces  of  the  holy  ones  are  calm  and  their  souls  serene. 

A  little  farmhouse  stood  back  from  the  road  just  behind  the 
seat  where  Beth  was  sitting,  and  a  tall,  gaunt,  elderly  man  with  a 
beard  on  his  chin  came  out  presently  and  stood  staring  grimly  at 
the  sunrise.  Then  he  crossed  the  road  deliberately,  sat  down  at 
the  other  end  of  the  seat,  and  stared  at  Beth. 

"  You're  early  out,"  he  said  at  last. 

Beth  detected  something  hostile  in  the  tone,  and  fixed  her  big, 
fearless  gray  eyes  upon  him  defiantly.  "  It's  a  free  country,"  she 
said. 

**  Free  or  not,"  he  answered  dryly,  "  it  isn't  fit  fur  no  young 
gell  to  be  out  alone  at  sechun  a  time.  Ye  should  be  indoors  get- 
tin'  the  breakfast." 

*'  Thank  you,"  said  Beth,  "  I've  no  need  to  get  the  breakfast." 

**  Well,  it  makes  it  all  the  worse,"  he  rejoined  ;  *'fur  if-ye"*!^ 
by  way  o'  bein'  a  lady,  it  not  on'y  means  that  ye're  out  wi'  no  onei 
to  tak'  care  of  ye,  but  that  ye've  niver  been  taught  to  tak'  care  o* 
yerself.    Lady ! "  he  ejaculated.     "  Pride  and  patches !    Tak'  rtv^ 
advice,  lady,  go  back  to  yer  bed,  get  yer  meed  o'  sleep,  wak:"* 
re-freshed,  and  set  to  work." 

He  spat  out  on  the  grass  in  a  self-satisfied  way  when  lie 
17 
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spoken,  and  contemplated  the  sunrise  like  a  man  who  has  done 
his  duty  and  earned  the  right  to  repose. 

Beth  got  up  and  walked  home  despondently.  She  climbed  in 
at  the  acting-room  window  and  went  to  her  own  room.  The  sun 
was  shining  on  the  apple  blossoms  in  the  orchard  opposite,  and  she 
looked  for  the  charm  of  yesterday,  but  finding  only  the  garish  com- 
monplace of  fruit  trees  in  flower  with  the  sun  on  them,  she  drew 
down  the  blind.  Then  she  took  off  her  hat  and  jacket,  threw 
herself  on  her  bed,  and  fell  into  a  heavy  sleep,  with  her  brow 
puckered  and  the  corners  of  her  mouth  drooping  discontentedly. 

The  next  night  she  determined  to  take  her  meed  of  sleep  and 
did  not  tie  the  string  to  her  toe.  It  had  been  a  long,  lonely  day, 
filled  with  vague  yearnings  for  companionship  and  great  dissatis- 
faction ;  but  when  she  fell  asleep  she  had  a  happy  dream,  so  vivid 
that  it  seemed  more  real  than  anything  she  had  seen  in  her  morn- 
ing ramble.  It  was  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  she  dreamed, 
and  there  was  some  one  waiting  for  her  under  the  pear  tree  in  the 
garden.  The  night  air  was  fresh  and  fragrant.  The  moonlight 
shone  on  the  white  blossoms  overhead  which  clustered  so  close 
that  no  ray  penetrated  to  the  ground  beneath,  so  that  there  all 
was  shadowy,  but  still  she  could  see  that  there  was  some  one 
standing  in  the  shade,  and  she  knew  that  he  was  waiting  for  her. 
She  had  never  seen  him  before,  yet  she  knew  him  well,  and  hur- 
ried to  meet  him ;  and  he  took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her, 
and  his  kisses  thrilled  her  with  a  thrill  that  remained  with  her 
for  many  a  day. 

She  got  up  the  moment  she  awoke,  and  looked  about  her  in  a 
kind  of  amaze,  for  everything  she  saw  was  transfigured.  It  was 
in  herself,  however,  that  the  light  burned  which  made  the  world 
so  radiant.  As  the  old  apple  trees,  warmed  by  the  sun,  suddenly 
blossomed  into  bridal  beauty  in  the  spring,  so  in  the  silent  night, 
between  sundown  and  day  dawn,  while  she  slept,  yet  another 
petal  of  her  own  manifold  nature  had  unfolded,  and  in  the  glow 
of  its  loveliness  there  was  nothing  of  commonplace  aspect,  for  a 
new  joy  in  life  was  hers,  which  helped  her  to  discover  in  all 
things  a  hitherto  unsuspected  charm. 

Beth's  little  life  had  been  full  of  childish  irregularities,  the 
little  duties  being  continually  slurred  and  neglected  that  the  little 
pleasures  might  be  indulged  in  sooner.  She  was  apt  to  regard 
bathing,  hair  brushing,  dressing,  and  lessons  as  mere  hindrances 
to  some  of  the  particular  great  businesses  of  life  which  specially 
occupied  her — verse-making,  for  instance,  piano  playing,  ppach- 
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ing,  or  praying",  whichever  happened  to  be  the  predominant  in- 
terest of  the  moment.  But  now,  on  a  sudden,  the  care  of  her  per- 
son became  of  extraordinary  importance.  All  the  hints,  good  and 
bad,  she  had  had  on  the  subject  recurred  to  her,  and  she  began  to 
put  them  into  practice  systematically.  She  threw  the  clothes 
back  from  her  bed  to  air  it  the  moment  she  got  up,  that  it  might  be 
fresh  and  sweet  to  sleep  in.  Her  little  bath  had  hitherto  been 
used  somewhat  irregularly,  but  now  she  fetched  hot  and  cold 
water  for  herself  and  bathed  every  day.  She  brushed  her  hair 
glossy  and  tightened  her  stays  to  make  her  waist  small,  and  she 
was  sorely  dissatisfied  because  her  boots  did  not  pinch  her  feet.  She 
began  to  take  great  care  of  her  hands,  too,  and  would  do  no  dust- 
ing without  gloves  on,  or  dirty  work  of  any  kind  that  was  calcu- 
lated to  injure  them.  She  used  a  parasol  when  she  could,  and  if 
she  got  sunburned  bathing  or  boating  she  washed  her  face  in  but- 
termilk at  night,  fetched  from  Fairholm  regularly  for  the  pur- 
pose. The  minds  and  habits  of  the  young  are  apt  to  form  them- 
selves in  this  way  out  of  suggestions  let  fall  by  all  kinds  of 
people,  the  worst  and  most  foolish  as  well  as  the  wisest  and  best. 

Beth  longed  that  morning  for  something  new  and  smart  to 
wear.  Her  old  black  things  looked  so  rusty  in  the  spring  sun- 
shine she  could  not  satisfy  herself  with  anything  she  had.  All 
Aunt  Victoria's  possessions  were  hers,  and  she  examined  her 
boxes,  looking  for  something  to  enliven  her  own  sombre  dress, 
and  found  some  lace,  which  she  turned  into  a  collar  and  cufiPs 
and  sewed  on.  When  she  saw  herself  in  the  glass  with  this  be- 
coming addition  to  her  dress,  her  face  brightened  at  the  effect. 
She  knew  that  Aunt  Victoria  would  have  been  pleased  to  see  her 
look  like  that.  She  was  always  pleased  when  Beth  looked  well, 
and  now,  when  Beth  recollected  her  sympathy,  all  the  great 
fountain  of  love  in  her  brimmed  over  and  streamed  away  in 
happy  little  waves  to  break  about  the  dear  old  aunt  somewhere  on 
the  foreshore  of  eternity,  and  to  add,  perhaps,  who  knows  how  or 
what  to  her  bliss. 

When  Beth  went  down  to  breakfast  she  was  very  hungry,  but 
there  was  only  one  little  bloater,  which  must  be  left  for  mamma 
to  divide  with  Bernadine.  There  was  not  much  butter  either,  so 
Beth  took  her  toast  nearly  dry  and  her  thin  coffee  with  very  little 
milk  and  no  sugar  in  it  also  for  economical  reasons ;  but  the  coffee 
was  hot  and  she  was  happy.  Her  happiness  bubbled  up  in  bright 
little  remarks,  which  brightened  her  mother,  too. 

"Mamma,"  said  Beth,  taking  advantage  of  her  mood,  "it's  a 
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poor  heart  that  never  rejoices.  Let's  have  a  holiday,  you  and  I, 
to  celebrate  the  summer." 

"  But  the  summer  hasn't  come,"  Mrs.  CaldweH  objected, 
smiling". 

"But  summer  is  coming,  is  coming,"  Beth  chanted;  "and  I 
want  to  make  a  song  about  it." 

"  You  make  a  song  I  "  Bemadine  exclaimed.  "  Why,  you  can't 
spell  summer." 

Beth  made  a  face  at  her.  "I  know  you  want  a  holiday, 
mamma,"  she  resumed.  "  Come,  confess  !  I  work  you  to  death ; 
and  there's  church  to-day  at  eleven  and  I  want  to  go." 

"  Well,  if  you  want  to  go  to  church,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  re- 
lieved. 

Beth  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  end  of  the  sentence.  She  went 
to  the  drawing-room  first  and  sat  down  at  the  little  rosewood 
piano  with  a  volume  of  Moore's  Lalla  Rookh  open  before  her. 

"  From  the  mountain's  warbling  fount  I  come," 

she  chanted,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  words ;  but  she  played  as 
if  she  were  reading  notes.  She  wove  all  the  poems  she  loved  to 
music  in  this  way,  and  played  and  sang  them  softly  to  herself  by 
the  hour  together. 

The  Lenten  service  in  the  church  at  the  end  of  the  road  was 
but  poorly  attended.  There  were  not  more  than  a  dozen  people 
present ;  but  Beth,  seated  beside  the  door,  enjoyed  it.  She  was  all 
fervour  now,  and  every  emotional  exercise  was  a  pleasure. 

After  the  service  she  strolled  down  the  quaintly  irregular 
Front  Street,  which  was  all  red  brick  houses  with  small  window 
panes,  three  to  the  width  of  the  window,  except  where  an  ^spiring 
tradesman  had  introduced  plate  glass  and  a  vulgar  disguise  of 
stucco,  which  converted  the  warm-toned  bricks  into  commonplace 
colourless  grayness.  It  was  on  one  side  of  this  street  that  the 
principal  shops  were,  and  Beth  stood  for  some  time  gazing  at  a 
print  in  a  stationer's  window-^a  lovely  little  composition  of 
waves  lapping  in  gently  toward  a  sheltered  nook  on  a  sandy 
beach.'  Beth,  wafted  there  instantly,  heard  the  dreamy  murmur 
and  felt  the  delicious  freshness  of  the  sea ;  yet  the  picture  did  not 
satisfy  her. 

"I  should  want  somebody,"  she  broke  out  in  hereelf.  "I 
should  want  somebody !  Somebody  to  lay  my  head  against.  Ah, 
dear  Lord,  how  I  hate  to  be  alone  I " 

Old  Lady  Benyon,  at  her  post  of  observation  in  the  big  bow 
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window  at  the  top  of  the  street,  saw  Beth  standing  there  and 
speculated.  "  Gracious,  how  that  child  grows  1 "  she  exclaimed. 
'*  She'll  be  a  woman  directly." 

As  Beth  went  on  down  the  street  she  began  to  suffer  from  that 
dull,  irresolute  feeling  which  comes  of  a  want  of  purpose.  She 
wanted  a  companion,  and  she  wanted  an  object.  Presently  she 
met  a  young  man  who  looked  at  her  intently  as  they  approached 
each  other,  and  as  he  looked  his  face  brightened.  Beth's  pulse 
quickened  pleasurably,  and  her  colour  rose.'  Her  steps  became 
buoyant  She  held  up  her  head  and  glowed  with  animation,  but 
was  unaware  of  the  source  of  this  sudden  happy  stimulant,  nor 
did  she  try  to  discover  it.  She  was  living  her  experiences  then ; 
by  and  by  she  would  reflect  upon  them ;  then  inevitably  she 
would  reproduce  them;  and  all  without  intention.  As  the  sun 
rises,  as  the  birds  build,  so  would  she  work  when  the  right  time 
came.  Talent  may  manufacture  to  order,  but  works  of  genius  are 
the  outcome  of  an  irresistible  impulse,  a  craving  to  express  some- 
thing for  its  own  sake  and  the  pleasure  of  expressing  it,  with  no 
thought  of  anything  beyond.  It  is  talent  that  thinks  first  of  all 
of  applause  and  profits,  and  only  works  to  secure  them ;  works 
for  the  result,  for  the  end  in  view ;  never  for  love  of  the  work. 

Beth's  heart  had  no  satisfaction  at  home ;  she  had  no  friend  of 
her  own  sex  to  fill  it,  as  most  girls  have ;  and  a  nature  like  hers, 
rich  in  every  healthy  possibility,  was  bound  to  crave  for  love 
early.  It  was  all  very  well  for  her  mother  and  society  as  it  is 
constituted  to  ignore  the  needs  of  Nature ;  by  Beth  herself  they 
would  not  be  ignored.  In  most  people,  whether  the  senses  or  the 
intellect  will  have  the  upper  hand  is  very  much  a  matter  of  early 
training. 

Because  she  was  a  girl,  Beth's  intellect  had  been  left  to.  stag- 
nate for  want  of  proper  occupation,  or  to  run  riot  in  any  vain 
pursuit  she  might  happen  upon  by  accident,  while  her  senses  were 
allowed  to  have  their  way,  unrestrained  by  any  but  the  vaguest 
principles.  Thanks  to  her  free  roving  outdoor  habits,  her  life  was 
healthy  if  it  was  not  happy,  and  she  promised  to  mature  early. 
Youth  and  sex  already  began  to  hang  out  their  signals — clear 
skin,  slim  figure,  light  step,  white  teeth,  thick  hair,  bright  eyes. 
She  w^as  approaching  her  blossoming  time,  the  end  of  her  wintry 
childhood,  the  beginning  of  a  promising  spring.  It  was  natural 
and  right  that  her  pulses  should  quicken  and  her  spirits  rise  when 
a  young  man  met  her  with  a  friendly  glance.  Her  whole  being 
was  suffused  with  the  glory  of  love,  and  her  mind  held  the  vision ; 
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but  it  was  of  an  abstract  kind  as  yet — not  inspired  by  man.  It 
was  in  herself  that  the  emotion  arose,  in  happy  exuberance,  and 
bubbled  over,  expending  itself  in  various  forms  of  energy  until  it 
should  find  one  object  to  concentrate  itself  upon.  There  comes  a 
time  to  all  healthy  young  people  when  Natm*e  says,  "  Mate,  my 
children,  and  be  happy."  If  the  impulse  comes  prematurely,  it  is 
not  the  young  people  but  the  old  ones  who  are  to  blame ;  they 
should  have  seen  to  it  that  the  intellect,  which  acts  as  a  curb  on 
the  senses  when  properly  trained  and  occupied,  developed  first. 
Beth  was  just  at  the  age  when  the  half-educated  girl  has  nothing 
to  distract  her  but  her  own  emotions.  Her  religion  and  the  young 
men  who  are  beginning  to  make  eyes  at  her  interest  her  then 
about  equally,  and  in  much  the  same  way — she  owes  to  each  a 
pleasurable  sensation.  If  she  can  combine  the  two  under  one 
roof,  as  in  church,  they  suffice,  and  her  happiness  is  complete.  It 
can  not  be  said,  however,  that  the  senses  awoke  before  the  intel- 
lect in  Beth  ;  but  because  of  the  irregularities  of  her  training,  the 
want  of  discipline  and  order,  they  took  possession  of  her  first. 

Passing  a  shop  window,  Beth  caught  a  reflection  of  herself  in 
the  polished  pane,  and  saw  that  her  skirt  hung  badly — it  dipped 
too  much  behind.  She  stopped  to  gauge  the  length,  that  she  might 
alter  it  when  she  went  in,  and  then  she  noticed  the  pretty  light 
summer  things  displayed  in  the  window,  and  ached  to  possess 
some.  She  was  miserably  conscious  of  her  old  ill-cut  skirt,  more 
especially  of  the  invisible  dirt  on  it,  and  she  did  so  yearn  for 
something  new  and  sweet  and  clean.  Her  mother  had  a  bill  at 
that  shop — should  she — should  she  just  go  in  and  ask  about  prices  ? 
No,  she  could  not  in  that  horrid  old  frock ;  the  shopman  would 
not  respect  her.  She  had  intended  to  go  down  to  the  sands  and 
sit  by  the  sea  and  wait  for  things  to  come  to  her,  by  which  she 
meant  ideas ;  but  the  discomfort  of  mind  set  up  by  that  glimpse 
of  her  uncouth  clothes,  and  the  horrible  sense  of  their  want  of 
freshness,  gained  upon  her  and  drove  her  in  hurriedly.  Beth 
would  have  expressed  the  dainty  refinement  of  her  mind  in  her 
dress  had  she  had  the  means ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  be  dainty  on 
nothing  a  year. 

The  rest  of  the  day  she  spent  in  her  room  sewing.  She  found 
that  one  of  Aunt  Victoria's  summer  silks  would  fit  her  with  very 
little  alteration,  and  set  to  work  to  make  a  Sunday  frock  of  it.  As 
she  worked  she  thought  of  the  dear  old  lady  and  of  the  hours  they 
had  sat  there  together  sewing,  and  of  their  teas  and  talks.  She 
would  not  have  known  how  to  alter  that  dress  but  for  Aunt  Vic- 
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toria ;  it  made  her  both  sad  and  glad  to  remember  how  much  she 
owed  her. 

Later  in  the  day,  after  dinner,  when  the  sun  had  set  and  the 
darkness  was  beginning  to  gather,  Beth  became  aware  of  a  curi- 
ous sensation.  It  was  as  if  she  were  expecting  something  delight- 
ful to  happen,  and  yet  at  the  same  time  was  all  aching  with  anx- 
iety. Then  suddenly  she  remembered  her  dream.  The  old  pear 
tree  was  a  pyramid  of  blossom.  Should  she  go  and  see  the  white 
foam  flowers  by  moonlight  ?    The  moon  had  risen. 

She  stole  out  into  the  garden,  anxious  above  everything  to  go 
alone.  Her  heart  throbbed  curiously  ;  what  did  she  expect  ?  The 
young  moon  hung  in  an  indigo  sky,  and  there  were  some  white 
stars.  The  air  was  fresh  and  fragrant,  as  it  had  been  in  her  dream, 
but  there  was  less  light.  She  had  to  peer  into  the  shade  beneath 
the  pear  tree  to  see — to  see  what  ?  If  there  were  any  one  there  ? 
Of  course  there  was  no  one  there — how  could  there  be  ?  She  did 
not  trust  herself  closer  until  she  was  quite  sure  that  there  was 
nothing  to  encounter  but  the  trunk  of  the  tree.  Then  she  went 
bravely  and  reclined  on  the  seesaw  board,  looking  up  through  the 
black  branches  to  the  clustering  blossoms  that  shone  so  white  on 
the  topmost  twigs  in  the  moonlight ;  and  presently  she  began  to 
glow  with  a  great  feeling  of  exultation.  It  began  in  her  chest, 
and  spread,  as  from  a  centre,  all  over  her.  The  details  of  her 
dream  recurred  to  her — the  close  clasp,  the  tender  kiss — and  she 
thrilled  again  at  the  recollection. 

But  for  the  present  the  recollection  was  enough. 


i' 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

On  Sunday  morning  Beth  went  down  to  breakfast  dressed  in 
Aunt  Victoria's  light  lavender  silk,  I'emodelled  to  suit  her ;  and 
very  becoming  she  had  made  it.  But  Mrs.  Caldwell  called  it  an 
absurd  costume  for  a  girl  of  her  age,  and  said  she  looked  ridicu- 
lously overdressed  ;  so  Beth  went  back  to  her  room,  disheartened, 
and  reappeared  at  church  time,  with  drooping  mouth,  in  the  old 
black  frock  she  usually  wore  on  Sundays. 

Vainly  she  tried  to  rouse  herself  to  any  fervour  of  worship  dur- 
ing the  first  part  of  the  service.  She  felt  ill-dressed,  uncomfort- 
able, dissatisfied  ;  and  would  have  been  glad  to  quarrel  with  any- 
body.   Then,  suddenly,  during  the  singing  of  a  hymn,  she  ceased 


256  .THE  BETH  BOOK. 

to  be  self-conscious.  All  the  trouble  left  her,  and  was  succeeded 
by  that  curious  thrill  of  happy  expectation  which  came  to  her 
continually  at  this  time.  She  looked  about  her  and  saw  friendly 
faces  where  before  she  had  seen  nothing  but  criticism  and  disdain 
of  her  shabby  clothes. 

Those  were  the  days  of  pew-letting.  The  nearer  you  sat  to  the 
pulpit,  the  higher  the  price  of  the  pew  and  the  better  your  social 
position.  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  obliged  to  content  herself  with  a 
cheap  seat  in  one  of  the  side  aisles,  near  the  door,  so  the  vicar  had 
never  called  on  her.  He  only  called  on  a  few  front  rows.  His 
own  pew  was  high  in  the  chancel,  where  all  the  parish  could  gaze 
at  his  exhausted  wife  and  her  increasing  family.  His  pupils  used 
to  sit  in  the  pew  opposite  ;  but  the  bishop,  having  received  com- 
plaints from  the  neglected  parish,  had  lately  interfered  and  stopped 
the  school ;  and  thenceforth  Mr.  Richardson  was  only  to  be  al- 
lowed to  have  one  pupil.  Mr.  Richardson  determined  to  make 
him  profitable. 

From  where  she  sat,  Beth  could  see  the  vicar's  pew  in  the  chan- 
cel, and  she  had  noticed  a  tall  slender  youth  sitting  at  the  far  end 
near  the  vestry  door ;  but  he  did  not  interest  her  at  first ;  now, 
however,  she  looked  at  him  again,  and  wondered  who  lie  was ; 
and  presently  she  found  that  he  was  gazing  at  her  intently.  Then 
their  eyes  met,  and  it  was  as  if  a  spark  of  ^e  had  kindled  a  glow 
in  her  chest,  high  up  near  the  throat,  where  the  breath  catches. 
She  looked  down  at  her  book,  but  had  no  thought  on  the  subject 
at  all ;  she  was  all  one  sensation.  Light  had  come  to  her — a  won- 
drous flood  of  amber  light  that  blotted  out  the  common  congre- 
gation, and  all  besides  but  him  and  her.  Yet  she  could  hardly 
sit  through  the  service,  and  the  moment  it  was  over  she  fled.  Her 
great  desire  was  to  be  alone,  if  that  could  be  called  solitude 
which  contained  all  the  satisfaction  of  the  closest  companionship. 
All  the  time  that  she  was  flying,  however,  she  felt  that  she  was 
being  pursued;  and  there  was  the  strangest  excitement  and  de- 
light in  the  sensation.  But  she  never  looked  behind.  She  did 
not  dare  to. 

She  made  for  the  cliflPs  on  the  Fairholm  estate,  and  when  she 
came  to  them  her  intention  was  to  hide  herself.  There  was  a  nook 
she  knew  some  distance  on,  a  grassy  space  on  the  cliflP  side,  not 
visible  either  from  above  or  below.  She  climbed  down  to  it,  and 
there  ensconced  herself.  Beneath  was  a  little  cove  sheltered  from 
the  north  and  south  by  the  jutting  cliffs,  and  floored  with  the 
fii'mest  sand  just  then,  for  the  tide  was  out.      Beth  was  lying  in 
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the  shadow  of  the  clifip;  but  beyond  the  sun  shone,  the  water 
sparkled,  the  sonorous  sea  voice  sounded  from  afar,  while  little 
laughing  waves  broke  out  into  merry  music  all  along  the  shore. 
Beth,  lying  on  her  face  With  her  arms  folded  in  front  of  her  and 
her  cheek  resting  on  them,  looked  out,  lithe,  young,  strong,  burst- 
ing with  exultation,  but  motionless  as  a  manifestation  of  inanimate 
nature.  That  was  a  beautiful  pause  in  her  troublous  day.  Never 
mind  if  it  only  endm^ed  for  an  hour,  there  was  certainty  in  it,  a 
happy  certainty.  From  the  moment  their  eyes  had  met  she  was 
sure.     She  knew  he  would  come. 

The  little  waves  rang  out  their  laughing  carillons,  light  grace 
notes  to  the  deep  solemn  melody  of  earth  and  air  and  sea ;  and 
Beth,  watching  with  dilated  pupils  and  set  countenance,  listened 
also  intently.  And  presently,  below,  on  her  left,  round  the  head- 
land, some  one  came  striding.  Beth's  bright  eyes  flashed  with  a 
vivid  interest ;  but  she  shrank  back,  flattening  herself  down  on  the 
rank  grass,  as  though  thereby  she  made  herself  the  more  invisible. 

The  young  man  stopped,  took  off  his  hat  and  wiped  his  fore- 
head, glanced  this  way  and  that,  round  the  cove  and  out  to  sea, 
like  one  bewildered,  who  has  expected  to  find  something  which  is 
not  there,  and  begins  to  look  for  it  in  the  most  unlikely  places. 
Hesitating,  disappointed,  uncertain,  he  moved  a  little  on  in  one 
direction,  a  little  back  in  the  other,  then,  drawn  by  a  sudden  im- 
pulse, that  most  familiar  manifestation  of  the  ruling  force  which 
disposes  of  us  all  we  know  not  how,  he  walked  up  the  cove  with 
swift,  strong,  buoyant  steps,  as  if  with  a  purpose,  swinging  his  hat 
in  his  hand  as  he  came ;  and  threw  himself  full  length  on  the 
smooth,  hard,  shining  sand,  and  sighed  a  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction 
as  though  he  knew  himself  within  reach  of  what  he  sought  But 
in  certain  states  of  ecstatic  feeling  a  faculty  is  released  which  takes 
cognizance  of  things  beyond  the  ken  of  our  beclouded  intellects, 
and,  although  in  the  language  of  mind  he  did  not  know,  it  may  be 
that  from  the  region  of  pure  spirit  there  had  come  to  him  a  subtle 
perception,  not  to  be  defined,  which  made  it  more  desirable  to  be 
there  on  that  spot  alone  than  anywhere  else  in  the  world  with  no 
matter  whom. 

He  was  a  young  man  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  slenderly  built, 
with  well-shaped  feet  and  long,  delicate,  nervous  hands.  His  face 
was  shaved  clean  of  the  down  of  his  adolescence,  so  that  his  some- 
what shallow  complexion  looked  smooth  to  effeminacy.  His 
features  were  regular  and  refined,  and  his  fine  brown  curly  hair 
was  a  shade  lighter  in  colour  than  his  skin,  which  produced  a 
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noticeable  effect.  His  pale  china-blue  eyes,  too,  showed  the  same 
peculiarity,  which  Beth,  looking  down  on  him  through  the  fringe 
of  long  rank  grass  in  front  of  her,  remarked  but  uncritically ;  for 
every  inch  of  him  was  a  joy  to  her. 

She  was  passive.  But  the  young  man  soon  grew  restless  on 
his  sandy  couch.  He  changed  his  position  a  dozen  times,  then 
suddenly  got  on  his  knees  and  heaped  up  a  mound  of  sand,  which, 
having  patted  it  and  pressed  it  down  as  hard  as  it  would  set,  he 
began  to  model.  Beth  held  her  breath  and  became  rigid  with  in- 
terest as  she  saw  the  shapeless  mass  gradually  transformed  into 
some  semblance  of  a  human  figure,  conventional  as  an  Egyptian 
statue.  When  the  young  man  had  finished,  he  sat  beside  the 
figure  for  some  time,  looking  fixedly  out  to  sea.  Then  he  turned 
to  his  work  once  more,  and,  after  surveying  it  critically,  he  began 
to  make  alterations,  trying  to  improve  upon  what  he  had  done ; 
but  the  result  did  not  please  him,  and  in  a  fit  of  exasperation  he 
fell  upon  the  figure  and  demolished  it.  This  seemed  such  a 
wanton  outrage  to  Beth  that  she  uttered  a  low  cry  of  remonstrance 
involuntarily  ;  but  the  exclamation  mingled  with  the  murmur  of 
wind  and  wave  and  was  lost  in  it.  The  young  man  looked  dis- 
concerted himself,  and  ashamed,  too,  as  a  child  does  when  it  has 
broken  something  in  a  rage  and  repents ;  and  presently  he  began 
to  heap  the  mound  once  more.  When  it  was  done  he  stretched 
himself  on  the  sand  and  shut  his  eyes,  and  for  a  long  time  Beth 
lay  still,  looking  down  upon  him. 

All  at  once,  however,  the  noise  of  the  water  became  importu- 
nate. She  had  jiot  been  aware  of  it  at  all  since  the  young  man  ap- 
peared ;  but  now  it  came  into  her  consciousness  with  the  distinct- 
ness of  a  sudden  and  unexpected  sound,  and  she  looked  in  that 
direction.  The  last  time  she  had  noticed  the  tide  it  was  far  out ; 
but  now,  where  all  had  been  sand  beyond  the  sheltered  cove  all 
was  water.  The  silver  line  stretched  from  headland  to  headland, 
and  was  still  advancing.  Already  there  was  no  way  to  escape  by 
the  sands,  and  the  cove  itself  would  be  a  bay  in  a  little  while — a 
bay  without  a  boat !  If  he  did  not  wake  and  bestir  himself  the 
callous  waves  would  come  and  cover  him.  Should  she  call  ?  She 
was  shy  of  taking  the  initiative  even  to  save  his  life,  and  hesitated 
a  moment,  and  in  that  moment  there  came  a  crash.  The  treacher- 
ous clay  clifip  crumbled,  and  the  great  mass  of  it  on  which  she  was 
lying  slid  down  bodily  on  to  the  shining  sand.  The  young  man 
started  up,  roused  by  the  rumbling.  Had  he  been  a  few  feet 
nearer  to  the  cliff  he  must  have  been  buried  alive.    He  and  Beth 
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stared  at  each  other  stupidly,  neither  realizing  what  had  happened 
for  the  first  few  minutes.     He  was  the  first  to  recover  himself. 

'*  Are  you  hurt  ? "  he  asked,  with  concern,  going  forward  to 
help  her. 

"  I  don't  know/'  she  answered,  staggering  to  her  feet.  "No,  I 
think  not,"  she  added.  .  "I'm  a  little  shaken.    I'll  sit  down." 

The  sitting  would  have  been  a  tumble  had  he  not  caught  her 
in  his  arms  and  held  her  up.  Beth  felt  deadly  sick  for  an  instant, 
then  she  found  herself  reclining  on  the  sand,  with  the  young  man 
bending  over  her,  looking  anxiously  into  her  face. 

"  You're  faint,"  he  said. 

"  Is  that  faint  ? "  she  answered.  "  What  a  ghastly  sensation  ! 
But  there  is  something  I  want  to  remember."  She  shut  her  eyes, 
then  opened  them,  and  looked  up  at  him  with  a  puzzled  expres- 
sion.    "  It's  very  odd,  I  can't  remember,"  she  complained. 

The  young  man  could  not  help  her.  He  looked  up  at  the  cliff. 
"  What  were  you  doing  up  there  ? "  he  asked. 

"  What  were  you  doing  down  there  ? "  she  rejoined. 

"  I  follo\^ed  you,"  he  answered  simply.  "  I  saw  you  come  this 
way,  then  I  lost  sight  of  you  ;  but  I  thought  you  would  be  some- 
where on  the  sands,  because  the  clifl's  are  private  property." 

"  The  owner  is  an  uncle  of  mine,"  said  Beth.  "  I  come  when 
I  like." 

Then  they  looked  into  each  other's  faces  shyly,  and  looked 
away  again,  smiling  but  confused. 

"Why  did  you  follow  me  ?  "  said  Beth.  "You  did  not  know 
me." 

"No,  but  I  wanted  to,"  he  answered  readily.  "Where  were 
you  ? " 

"  Lying  on  a  shelf  where  that  scar  is  now,  looking  down  on 
you." 

"  Then  you  saw  me  model  that  figure  ? '' 

"  And  the  cliff  fell,"  Beth  put  in  irrelevantly  to  cover  a  blush. 
"  It  often  falls.  We're  always  having  landslips  here.  And  I 
think  we'd  better  move  away  from  it  now,"  she  added,  rising. 
"  People  are  killed  sometimes." 

"  But,  tell  me,"  he  said,  detaining  her.  "  Didn't  you  know  I 
was  following  you  ? " 

Beth  became  embarrassed. 

"  You  did,"  he  persisted  ;  "  and  you  ran  away.  Why  did  you 
run  away  ? " 

"  I  couldn't  help   it,"   Beth  confessed :   then   she  uttered  an 


260  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

exclamation.  "  Look !  Look  !  The  tide  I  What  shall  we 
do?" 

He  turned,  and  saw  their  danger  for  the  first  time. 

"  Our  only  way  of  escape  is  by  the  cliffs,"  Beth  said,  "  unless 
a  boat  comes  by." 

*'  And  the  cliffs  are  perpendicular  just  here,"  he  rejoined,  after 
carefully  surveying  them. 

They  looked  into  each  other's  faces  blankly. 

**  I  can't  swim.     Can  you  ? "  he  asked. 

Beth  shook  her  head. 

*'  What  is  to  be  done  ? "  he  exclaimed. 

**  There  is  nothing  to  be  done,  I  think,"  she  answered,  quietly. 
*'  We  may  see  a  boat ;  but  hardly  anybody  ever  comes  along  the 
cliffs.    We  might  shout,  though." 

They  did  so  until  they  were  hoarse ;  but  there  was  no  re- 
sponse ;  and  the  tide  came  creeping  up  over  the  sand. 

*'  How  calm  it  is ! "  Beth  observed. 

He  looked  at  her  curiously.  *'I  don't  believe  you're  a  bit 
afraid,"  he  said,     "/'m  in  a  desperate  funk." 

"I  don't  believe  we're  going  to  be  drowned,  and  I  always 
know  what's  coming,"  she  answered.  Then  after  a  little  she 
asked  him  his  name. 

"  Alfred,"  he  answered.     "  And  yours  ? " 

^'  Beth— Beth  Caldwell.    Alfred— I  like  Alfred." 

**  I  like  Beth.  It's  queer,  but  I  like  it  all  the  better  for  that. 
It's  like  you." 

*'  Do  you  think  me  queer  ? "  Beth  asked,  prepared  to  resent 
the  imputation. 

"  I  think  you  uncommon,"  he  replied. 

Beth  reflected  for  a  little.  "  What  is  your  full  name  ? "  she 
asked  finally. 

"Alfred  Cayley  Pounce,"  he  replied.  "My  father  gave  me 
the  name  of  Alfred  that  I  might  always  remember  I  was  A  Cay- 
ley Pounce.  But  my  ambition  is  to  be  The  Cayley  Pounce,"  he 
added  with  a  nervous  little  laugh. 

Beth  compressed  her  lips  and  looked  at  the  rising  tide.  The 
next  wave  broke  at  their  feet,  and  both  involuntarily  stepped 
back.  Behind  them  was  the  mass  of  earth  that  had  fallen  from 
the  cliff.  It  had  descended  in  a  solid  wedge  without  scattering. 
Alfred  climbed  on  to  it,  and  helped  Beth  up.  "  We  shall  be  a 
little  higher  here,  at  all  events,"  he  said. 

Beth  looked  along  the  cliff;  the  high- water  mark  was  still 
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above  their  heads.  *'  It's  getting  exciting,  isn't  it  ? "  she  observed. 
''  But  I  don't  feel  nasty.  Having  you  here  makes — makes  a  dif- 
ference, you  know." 

"  If  you  have  to  die  with  me,  how  shall  you  feel  ? "  he  asked. 

"  I  shall  feel  till  my  last  gasp  that  I  would  much  rather  have 
lived  with  you,"  she  answered  emphatically. 

A  wavelet  splashed  up  against  the  clay  on  which  they  were 
standing.  He  turned  to  the  clifiP  and  tore  at  it  in  a  sort  of  exas- 
peration, trying  to  scoop  out  footholes  with  his  hands,  by  which 
they  might  climb  up;  but  the  effort  was  futile,  the  soft  shale 
crumbled  as  he  scooped,  and  there  was  no  hold  to  be  had  on  it. 
His  face  had  grown  gray  in  the  last  few  minutes,  and  his  eyes 
were  strained  and  anxious. 

''  I  wonder  how  you  feel,"  Beth  said.  "  I  think  I  resent  the 
fate  that  threatens  us  more  than  I  fear  it.  If  my  life  must  end 
now,  it  will  be  so  unfinished." 

He  made  no  reply,  and  she  stood  looking  out  to  sea,  thought- 
fully. "It's  Sunday,"  she  observed  at  last.  ''There  won't  be 
many  boats  about  to-day." 

The  water  had  begun  to  creep  up  on  to  their  last  refuge ;  it 
washed  over  her  feet  as  she  spoke,  and  she  shrank  back.  Alfred 
put  his  arm  around  her  protectingly. 

"  Do  you  still  believe  we  shall  not  be  drowned  ? "  he  said. 

"Yes,"  she  answered.  "But,  even  if  we  were,  it  wouldn't  be 
the  end  of  us.  We  have  been  here  in  this  world  before,  you  and 
I,  and  we  shall  come  again." 

"  What  makes  you  think  such  queer  things  ? "  he  asked. 

"I  don't  think  them,"  she  answered.  "I  know  them.  The 
things  I  think  are  generally  all  wrong ;  but  the  things  I  know 
about — that  come  to  me  like  this — are  right  Only  I  can't  com- 
mand them.  One  comes  to  me  now  and  again  like  a  flash,  as 
that  one  did  down  there  just  now  when  I  said  we  should  not  be 
drowned  ;  but  if  I  put  a  question  to  myself  I  can  get  no  answer." 

The  water  had  crept  up  over  their  feet  while  they  were  sx>eak- 
ing.  It  was  coming  in  at  a  great  rate,  but  there  were  no  waves 
to  splasli  them,  only  a  sort  of  gentle  heave  and  ripple  that  brought 
it  on  insensibly,  so  that  it  had  lapped  up  to  the  cliff  behind  them 
before  they  suspected  it.     Beth  shivered  as  it  rose  around  her. 

"  It's  a  good  thing  I  changed  my  dress,"  she  said  suddenly. 
*'  That  summer  silk  would  certainly  have  been  spoiled." 

Alfred  held  her  tight  and  looked  down  into  her  face,  but  said 
nothing. 
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""  I'm  thinking  so  many  things,"  Beth  broke  out  again.  "  I'm 
glad  it's  a  still  day  for  one  thing,  and  not  freezing  cold.  The  cold 
would  have  numbed  us,  and  we  should  have  been  swept  ofiP  our 
feet  if  there  had  been  any  waves.  I  want  to  ask  you  so  many 
things.    Why  did  you  make  that  figure  on  the  sand  ? " 

"  I  want  to  be  a  sculptor,"  he  said,  "  but  my  people  object,  and 
they  won't  let  me  have  the  proper  materials  to  model  in,  so  I 
model  in  anything." 

The  water  was  almost  up  to  Beth's  waist.  She  had  to  turn 
and  cling  to  him  to  keep  her  footing.  She  hid  her  face  on  his 
shoulder,  and  they  stood  so  some  time.  The  water  rose  above 
her  waist.  Alfred  was  head  and  shoulders  taller  than  she  was. 
He  realized  that  she  would  be  covered  first. 
"I  must  hold  her  up  somehow,"  he  muttered. 

Beth  raised  her  head.  "  Alfred,"  she  began,  "  we're  neither  of 
us  cowards,  are  we  ?  You  are  hating  to  die,  I  can  see,  but  you're 
not  going  to  make  an  exhibition  of  yourself  to  the  elements  ;  and 
I'm  hating  it,  too — I'm  horribly  anxious — ^and  the  cold  makes  me 
sob  in  my  breath  as  the  water  comes  up.  It  is  like  dying  by 
inches  from  the  feet  up  ;  but  while  my  head  is  alive  I  defy  death 
to  make  me  whimper." 

"  Do  you  despair,  then  ? ''  he  exclaimed,  as  if  there  had  been 
some  safeguard  in  her  certainty. 

"  I  have  no  knowledge  at  this  moment,"  she  answered.  "  I  am 
in  suspense.  But  that  is  nothing.  The  things  that  have  come  to 
me  like  that  on  a  sudden,  positively  have  always  been  true,  how- 
ever much  I  might  doubt  and  question  beforehand.  I  did  know 
at  that  moment  that  we  should  not  be  drowned,  but  I  don't  know 
it  now.  My  spirit  can't  grasp  the  idea,  though,  of  being  here  in 
this  comfortable  body  talking  to  you  one  moment,  and  the  next 
being  turned  out  of  house  and  home  into  eternity  alone " 

"  Not  alone,"  he  interrupted,  clasping  her  closer.  *'  I'll  hold 
you  tight  through  all  eternity." 

Beth  looked  up  at  him,  and  then  they  kissed  each  other  frank- 
ly, and  forgot  their  danger  for  a  blissful  interval. 

They  were  keeping  their  foothold  with  diflBculty  now.  The 
last  heave  of  the  tide  came  up  to  Beth's  shoulder  and  took  her 
breath  away.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  support  of  the  cliff  behind 
them  they  could  not  have  kept  their  position  many  minutes.  But 
the  cliff  itself  was  a  danger,  for  ihe  sea  was  eating  into  it,  and 
might  bring  down  another  mass  of  it  at  any  moment.  The  agony 
of  death,  the  last  struggle  with  the  water,  had  begun. 
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"  I  hate  it,"  Beth  gasped,  ''  but  I  m  not  afraid." 

The  steady  gentle  heave  of  the  sea  was  like  the  breathing  of  a 
placid  sleeper.  It  rose  round  them  once  more,  up,  up,  over  Beth's 
head.  They  clung  closer  to  each  other  and  to  the  clifiP,  stagger- 
ing and  fighting  for  their  foothold.  Then  it  sank  back  from  them, 
then  slowly  came  again,  rising  in  an  irregular  wavy  line  all  along 
the  face  of  the  cliffs  with  a  sobbing  sound,  as  if  in  its  great  heart 
it  shrank  from  the  cruel  deed  it  was  doing— rose  and  fell,  rose 
and  fell  again. 

Alfred's  face  was  gray  and  distorted.    He  groaned  aloud. 

"  Are  you  suffering  ?  "  Beth  exclaimed.  "  Oh,  I  wish  it  was 
over ! " 

She  had  really  the  more  to  suffer  of  the  two,  for  every  wave 
covered  her ;  but  her  nerve  and  physique  were  better  than  his, 
and  her  will  was  of  iron.  The  only  thing  that  disturbed  her  foi*- 
titude  were  the  signs  of  distress  from  him. 

Gently,  gently  the  water  came  creeping  up  and  up  again.  It 
had  swelled  so  high  the  last  time  that  Beth  was  all  but  gone ; 
and  now  she  held  her  breath,  expecting  for  certain  to  be  over- 
whelmed. But  after  a  pause  it  went  down  once  more  ;  then  rose 
again,  and  again  subsided. 

Alfred  stood  with  shut  eyes  and  clenched  teeth,  blindly  resist- 
ing.    Beth  kept  her  wits  about  her. 

"Alfred  !  "  she  cried  on  a  sudden.  *'  I  was  right !  I  was  not 
deceived  !    Stand  fast !    The  tide  is  on  the" turn." 

He  opened  his  eyes  and  stared  about  him  in  a  bewildered  way. 
His  face  was  haggard  and  drawn  from  the  strain,  his  strength  all 
but  exhausted  ;  he  did  not  seem  to  understand. 

"  Hold  on  !  "  Beth  cried  again.  "  You'll  be  a  big  sculptor  yet. 
The  tide  has  turned.  It's  going  out,  Alfred,  it's  going  out.  It 
washed  an  inch  lower  last  time.  Keep  up !  keep  up !  O  Lord, 
help  me  to  hold  him  !  help  me  to  hold  him !  It's  funny,"  she 
went  on,  changing  with  one  of  her  sudden  strange  transitions, 
from  the  part  of  actor  to  that  of  spectator,  as  it  were,  "  its  funny 
we  neither  of  us  prayed.  People  in  danger  do  as  a  rule,  they  say 
in  the  books ;  but  I  never  even  thought  of  it." 

The  tide  had  come  in  like  a  race  horse,  but  now  it  seemed  to 
crawl  out  like  a  snail ;  and  they  were  both  so  utterly  worn  that 
when  at  last  the  water  was  shallow  enough  they  just  sank  down 
and  sat  in  it,  leaning  against  each  other,  and*  yearning  for  what 
seemed  to  them  the  most  desirable  thing  on  earth  at  that  moment 
—a  dry  spot  on  which  to  stretch  themselves  out  and  go  to  sleep. 
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"  I  know  now  what  exhaustion  is,"  said  Beth,  with  her  head  on 
Alfred's  shoulder. 

"  Do  you  know,  Beth,"  he  rejoined,  with  a  wan  smile.  **YouVe 
been  picking  up  information  ever  since  you  fell  acquainted  with 
me  here.  I  can  count  a  dozen  new  experiences  youVe  men- 
tioned already.  If  you  go  on  like  this  always  you'll  know  every- 
thing in  time." 

**  I  hope  so ! "  Beth  muttered.  " '  Fell  acquainted  with  you ' 
isn't  bad  ;  but  I  wonder  if  tumbled  wouldn't  have  been  better " 

She  dozed  off  uncomfortably  before  she  could  finish  the  sen- 
tence. He  had  settled  himself  with  his  head  against  the  uncer- 
tain cliff  which  beetled  above  them  ominously ;  but  they  were 
both  beyond  thinking  or  caring  about  it.  Vaguely  conscious  of 
each  other  and  of  the  sea  voice  that  gradually  grew  distant  and 
more  distant  as  the  water  went  out  beyond  the  headland,  leaving 
them  high  and  dry  in  the  empty  cove,  they  rested  and  slept  un- 
easily, yet  heavily  enough  to  know  little  of  the  weary  while  they 
had  to  wait  before  they  could  make  their  escape ;  for  it  was  not 
until  the  sun  had  set  and  the  moon  hung  high  above  the  sea  in  a 
sombre  sky  that  at  last  they  were  able  to  go. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

It  was  dark  night  when  Beth  got  back  to  the  little  house  in 
Orchard  Street.  She  had  hoped  to  slip  in  unobserved,  but  her 
mother  was  looking  out  for  her. 

"  Where  have  you  been  ? "  she  demanded  angrily. 

Beth  had  come  in  prepared  to  tell  the  whole  exciting  story, 
but  this  reception  irritated  her,  and  she  answered  her  mother  in 
exactly  the  same  tone.    "  I've  been  at  Fairholm." 

'"  What  have  you  been  doing  there  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  snapped. 

*'  Getting  myself  into  a  mess,  as  any  one  might  see  who  looked 
at  me,"  Beth  rejoined.     "  I  must  go  and  change." 

*'  You  can  go  to  bed,"  said  her  mother. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Beth,  and  went  off  straight  away.. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  would  have  liked  to  have  followed  her  and 
given  her  a  good  beating,  as  in  the  old  days,  had  she  dared.  Her 
harshness,  however,  had  much  the  same  effect  upon  Beth  that  a 
beating  used  to  have ;  it  shut  her  up  in  herself,  and  deprived  her 
of  the  power  to  take  her  mother  into  her  confidence. 
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Harriet  followed  her  to  her  room.  "  Whativer  'ave  you  been 
doing  ? "  she  exclaimed.  "  You're  draggled  from  top  to  toe,  and 
your  Sunday  dress,  too  I " 

" I  got  caught  by  the  tide/'  said  Beth,  "and  I'm  done." 

"  Just  you  get  into  bed,  then,"  said  Harriet,  "  and  I'll  fdtch 
you  up  some  tea  when  she  goes  out.  She's  ofiP  in  a  moment  to 
Lady  Benyon's." 

"  Bless  you,  Harriet ! "  Beth  exclaimed.  **  I  read  in  a  book 
once  that  there  is  no  crime  but  has  some  time  been  a  virtue ;  and 
I'm  sure  it  will  be  a  virtue  to  steal  me  some  tea  on  this  occasion, 
if  it  ever  is." 

"  Oh,  all's  fair  in  love  and  war,"  Harriet  answered  cheerfully, 
as  she  helped  Beth  off  with  her  boots ;  "  and  you  and  yer  ma's  at  . 
war  again,  I  guess." 

"  Seems  like  it,"  Beth  sighed.  "  But  stay,  though.  No,  you 
mustn't  steal  the  tea.  I  promised  Aunt  Victoria.  And  that  re- 
minds me.  There'^  some  still  left  in  her  little  canister.  Here, 
take  it  and  make  it,  and  have  some  yourself  as  a  reward  for  the 
trouble.  Hot  tea  and  toast,  and  you  love  me,  Harriet,  and  to  save 
my  life.    I've  had  nothing  but  salt  water  since  breakfast." 

When  Beth  went  downstairs  next  morning  her  mother  scowled 
at  her.  *'  What  did  you  mean  by  telling  me  you  had  been  at  Fair- 
holm  yesterday  ? "  she  asked. 

*'  I  meant  to  tell  you  where  I  had  been,"  Beth  answered  im- 
pertinently. 

"  I  saw  your  Aunt  Grace  Mary  last  night,  and  she  told  me  she 
had  not  seen  you." 

"  Well,  Aunt  Grace  Mary  is  a  good  size,"  Beth  rejoined,  "  but 
she  doesn't  cover  the  whole  estate." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  flushed  angrily.  "You're  an  ill-conditioned 
girl,  and  will  come  to  a  bad  end,  or  I'm  much  mistaken,"  she 
exclaimed. 

"  With  the  help  of  my  relations,  it's  likely,"  Beth  retorted. 

Her  mother  said  no  more  until  breakfast  was  over,  and  then 
she  ordered  her  peremptorily  to  get  out  her  lessons. 

"  Oh,  lessons !  "  Beth  grumbled.  "  What's  the  use  of  the  kind 
of  lessons  I  do  ?  I'm  none  the  better  for  knowing  that  Henry 
VIII  had  six  wives,  nor  the  happier,  nor  the  richer ;  and  my  wit 
and  wisdom  certainly  don't  increase,  nor  my  manners  improve,  if 
you  speak  the  truth." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  changed  countenance.    If  Beth  rebelled  against 
the  home  teaching,  what  would  happen  about  the  money  that  Jim 
18 
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was  enjoying  ?    Upon  reflection,  her  mother  saw  she  was  making 
a  mistake. 

*'  I  think,"  she  began  in  a  conciliatory  tone,  "  you  are  right, 
perhaps.  You  had  better  not  do  any  lessons  this  morning,  for  I 
am  sure  you  can  not  be  well,  Beth,  or  you  would  never  speak  to 
your  mother  in  such  a  way.** 

"Well,  I'm  sorry,  mamma,"  Beth  rejoined  in  a  mollified  tone. 
"  But  you  know  I  can  not  stand  these  everlasting  naggings  and 
scoldings.  They  make  me  horrid.  I'm  pugnacious  when  I'm 
rubbed  the  wrong  way ;  I  can't  help  it." 

"There,  there,  then!  that  will  do,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  replied. 
"  Run  out  and  amuse  yourself,  or  have  a  rest.  You  take  too  much 
exercise  and  tire  yourself  to  death,  and  then  you  are  so  cross  there 
is  no  speaking  to  you.  Go  away,  like  a  good  child,  and  amuse 
yourself  until  you  feel  better." 

Beth  went  back  to  her  own  room  at  once,  only  too  glad  to 
escape,  and  be  alone.  She  was  not  well.  Every  bone  in  her  body 
ached,  and  her  head  was  thumping  so  she  had  to  lie  down  on 
her  bed  at  last  and  keep  still  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  But  her 
mind  was  active  the  whole  time,  and  it  was  a  happy  day.  She 
expected  nothing,  yet  she  was  pleasurably  satisfied,  perfectly 
content. 

The  next  morning  at  eleven  there  was  service  in  the  church  at 
the  end  of  the  road.  Beth  and  her  mother  had  been  having  the 
usual  morning  misery  at  lessons,  and  both  were  exhausted  when 
the  bell  began  to  ring.  Beth's  countenance  was  set  sullen,  and 
Mrs.  Caldwell's  showed  suppressed  irritation.  The  bell  was  a  re- 
lief to  them. 

"  Can  I  go  to  church  ?  "  Beth  asked. 

Her  mother's  first  impulse  was  to  say  no,  out  of  pure  contrari- 
ness, but  the  chance  of  getting  rid  of  Beth  on  any  honourable  pre- 
text was  too  much  of  a  temptation  even  for  her  to  withstand. 
"  Yes,  if  you  like,"  she  answered  ungraciously,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation ;  "  and  get  some  good  out  of  it  if  you  can,"  she  added 
sarcastically. 

Beth  went  with  honest  intention.  There  was  a  glow  in  her 
chest  which  added  fervency  to  her  devotions,  and  when  Alfred 
entered  from  the  vestry  and  took  his  seat  in  the  chancel  pew,  hap- 
piness tingling  in  every  nerve  suffused  her.  His  first  glance  was 
for  her,  and  Beth  knew  it,  but  bent  her  head.  Her  soul  did  mag- 
nify the  Lord,  however,  and  her  spirit  did  rejoice  in  God  her 
Saviour  with  unlimited  love  and  trust     He  had  saved  them. 
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He  would  hear  them,  he  would  help  them,  he  would  make  them 
both,  both  good  and — great  (great  after  a  pause,  as  being,  perhaps, 
not  a  worthy  aspiration). 

She  did  not  look  at  Alfred  a  second  time,  but  she  sat,  and 
stood,  and  knelt,  all  conscious  of  him,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  serv- 
ice lasted  but  a  moment. 

Directly  it  was  over  she  fled,  taking  the  narrow  path  by  the 
side  of  the  church  to  the  fields,  but  before  she  was  halfway  across 
the  first  field  she  heard  a  quick  step  following  her.  Beth  felt 
she  must  stop  short  or  run ;  she  began  to  run. 

"  Beth,  Beth,  wait  for  me ! "  he  called. 

Beth  stopped  short,  then  turned  to  greet  him  shyly,  but  when 
he  came  close  and  put  his  arm  round  her  she  looked  up,  smil- 
ing. They  gazed  into  each  other's  eyes  a  moment  and  then  kissed 
awkwardly,  like  children. 

"  Were  you  any  the  worse  for  our  adventure  ? "  he  asked. 
*'  I've  been  longing  to  know." 

*'  I  had  a  headache  yesterday,"  said  Beth.    "  How  were  you  ? " 

*' All  stiff  and  aching,"  he  replied,  *'or  I  should  have  been  to 
ask  after  you." 

*'  I'm  glad  you  didn't  come,"  Beth  ejaculated. 

"  Why  ?  I  ought  to  know  your  people,  you  know.  Why  don't 
the  Richardsons  know  them  ? " 

**  Because  we're  poor,"  Beth  answered  bluntly,  "  and  Mr.  Rich- 
ardson neglects  his  poor  parishioners." 

"  All  the  more  reason  that  I  should  call,"  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce 
persisted.  *'  You  are  people  of  good  family,  like  ourselves,  and  old 
Rich  is  a  nobody." 

"  Yes,"  said  Beth,  "  but  my  mother  would  not  let  me  know  you. 

She  and  I  are  always — always We  never  agree,  you  know. 

I  don't  think  we  can  help  it ;  we  certainly  don't  do  it  on  purpose 
— at  least  /don't;  but  there's  something  in  us  that  makes  us  jar 
about  everything.  I  was  going  to  tell  her  all  about  you  on  Sun- 
day night,  but  when  I  got  in  I  couldn't.  She  began  by  being 
angry  because  I  was  late,  without  waiting  to  know  if  I  were  to 
blame,  and  tliat — that  shut  me  up,  and  I  never  told  her,  and  now 
I  don't  think  I  could." 

''  But  what  objection  can  she  have  to  me  ? ".  he  asked  loftily. 
"  I  really  must  make  her  acquaintance." 

"  Not  through  me,  then,"  said  Beth.  "  Do  you  know  the  Ben- 
yons  ? " 

"  No,  I  don't  know  anybody  in  the  neighbourhood  aS  yet.    I'm 
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here  with  old  Rich  to  be  crammed.  My  people  are  trying  to  force 
me  into  the  bar  or  the  Church  or  something,  because  I  want  to  be 
a  sculptor." 

"  Don't  be  forced,"  said  Beth  with  spirit.  *'  Follow  your  own 
bent.    I  mean  to  follow  mine." 

"  I  didn't  know  girls  had  any  bent,"  he  answered  dubiously. 

There  was  a  recoil  in  Beth.  *'  How  is  it  people  never  expect  a 
girl  to  do  anything  ? "  she  exclaimed,  firing  up. 

"  I  don't  see  what  a  girl  can  do,"  he  rejoined,  "  except  marry 
and  look  after  her  husband  and  children." 

*'  That's  all  right  at  the  proper  time,"  Beth  said.  "  But  mean- 
while, and  if  she  doesn't  marry,  is  she  to  do  nothing  ? " 

"  Oh,  there  are  always  lots  of  little  things  a  woman  can  do," 
he  answered  airily. 

"But  supposing  little  things  don't  satisfy  her,  and  she  has 
power  to  follow  some  big  pursuit  ? " 

"  Oh,  well,  in  that  case "  he  began,  somewhat  superciliously. 

"  But  it's  too  rare  to  be  taken  into  account — ^talent  in  women." 

*'  How  do  you  know  ? "  igeth  said.  "  Robbing  women  of  the 
means  to  develop  their  talents  doesn't  prove  they  haven't  any. 
The  best  horseman  in  the  world  could  never  have  ridden  if  he 
hadn't  had  a  horse.  I  certainly  think  a  woman  should  see  to  the 
ordering  of  her  household ;  but  if  she  has  it  in  her  to  do  more 
why  shouldn't  she  ?  I  shall  want  to  do  more,  I  know.  I  shall 
want  to  be  something ;  and  I  shall  never  believe  that  I  can  not  be 
that  something  until  I  have  tried  the  experiment.  If  you  have  it 
in  you  to  be  a  sculptor,  be  a  sculptor.  I  certainly  should,  girl  and 
all  as  I  am.    I  couldn't  help  it." 

"  You're  very  valiant,"  he  said  dryly ;  "  but  you  don't  know 
what  it  is  to  have  your  whole  family  against  you." 

"  Don't  I  ? "  said  Beth,  laughing.  *'  I've  known  that  all  my 
life ;  but  I've  known  something  besides.  I've  known  what  it  is 
to  be  myself.  If  you  know  yourself,  and  yourself  is  a  sculptor, 
you're  bound  to  be  a  sculptor  in  spite  of  your  family." 

He  looked  at  her  admiringly.  "  When  you  talk  like  that,  I 
feel  I  could  be  anything  or  do  anything  that  you  like,  I  love  you 
so,"  he  ventured,  flipping  the  grass  with  his  stick  to  cover  his  boy- 
ish embarrassment.  "I  am  thinking  of  you  always,  all  day 
long." 

"Isn't  it  strange?"  Beth  answered  softly.  "And  only  two 
days  ago  we  had  never  met  I " 

"  But  now  we  shall  never  part,"  he  said.    "  Only  I  don't  want 
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you  to  be  anything,  or  to  care  to  be  anything,  but  just  my 

wife." 

The  word  wife  came  upon  Beth  with  the  shock  of  a  sweet  sur- 
prise. She  had  not  realized  that  she  would  ever  be  asked  to  be 
any  one's  wife  ;  that  seemed  something  reserved  for  the  honom^  of 
beings  above  her,  beautiful  beings  in  books  ;  and  the  hot  flush  of 
joy  that  suffused  her  at  the  word  rendered  her  oblivious  to  the 
condition  attached.  She  looked  up  in  the  young  man's  face  with 
eyes  full  of  love  and  gratitude,  her  transparent  skin  bright  with  a 
delicate  blush,  and  her  lips  just  parted  in  a  smile. 

**You  are  sweet,  Beth!"  he  exclaimed.     "How  sweet  you 

are  I" 

For  the  next  few  weeks  they  saw  each  other  every  day  if  it 
were  only  for  a  few  minutes ;  but  even  when  they  contrived  to 
spend  long  hours  together  it  was  not  enough.  Beth  scarcely  ate 
or  slept  at  that  time ;  the  glow  and  spring  and  flood  of  feeling 
that  coursed  through  her  whole  being  sustained  her. 

"  When  we  are  married  we  shall  always  be  together,"  Alfred 
would  whisper  when  they  had  to  separate ;  and  then  their  eyes 
would  dilate  with  joy  at  the  heavenly  prospect,  each  being  cov- 
ered the  while  with  smiles  and  confusion,  neither  of  which  they 
could  control.  They  made  each  other  no  formal  vows.  It  was 
all  taken  for  granted  between  them.  Now  they  were  engaged ; 
but  when  they  were  old  enough  and  had  an  income  they  were  to 
be  married. 

Alfred  had  given  up  the  idea  of  making  Mrs.  Caldwell's  ac- 
quaintance before  it  was  absolutely  necessary.  For  the  present  it 
delighted  them  to  think  that  their  secret  was  all  their  own  and  no 
one  suspected  it,  except  Dicksie,  the  vicar's  hunchback  son,  whom 
Alfred  had  taken  into  his  confidence.  Dicksie  was  as  old  as  Al- 
fred, but  his  deformity  had  stunted  his  growth,  and  the  young 
lovers,  looking  down  into  his  pathetic  face,  were  filled  with  com- 
passion, and  eagerly  anxious  to  make  atonement  to  him  for  his 
misfortune  by  sharing  as  much  of  their  happiness  with  him  as 
might  be.  They  encouraged  him  to  accompany  them  in  their 
walks  when  he  could,  which  was  a  joy  to  him,  for  he  was  content 
to  live  upon  the  fringe  of  their  romance  unselfishly.  When  they 
separated,  Beth  and  Alfred  kissed  each  other  frankly,  and  then 
Beth  would  stoop  and  kiss  Dicksie  also,  in  pure  affection. 

Neither  of  the  three  troubled  themselves  about  other  people  in 
those  days,  and  they  never  suspected  that  their  own  doings  could 
be  of  consequence  to  anybody.    They  therefore  remained  serenely 
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unaware  of  the  fact  that  the  whole  place  was  talking  about  them, 
their  own  relations  being  the  only  people  who  did  not  know  of 
the  intimacy ;  and,  worse  still,  everybody  objected  to  it  All  the 
forces  of  Nature  combined,  and  the  vast  scheme  of  the  universe 
itself  had  been  ordered  so  as  to  unite  those  two  young  things ; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  the  whole  machinery  of  civilization  was 
set  in  readiness  to  keep  them  apart.  And  the  first  intimation  they 
had  of  this  fact  took  them  by  surprise. 

The  whole  happy  summer  had  passed,  and  autumn  was  with 
them — mellow,  warm,  and  stUl.  The  days  were  shorter  then,  and 
the  young  people  delighted  to  slip  out  at  dusk  and  wander  about 
the  fields— all  three  together.  A  gate  opened  from  the  vicarage 
grounds  into  the  field  path  beside  the  church,  and  there  Alfred 
and  Dicksie  waited  till  Beth  appeared,  and  often  waited  in  vain, 
for  Beth  could  not  always  get  out.  Her  mother  told  Lady  Ben- 
yon  that  Beth  was  tiresome  rather  than  naughty  in  those  days. 
She  seemed  to  have  no  idea  of  time.  She  would  stay  out  so  late 
that  her  mother  became  quite  fidgety  about  her,  not  knowing 
what  had  became  of  her ;  and  when  Beth  came  in  at  last  in  a 
casual  way,  beaming  blandly  at  every  one,  it  was  certainly  pro- 
voking. Beth  thought  her  mother  unreasonable  to  object  to  her 
late  rambles.  She  was  not  giving  her  any  trouble,  and  she  could 
not  understand  why  her  mother  was  not  content  to  let  her  be 
happy  in  her  own  way. 

Beth's  lessons  became  more  perfunctory  than  ever  that  sum- 
mer. Mrs.  Caldwell  salved  her  own  conscience  on  the  subject  by 
arguing  that  it  is  not  wise  to  teach  a  girl  too  much  when  she  is 
growing  so  fast,  and  Lady  Benyon  agreed.  Lady  Benyon  had  no 
patience  with  people  who  overeducate  girls;  with  boys  it  was 
different ;  but  let  a  girl  grow  up  strong  and  healthy,  and  get  her 
married  as  soon  as  possible,  was  what  she  advised.  Had  any  one 
asked  what  was  to  become  of  a  girl  brought  up  for  that  purpose 
solely,  if  no  one  were  found  to  marry  her,  Lady  Benyon  would 
have  disposed  of  the  question  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  She 
laid  down  the  principle,  and  if  it  did  not  act,  somebody  must  be 
to  blame.  The  principle  itself  was  good,  she  was  sure  of  that.  So 
Both  was  kept  without  intellectual  discipline  to  curb  her  senses  at 
this  critical  period,  and  the  consequence  was,  her  energy  took  the 
form  of  sensuous  rather  than  intellectual  pursuits.  Her  time  was 
devoted  not  to  practising,  but  to  playing,  to  poetry,  and  to  dreamy 
musings.  She  wove  words  to  music  at  the  piano  by  the  hour  to- 
gether, lolled  about  in  languorous  attitudes,  was  more  painfully 
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concerned  than  ever  about  her  personal  adornment,  delighted  in 
scents  and  in  luxurious  imaginings,  and  altogether  fed  her  feel- 
ings to  such  excess  that  if  her  moral  nature  were  not  actually 
weakened  it  was  certainly  endangered. 

Fortunately  she  had  an  admirable  companion  in  Alfred.  The 
boy  is  not  naturally  like  a  beast,  unable  to  restrain  his  passions, 
a  bit  more  than  the  girl.  To  men,  as  to  women,  the  power  to  con- 
trol themselves  comes  of  the  determination.  There  are  cases  of 
natural  depravity,  of  course,  but  they  are  not  peculiar  to  either 
sex ;  and  as  the  girl  may  inherit  the  father's  vices,  so  may  the 
boy  have  his  mother  to  thank  for  his  virtues.  Depravity  is  oftener 
acquired  than  inherited.  As  a  rule,  the  girl's  surroundings  safe- 
guard her  from  the  acquisition  ;  but  when  they  do  not  she  be- 
comes as  bad  as  the  boy.  The  boy,  on  the  contrary,  especially  if 
he  is  sent  to  a  public  school,  is  systematically  trained  to  be  vicious. 
He  learns  the  Latin  grammar  from  his  masters,  and  from  the 
habitual  conversation  of  the  other  boys,  the  books  secretly  circu- 
lated by  them,  and  their  traditional  code  of  vice,  he  becomes 
familiarized  with  the  most  hoggish  habits.  He  may  escape  the 
practical  initiation  by  a  miracle  at  the  time ;  but  it  is  from  the 
mind  familiar  with  ideas  of  vice  that  the  vicious  impulse  eventu- 
ally springs,  and  the  seed  of  corruption,  once  sown  in  it,  bears 
fruit  almost  inevitably. 

Alfred  had  escaped  this  contamination  by  being  kept  at  home 
at  a  day  school,  and  when  Beth  knew  him  he  was  as  refined  and 
high-minded  as  he  was  virile  for  his  age ;  and  as  self -restrained  as 
she  was  impetuous.  She  wanted  to  hurry  on  and  shape  their 
lives  ;  but  he  was  content  to  let  things  come  about.  She  lived  in 
the  future,  he  in  the  present,  and  he  was  teaching  her  to  do  the 
same,  which  was  an  excellent  thing  for  her.  Often,  when  she 
was  making  plans,  he  would  check  her  by  saying:  "Aren't  you 
satisfied  ?  I  can't  imagine  myself  happier  than  I  am  at  this 
moment." 

One  thing  neither  of  them  ever  anticipated,  and  that  was  inter- 
ference. They  expected  those  happy  days  to  last  without  inter- 
ruption until  the  happier  ones  came  when  they  should  be  inde- 
pendent and  could  do  as  they  liked. 

"  When  I  am  king,  diddle,  diddle,  you  shall  be  queen,"  Alfred 
used  to  sing  to  Betli,  ''and  Dicksie  shall  be  prime  minister." 

One  nigiit  they  were  out  in  the  fields  together.  Beth  was  sit- 
ting on  a  rail,  with  her  arm  round  Dicksie's  neck,  as  he  stood  on 
one  side  of  her,  Alfred  being  on  the  other,  with  his  arm  round 
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her,  supporting  her.  They  were  talking  about  flowers ;  Alfred 
was  great  on  growing  flowers.  The  vicar  had  given  him  a  piece 
of  the  vicarage  garden  for  his  own,  and  he  was  going  to  build  a 
little  greenhouse  to  keep  Beth  well  supplied  with  bouquets.  They 
were  deeply  engrossed  in  the  subject,  and  the  night  was  exceed- 
ingly dark,  so  that  they  did  not  notice  a  sailor  man  creep  stealthily 
up  the  field  behind  them  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge  and 
crouch  down  near  enough  to  hear  all  that  they  said.  Certainly 
that  sailor  man  was  never  more  at  sea  in  his  life  than  he  was 
while  he  listened  to  their  innocent  prattle. 

Whei^  at  last  Beth  said  it  was  time  to  go  home  and  they 
strolled  away  arm  in  arm,  Alfred  and  Dicksie  discovered  that 
they  were  late,  and  Beth  insisted  on  parting  from  them  at  the 
field  gate  into  the  vicarage  grounds  instead  of  letting  them  see 
her  safe  into  the  street.  When  they  left  her  she  hurried  on  down 
the  path  beside  the  church  alone,  and  she  had  not  taken  many 
steps  before  she  was  suddenly  confronted  by  a  tall,  dark  man, 
who  made  as  if  he  would  not  let  her  pass.  She  stopped,  startled, 
and  then  went  straight  up  to  him  boldly  and  peered  into  his  face. 

"  Is  that  you,  Gard  ? "  she  exclaimed.     "  How  dare  you  I " 

"  How  dare  you  I "  he  rejoined  impudently.  "  I've  had  my  eye 
on  you  for  some  time.  I  saw  you  out  there  just  now  in  the  field. 
I  was  determined  to  know  what  you  were  up  to.  There's  mighty 
little  happens  here  that  I  don't  know." 

**  Oh,"  said  Beth,  "  so  you're  the  town  spy,  are  you  ?  "Well, 
you're  not  going  to  spy  upon  me,  so  I  warn  you,  Mr.  Gard.  The 
next  time  I  come  here  I'll  come  armed,  and  if  I  catch  you  dog- 
ging me  about  again  I'll  shoot  you  as  dead  as  my  father's  pistols 
can  do  it.  And,  as  it  is,  you  shall  pay  for  this,  I  promise  you. 
Just  step  aside  now,  you  cowardly  black  devil,  and  let  me  pass. 
Do  you  think  that  it's  milk  I've  got  in  my  veins  that  you  come 
out  on  a  fool's  errand  to  frighten  me  ? " 

Without  a  word  the  man  stepped  aside,  and  Beth  walked  on 
down  the  path  with  her  head  in  the  air,  and  deliberately  to  let 
him  see  how  little  she  feared  him. 

The  next  morning,  directly  after  breakfast,  she  went  down  to 
the  pier.  Count  Bartahlinsky's  yacht  was  alongside  and  Gard 
was  on  deck.  He  changed  countenance  when  Beth  appeared. 
She  ran  down  the  ladder. 

"  I  want  to  see  your  master,"  she  said. 

*'  He  can't  see  you,  miss.  He's  given  orders  that  he's  not  to  be 
disturbed  for  no  one  whatsoever,"  Gard  answered  with  excess  of 
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deference ;  "  and  it's  as  much  as  my  billet  is  worth  to  go  near 
him  ;  he's  very  much  occupied  this  morning." 

"  Don't  tell  lies,"  said  Beth.    "  I'm  going  to  see  him." 

She  went  forward  to  the  skylight  as  she  spoke  and  called 
down :  "  Below  there,  Count  Gustav  I " 

*'  Hello ! "  a  voice  replied.  *'  Is  that  you,  Beth  ?  You  know 
you're  too  big  to  be  on  the  yacht  now  without  a  chaperon." 

''  Rot ! "  said  Beth. 

"  Don't  be  coarse,  Beth,"  Count  Gustav  remonstrated  from  be- 
low, in  rather  a  precious  tone.  "  You  know  how  I  dislike  hoyden 
English." 

"Well,  then,  nonsense!  if  that's  any  better,"  Beth  rejoined. 
"  You've  got  to  see  me — this  once,  at  all  events,  or  there'll  be  a 
tragedy." 

"Oh,  in  that  case,"  was  the  resigned  reply,  "I'll  come  on 
deck." 

Beth  walked  aft  and  waited  for  him,  enthroned  on  the  bul- 
wark, with  a  coil  of  rope  for  her  footstool. 

When  Count  Gustav  appeared  he  looked  at  her  quizzically. 
"  What  is  the  matter,  Beth  ? "  he  asked.  "  What  are  you  boiling 
with  indignation  about  now  ? " 

"  About  that  man  Gard,"  Beth  replied.  "  What  do  you  think 
he  was  doing  last  night  ?  and  not  for  the  first  time,  by  his  own 
account — spying !  " 

"  Spying  I "  said  Bartahlinsky.     "  Gard,  come  here." 

Gard,  who  had  been  anxiously  watching  them  from  amid- 
ships, approached. 

"  Now,  Beth,  what  do  you  mean  ? "  said  the  count. 

"  I  mean  that  I  was  out  sitting  on  a  rail  in  the  church  fields 
last  night  with  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  and  Dicksie  Richardson, 
talking,  and  this  man  came  and  listened ;  and  then  when  I  left 
them,  he  met  me  on  the  path  beside  the  church  and  spoke  impu- 
dently to  me,  and  would  not  let  me  pass.  I  know  what  you 
thought,"  she  broke  out,  turning  upon  Gard  ;  "  you  thought  I  was 
doing  something  that  I  was  ashamed  of,  and  you'd  find  it  out  and 
have  me  in  your  power.  But  I'll  have  you  know  that  I  do  noth- 
ing I'm  ashamed  of — nothing  I  should  be  ashamed  to  tell  your 
master  about — so  you  may  save  yourself  the  trouble  of  spying 
upon  me,  Black  Gard — as  they  well  call  you." 

Gard  was  about  to  say  something,  but  Count  Gustav  stopped 
him  peremptorily.  "  You  can  go,"  he  said.  "  I'll  hear  what  you 
have  to  say  later." 
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Then  he  sat  down  beside  Beth,  and  talked  to  her  long  and  ear- 
nestly. He  advised  her  to  give  up  her  rambles  with  Alfred  and 
Dicksie,  but  she  assured  him  that  that  was  impossible. 

"  Who  else  have  I  ? "  ^he  asked  pathetically.  "  And  what  am 
I  to  do  with  my  days  if  they  never  come  into  them  again  ? " 

**  You  ought  to  have  been  sent  to  school,  Beth,  long  ago,  and  I 
told  your  mother  so,"  Count  Gustav  answered,  frowning.  "  And, 
by  Jove,  I'll  tell  her  again,"  he  thought,  *'  before  it's  too  late." 

The  encounter  with  Gard  added  excitement  to  the  charm  of 
Beth's  next  meeting  with  the  boys.  It  made  them  all  feel  rather 
important.  They  discussed  it  incessantly,  speculating  as  to  what 
the  man's  object  could  have  been.  Alfred  said  vulgar  curiosity, 
but  Beth  suspected  that  there  was  more  than  that  in  the  manoeu- 
vre, and  when  Dicksie  suggested  acutely  that  Gard  had  intended 
to  blackmail  them,  she  and  Alfred  both  exclaimed  that  that 
was  it  I 

They  had  gone  about  together  all  this  time  in  the  most  open 
way ;  now  they  began  to  talk  about  caution  and  concealment,  like 
the  persecuted  lovers  of  old  romance,  who  had  powerful  enemies, 
and  were  obliged  to  manage  their  meetings  so  that  they  should 
not  be  suspected.  They  decided  not  to  speak  to  each  other  in  pub- 
lic, and  consequently  when  they  met  in  the  street  they  passed 
with  such  an  elaborate  parade  of  ignoring  each  other,  and  yet 
with  such  evident  enjoyment  of  the  position,  that  people  began  to 
wonder  what  on  earth  they  were  up  to.  Disguises  would  have 
delighted  them ;  but  the  fashions  of  the  day  did  not  lend  them- 
selves much  to  disguise,  unfortunately.  There  were  no  masks,  no 
sombreros,  no  cloaks ;  and  all  they  could  think  of  was  false  whis- 
kers for  Alfred;  but  when  he  tried  them,  they  altered  him  so 
effectually  that  Dicksie  said  he  could  not  bear  him  and  Beth 
would  not  kiss  him. 

One  evening  after  dinner,  when  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  reading 
aloud  to  Beth  and  Bemadine,  there  came  a  thundering  knock  at 
the  front  door,  which  startled  them  all.  The  weather  had  been 
bad  all  day,  and  now  the  shutters  were  closed;  the  rain  beat 
against  them  with  a  chilly,  depressing  effect,  inexpressibly 
dreary.  Instead  of  attending  to  the  reading,  Beth  had  been  listen- 
ing to  the  footsteps  of  people  passing  in  the  street,  in  the  forlorn 
hope  that  among  them  she  might  distinguish  Alfred's.  When 
the  knock  came  they  thought  it  was  a  runaway,  but  Harriet 
opened  the  door  all  the  same,  and  presently  returned,  smiling 
archly,  and  holding  aloft  a  beautiful  bouquet. 
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"  What's  that  ? "  said  Mrs.  Caldwell.    "  Give  it  to  me  I " 

Beth's  heart  stood  still. 

There  was  a  card  attached  to  the  flowers,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell 
read  aloud :  "  *  Miss  Caldwell^  with  respectful  compliments,'' 
Who  brought  this,  Harriet  ?  '*  she  asked. 

''  No  one,  ma'am,"  Harriet  replied  ;  "  it  was  'itched  on  till  the 
knocker." 

"  Very  strange,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  muttered  suspiciously.  "  Beth, 
do  you  know  anything  about  it  ?  " 

*'  Is  there  no  name  on  the  card  ?  "  Beth  asked  diplomatically ; 
and  Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  at  the  card  instead  of  into  Beth's  face, 
and  discovered  nothing. 

Raindrops  sparkled  on  the  flowers,  their  fragrance  filled  the 
room,  and  their  colours  and  forms  and  freshness  were  a  joy  to 
behold.    "  How  beautiful  they  are  I  "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

*'  May  I  have  them,  mamma  ? "  Beth  put  in  quickly. 

"  Well,  yes,  I  suppose  you  may,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  decided ;  "  al- 
though I  must  say  I  do  not  understand  their  being  left  in  this  way 
at  all.    Who  could  have  sent  you  flowers  ? " 

*'  There's  the  gardener  at  Fairholm,"  Beth  ventured  to  suggest. 

"Oh,  ah,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Caldwell,  handing  the  flowers  to  Beth 
without  further  demur.  The  gift  appeared  less  lovely,  somehow, 
when  she  began  to  associate  it  with  the  gardener's  respectful 
compliments. 

Beth  took  the  flowers  and  hid  her  burning  face  with  them. 
This  was  her  first  bouquet,  the  most  exquisite  thing  that  had  ever 
happened  to  her.  She  carried  it  off  to  her  room  and  put  it  in 
water,  and  when  she  went  to  bed  she  kept  the  candle  burning 
that  she  might  lie  and  look  at  it. 

The  following  week  a  menagerie  came  to  the  place.  Alfred 
and  Dicksie  went  to  it,  and  their  description  filled  Beth  with  a 
wild  desire  to  see  the  creatures,  especially  the  chimpanzee.  The 
boys  were  quite  ready  to  take  her,  but  how  was  it  to  be  managed  ? 
The  menagerie  was  only  to  be  there  that  one  night  more,  but  it 
would  be  open  late,  and  they  would  be  allowed  to  go  because  ani- 
mals are  improving.  Could  she  get  out,  too  ?  Beth  considered 
intently. 

"  I  can  go  to  bed  early,"  she  said  at  last,  "  and  get  out  by  the 
acting-room  window." 

"  But  suppose  you  are  missed  ? "  Alfred  deprecated. 

*'  Then  I  should  be  found  out,"  said  Beth ;  "  but  you  would 
not." 
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"  How  about  being  recognised  in  the  menagerie,  though  ? "  said 
Dicksie.  *'  You  see  there'll  be  lots  of  people,  and  it's  all  lighted 
up." 

"  I  can  disguise  myself  to  look  like  an  old  woman,"  Beth  re- 
joined, thinking  of  Aunt  Victoria's  auburn  front  and  some  of  her 
old  things. 

"  Oh,  no,  Beth  I "  Alfred  protested.  "  That  would  be  worse 
than  the  whiskers." 

"  Can't  you  come  as  a  boy  ? "  said  Dicksie. 

"I  believe  I  can,"  Beth  exclaimed.  "There's  an  old  suit  of 
Jim's  somewhere  that  would  be  the  very  thing — one  he  grew  out 
of.  I  believe  it's  about  my  size,  and  I  think  I  know  where  it  is. 
What  a  splendid  idea,  Dicksie  I    I  can  cut  my  hair  off." 

**  Oh,  no  I    Your  pretty  hair  I "  Alfred  exclaimed. 

"  Is  it  pretty  ? "  said  Beth,  surprised  and  pleased. 

"  Is  it  pretty  I  "  he  ejaculated,  lifting  it  with  both  hands  and 
bathing  his  face  in  it ;  "  the  brightest,  brownest,  curliest,  softest, 
sweetest  hair  on  earth !  Turn  it  up  under  your  cap.  These  little 
curls  on  your  neck  will  look  like  short  hair." 

They  were  all  so  delighted  with  this  romantic  plan  that  they 
danced  about  and  hugged  each  other  promiscuously.  But  this 
last  piece  of  cleverness  was  their  undoing,  for  Beth  was  promptly 
recognised  at  the  menagerie  by  some  one  with  a  sense  of  humour, 
who  told  Lady  Benyon,.  who  told  Mrs.  Caldwell. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  came  hurrying  home  from  Lady  Benyon's  a 
few  nights  later  with  the  queerest  expression  of  countenance  Beth 
had  ever  seen ;  it  was  something  between  laughing  and  crying. 

"  Beth,"  she  began  in  an  agitated  manner,  *'  I  am  told  that  you 
went  with  two  of  Mr.  Richardson's  sons  to  the  menagerie  on 
Tuesday  night,  dressed  as  a  boy." 

"  One  of  his  sons,"  said  Beth,  correcting  her ;  "  the  other  boy 
was  his  pupil " 

"  And  you  were  walking  about  looking  at  the  animals  in  that 
public  place  with  your  arm  round  the  girl  from  the  shoe  shop " 

Beth  burst  out  laughing.  "  All  the  boys  had  their  aiHiis  round 
girls,"  she  explained.     '*  I  couldn't  be  singular." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  dropped  into  a  chair  and  sat  gazing  at  Beth  as 
if  she  had  never  seen  anything  like  her  before,  as  indeed  she 
never  had. 

"  Who  is  this  pupil  of  Mr.  Richardson's  ? "  she  asked  at  last, 
and  how  did  you  make  his  acquaintance  ? " 

"  His  name  is  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce,"  Beth  answered.     "  We 
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were  caught  by  the  tide  and  nearly  drowned  together  on  the 
sands,  and  I've  known  him  ever  since." 

'*  And  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  have  been  meeting  this 
young  man  in  a  clandestine  manner — that  you  hadn't  the  proper 
pride  to  refuse  to  associate  with  him  unless  he  were  known  to 
your  family  and  you  could  meet  him  as  an  equal  ? " 

"  He  did  wish  to  make  your  acquaintance,  but  I  wouldn't  let 
him,"  Beth  said. 

"  Why? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  asked  in  amazement. 

"  Oh — because  I  was  afraid  you  would  be  horrid  to  him,"  Beth 
answered. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  was  thunderstruck.  The  whole  affair  had  over- " 
whelmed  her  as  a  calamity  which  could  not  be  met  by  any  ordi- 
nary means.  Scolding  was  out  of  the  question,  for  she  was  not  able 
to  utter  another  word,  but  just  sat  there  with  such  a  miserable 
face  she  might  have  been  the  culprit  herself,  especially  as  she 
ended  by  bursting  into  tears. 

Beth's  heart  smote  her,  and  she  watched  her  mother  for  some 
time,  yearning  to  say  something  to  comfott  her. 

"  I  don't  think  you  need  be  so  distressed,  mamma,"  she  ven- 
tured at  last.  "  What  have  I  done,  after  all  ?  I've  committed  no 
crime." 

"You've  done  just  about  as  bad  a  thing  as  you  could  do," 
Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined.  "You've  made  the  whole  place  talk 
about  you.  You  must  have  known  you  were  doing  wrong.  But 
I  think  you  can  have  no  conscience  at  all." 

"  I  think  I  have  a  conscience,  only  it  doesn't  always  act,"  Beth 
answered  disconsolately.  "Very  often  when  I  am  doing  a 
wrong  thing  it  doesn't  accuse  me ;  when  it  does,  I  stop  and  re- 
pent." 

She  was  sitting  beside  the  dining  table,  balancing  a  pencil  on 
her  finger  as  she  spoke. 

"Look  at  you  now,  Beth,"  her  mother  ejaculated,  "utterly 
callous ! " 

Beth  sighed  and  put  the  pencil  down.    She  despaired  of  ever' 
making  her  mother  understand  anything,  and  determined  not  to 
try  again. 

"  Beth,  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with  you,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  re- 
commenced after  a  long  silence.  "  I've  been  warned  again  and 
again  that  I  should  have  trouble  with  you,  and  Heaven  knows  I 
have.  You've  done  a  monstrous  thing,  and  instead  of  being  ter- 
rified when  you're  found  out,  you  sit  there  coolly  discussing  it,  as 
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if  you  were  a  grown-up  person.  And  then  you're  so  queer.  You 
ought  to  be  a  child,  but  you're  not.  Lady  Benyon  likes  you,  but 
even  she  says  youVe  not  a  child,  and  never  were.  You  say  things 
no  sane  child  would  ever  think  of,  and  very  few  grown-up  people. 
You  are  not  like  other  people,  there's  no  denying  it." 

Beth's  eyes  filled  with  tears.  To  be  thought  unlike  other 
people  was  the  one  thing  that  made  her  quail. 

"  Well,  mamma,  what  am  I  to  do  ? "  she  said.  "  I  hate  to  vex 
you,  goodness  knows,  but  I  must  be  doing  something.  The  days 
are  long  and  dreary."  She  wiped  her  eyes.  "When  people 
warned  you  that  you  would  have  trouble  with  me  they  always 
said  unless  you  sent  me  to  school." 

Mrs.  Caldwell  rocked  herself  on  her  chair  forlornly.  "  School 
would  do  you  no  good,"  she  declared  at  last.  "  No,  Beth,  you  are 
my  cross,  and  I  must  bear  you.  If  I  forgive  you  again  this  time, 
will  you  be  a  better  girl  in  future  ? " 

"  I  don't  believe  it's  my  fault  that  I  ever  annoy  you,"  Beth 
answered  dryly. 

*'  Whose  fault  is  it,  then  ? "  her  mother  demanded. 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  began  to  balance  the  pencil 
on  her  fingers  once  more. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  got  up  and  stood  looking  at  her  for  a  little,  with 
a  gathering  expression  of  dislike  on  her  face  which  it  was  not 
good  to  see  ;  then  she  went  toward  the  door. 

"  You  are  incorrigible,"  she  ejaculated  as  she  opened  it,  mak- 
ing the  remark  to  cover  her  retreat. 

Beth  sighed  heavily,  then  resolved  herself  into  a  Christian 
martyr  cruelly  misjudged ;  an  idea  which  she  pursued  with  much 
satisfaction  to  herself  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

In  consequence  of  that  conversation  with,  her  mother,  when 
the  evening  came  her  conscience  accused  her,  and  she  made  no 
attempt  to  go  out.  She  was  to  meet  Alfred  and  Dicksie  on  Satur- 
day, their  next  half  holiday,  and  she  would  wait  till  then.  That 
was  Wednesday. 

During  the  interval,  however,  a  strange  chill  came  over  her 
feelings.  The  thought  of  Alfred  was  as  incessant  as  ever,  but  it 
came  without  the  glow  of  delight ;  something  was  wrong. 

They  were  to  meet  on  the  rocks  behind  the  far  pier  at  low 
water  on  Saturday.  Few  people  came  to  the  far  pier,  and  when 
they  did,  it  was  seldom  that  they  looked  over,  and  they  could  not 
have  seen  much  if  they  had,  for  the  rocks  were  brown  with  sea- 
weed, and  dark  figures  wandering  about  on  them  became  indis- 
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tinguishable.  Beth  went  long  before  the  time.  It  was  a  beauti- 
ful still  gray  day,  such  as  she  loved ;  and  she  longed  to  be  alone 
with  the  sea.  The  tide  was  going  out,  and  she  had  a  fancy  for 
following  it  from  rock  to  rock  as  it  went.  Some  of  the  bigger 
rocks  were  flat-topped  islands,  separated  from  the  last  halting 
place  of  the  tide  by  narrow  straits,  across  which  she  sprang  ,•  and 
on  these  she  would  lie  her  length,  peering  down  into  the  clear 
depths  on  the  farther  side,  where  the  healthy,  happy  sea  creatures 
disported  themselves,  and  seaweeds  of  wondrous  colours  waved  in 
fantastic  forms.  The  water  lapped  up,  and  up,  and  up  the  rock, 
rising  with  a  sobbing  sound,  and  bringing  fresh  airs  with  it  that 
fanned  her  face  and  caused  her  to  draw  in  her  breath  involunta- 
rily and  inhale  long,  deep  draughts  with  delight.  As  the  water 
went  out,  bright  runnels  were  left  where  rivers  had  been,  and 
miniature  bays  became  sheltered  coves,  paved  with  polished  peb- 
bles or  purple  mussels,  and  every  little  sandy  space  was  ribbed 
with  solid  waves  where  the  busy  lobworms  soon  began  to  send 
up  their  ropy  castings.  Beyond  the  break  of  the  water. the  silver 
sea  sloped  up  to  the  horizon,  and  on  it,  rocking  gently,  far  out,  a 
few  cobles  were  scattered,  with  rich  red  sails  all  set  ready,  wait- 
ing for  a  breeze.  It  was  an  exquisite  scene,  remote  from  all  wail 
of  human  feeling,  and  strangely  tranquillizing.  Gradually  it 
gained  upon  Beth.  Her  bosom  heaved  with  the  heaving  water 
rhythmically,  and  she  lost  herself  in  contemplation  of  sea  and 
sky  scape.  Before  she  had  been  many  minutes  prone  upon  the 
farthest  rock,  the  vision  and  the  dream  were  upon  her.  That 
other  self  of  hers  unfurled  its  wings  and  she  floated  off,  revelling 
in  an  ecstasy  of  gentle  motion.  Beyond  the  sea  line  were  palaces 
with  terraced  gardens,  white  palaces  against  which  grass  and 
trees  showed  glossy  green ;  and  there  she  wandered  among  the 
flowers  and  waited.  She  was  waiting  for  something  that  did  not 
happen,  for  some  one  who  did  not  come. 

Suddenly  she  sat  up  on  her  rock.  The  sun  was  sinking  behind 
her,  the  silver  sea  shone  iridescent,  the  tide  had  turned.  But 
where  were  the  boys  ?  She  looked  about  her.  Out  on  the  sands 
beyond  the  rocks  on  her  right  a  man  was  wading  in  the  water 
with  a  net,  shrimping.  Close  at  hand  another  was  gathering 
mussels  for  bait,  and  a  gentleman  was  walking  toward  her  over 
the  slippery  rocks,  balancing  himself  as  though  he  found  it  difii- 
cult  to  keep  his  feet ;  but  these  were  the  only  people  in  sight. 
The  gentleman  was  a  stranger.  He  wore  a  dark-blue  suit,  with  a 
^hirt  of  wonderful  whiteness,  and  Beth  could  not  help  noticing 
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how  altogether  well  dressed  he  was — too  well  dressed  for  climbing 
on  the  rocks.  She  noticed  his  dress  particularly,  because  well- 
dressed  men  were  rare  in  Rainharbour.  He  was  tall,  with  glossy 
black  hair,  inclining  to  curl,  slight  whiskers  and  mustache,  blue 
eyes,  and  a  bright  complexion.  A  woman  with  as  much  colour 
would  have  been  accused  of  painting;  in  him  it  gave  to  some 
people  the  idea  of  superabundant  health,  to  others  it  suggested  a 
phthisical  tendency.  Beth  looked  at  him  as  he  approached,  as 
she  looked  at  everybody  and  everything,  with  interest ;  nothing 
escaped  her;  but  he  made  no  great  impression  upon  her.  She 
thought  of  him  principally  as  a  man  with  a  watch ;  and  when  he 
was  near  enough  she  asked  him  what  time  it  was.  He  told  her, 
looking  hard  at  her,  and  smiling  pleasantly  as  he  returned  his 
watch  to  his  pocket.  She  noticed  that  his  teeth  were  good,  but 
too  far  apart,  a  defect  which  struck  her  as  unpleasant. 

"  Why,  it  is  quite  late !  '*  she  exclaimed,  forgetting  to  thank 
him  in  her  surprise. 

**  Are  you  all  alone  here  ? "  he  asked. 

"  I  was  waiting  for  some  friends,"  she  answered,  "  but  they 
have  not  come.    They  must  have  been  detained." 

She  began  to  walk  back  as  she  spoke,  and  the  gentleman  turned, 
too,  perforce,  for  the  tide  was  close  upon  them. 

"  Let  me  help  you,"  he  said,  holding  out  his  hand,  which  was 
noticeably  white  and  well-shaped;  "the  rocks  are  rough  and 
slippery." 

*'I  can  manage,  thank  you,"  Beth  answered.  "I  am  accus- 
tomed to  them." 

Beth  involuntarily  resolved  herself  into  a  young  lady  the  mo- 
ment she  addressed  this  man,  and  spoke  now  with  the  self-posses- 
sion of  one  accustomed  to  courtesies.  Even  at  that  age  her  soft 
cultivated  voice  and  easy  assurance  of  manner,  and,  above  all,  her 
laugh,  which  was  not  the  silvery  laugh  of  fiction,  but  the  sound- 
less laugh  of  good  society,  marked  the  class  to  which  she  belonged ; 
and,  as  he  stumbled  along  beside  her,  her  new  acquaintance  won- 
dered how  it  happened  that  she  was  at  once  so  well-bred  and  so 
shabbily  dressed.    He  began  to  question  her  guardedly. 

"  Do  you  know  Eainharbour  well  ? "  he  asked. 

*'  I  live  here,"  Beth  answered. 

"  Then  I  suppose  you  know  every  one  in  the  place,"  he  pur- 
sued. 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  rejoined.  "  I  know  very  fe^y  people,  except  my 
own,  of  course." 
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"Which  is  considered  the  principal  family  here  ?"  he  asked. 

"  The  Benyon  family  is  the  biggest  and  the  wickedest,  I  should 
think,"  she  answered  casually. 

"  But  I  meant  the  most  important,"  he  explained,  smiling. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said.  "  Uncle  James  Patten  thinks  that 
next  to  himself  the  Benyons  are.  He  married  one  of  them.  He's 
an  awful  snob." 

"  And  what  is  his  position  ? " 

"I  don't  know;  he's  a^ landowner.  That's  his  estate  over 
there,"  and  she  nodded  toward  Fairholm. 

"  Indeed  I    How  far  does  it  extend  ? " 

"From  the  sea  right  up  to  the  hills  there  and  a  little  way 
beyond." 

They  had  left  the  rocks  by  this  time  and  were  toiling  up  the 
steep  road  into  the  town.  When  they  reached  the  top  Beth  ex- 
claimed abruptly,  "  I  am  late ;  I  must  fly,"  and,  leaving  her  com- 
panion without  further  ceremony,  turned  down  a  side  street  and 
ran  home. 

When  she  got  in  she  wondered  what  had  become  of  Alfred 
and  Dicksie,  and  she  was  conscious  of  a  curious  sort  of  suspense, 
which  did  not  amount  to  anxiety,  however.  It  was  as  if  she  were 
waiting  and  listening  for  something  she  expected  to  hear  which 
would  explain  in  words  what  she  held  already,  inarticulate,  in 
some  secret  recess  of  her  being,  held  in  suspense  and  felt,  but  had 
not  yet  apprehended  in  the  region  of  thought.  There  are  people 
who  collect  and  hold  in  themselves  some  knowledge  of  contem- 
porary events  as  the  air  collects  and  holds  moisture.  It  may  be 
that  we  all  do,  but  only  one  here  and  there  becomes  aware 
of  the  fact.  As  the  impalpable  moisture  in  the  air  changes 
into  palpable  rain  under  certain  atmospheric  conditions,  so  does 
this  vague  cognizance  become  a  comprehensible  revelation  by 
being  resolved  into  a  shower  of  words  on  occasion  by  some  pro- 
cess psychically  analogous  to  the  condensation  of  moisture  in 
the  air.  It  is  a  natural  phenomenon  known  to  babes  like  Beth, 
but  ill  observed  and  not  at  all  explained  because  man  has 
gone  such  a  little  way  beyond  the  bogey  of  the  supernatural 
in  psychical  matters  that  he  is  still  befogged,  and  makes  up  opin- 
ions on  the  subject  like  a  divine  when  miracles  are  in  question 
instead  of  searching  for  information  like  an  honest  philospher 
whose  glory  it  is  not  to  prove  himself  right,  but  to  discover  the 
truth. 

Beth  did  not  sleep  much  that  night.    She  recalled  the  sigh  and 
19 
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sob  and  freshness  of  the  sea,  and  caught  her  breath  again  as  if  the 
cool  water  were  still  washing  up,  and  up,  and  up  toward  her.  She 
saw  the  silver  surface,  too,  stretching  on  to  those  shining  palaces, 
where  grass  and  tree  showed  vivid  green  against  white  walls,  and 
flowers  stood  still  on  airless  terraces  shedding  strange  perfume ; 
and  she  also  saw  her  new  acquaintance  coming  toward  her,  bal- 
ancing himself  on  the  slippery  wrack-grown  rocks  in  boots  and 
things  that  were  much  too  good  for  the  purpose ;  but  Alfred  and 
Dicksie  never  appeared,  and  were  not  to  be  found  of  her  imagina- 
tion.   They  were  nowhere. 

She  expected  to  see  them  in  church  next  day,  at  least  so  she 
assured  herself,  and  then  was  surprised  to  find  that  there  was  no 
sort  of  certainty  in  herself  behind  the  assurance,  although  they 
had  always  hitherto  been  in  church.  "Something  is  different 
somehow,"  she  thought,  and  the  phrase  became  a  kind  of  accom- 
paniment to  all  her  thoughts. 

Dicksie  was  the  first  person  she  saw  when  she  entered  the 
church,  but  Alfred  was  not  there,  and  he  did  not  come.  She  went 
up  the  field  path  after  the  service  and  waited  about  for  Dicksie. 
When  Alfred  was  detained  himself  Dicksie  usually  came  to  ex- 
plain ;  but  that  day  he  did  not  appear  and  they  were  neither  of 
them  at  the  evening  service.  Beth  could  not  understand  it,  but 
she  was  more  puzzled  than  perturbed. 

She  was  reading  French  to  her  mother  next  morning  by  way 
of  a  lesson  when  they  both  happened  to  look  up  and  see  Mrs. 
Richardson,  the  vicar's  worn-out  wife,  passing  the  window.  The 
next  moment  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door. 

"  Can  she  be  coming  here  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed. 

"  What  should  she  come  here  for  ? "  Beth  rejoined,  her  heart 
palpitating. 

"  Oh,  dear,  oh,  dear,  this  is  just  what  I  expected ! "  Mi-s.  Caldwell 
declared;  "and  if  only  she  had  come  last  week  I  should  have 
known  nothing  about  it." 

"  You  don't  know  much  as  it  is,"  Beth  observed,  without,  how- 
ever, seeing  why  that  should  make  any  difference. 

The  next  moment  the  vicar's  wife  was  ushered  in  with  a  wink 
by  Harriet.  Mrs.  Caldwell  and  Beth  both  rose  to  receive  her 
haughtily.  She  had  entered  with  assurance,  but  that  left  her  the 
moment  she  faced  them,  and  she  became  exceedingly  nervous. 
She  was  surprised  at  the  ease  and  grace  of  these  shabbily  dressed 
ladies  and  the  refinement  of  their  surroundings — the  design  of 
the  furniture,  the  colour  of  curtains  and  carpet,  the  china,  the 
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books,  the  pictures — all  of  which  bespoke  tastes  and  habits  not 
common  in  the  parish. 

"  I  must  apologize  for  this  intrusion,"  she  began  nervously. 
"I  have  a  most  unpleasant  task  to  perform.  My  husband  re- 
quested me  to  come." 

"  Why  didn't  he  come  himself  ? "  Beth  asked  blandly.  "  Why 
does  he  make  you  do  the  disagreeable  part  of  his  duties  ? " 

The  vicar's  wife  raised  her  meek  eyes  and  gazed  at  Beth.  She 
had  not  anticipated  this  sort  of  reception  from  poor  parishioners, 
and  was  completely  nonplussed.  She  was  startled,  too,  by  Beth's 
last  question,  for  she  belonged  to  the  days  of  brave  unhonoured 
endurance,  when  women,  meekly  allowing  themselves  to  be 
classed  with  children  and  idiots,  exacted  no  respect  and  received 
none,  no  woman,  decent  or  otherwise,  being  safe  from  insult  in 
the  public  streets ;  when  they  were  expected  to  do  difficult  and 
dirty  work  for  their  husbands,  such  as  canvassing  at  elections, 
without  acknowledgment,  their  wit  and  capacity  being  traded 
upon  without  scruple  to  obtain  from  men  the  votes  which  they 
were  not  deemed  wise  and  worthy  enough  to  have  themselves ; 
the  days  when  they  gave  all  and  received  nothing  in  return,  save 
doles  of  bread  and  contempt,  varied  by  such  caresses  as  a  good 
dog  gets  when  his  master  is  in  the  mood.  That  was  the  day  be- 
fore woman- began  to  question  the  wisdom  and  goodness  of  man, 
his  justice  and  generosity,  his  right  to  make  a  virtue  of  wallow- 
ing when  he  chose  to  wallow,  and  his  disinterestedness  and  dis- 
cretion when  he  also  arrogated  to  himself  the  power  to  order  all 
things.  Mrs.  Richardson  had  no  more  thought  of  questioning  the 
beauty  of  her  husband's  decision  than  she  had  thought  of  question- 
ing the  logic  and  mercy  of  her  God,  and  this  first  flash  of  the  new 
spirit  of  inquiry  from  Beth's  bright  wit  came  upon  her  with  a 
shock  at  first — one  of  those  shocks  to  the  mind  which  is  as  the 
strength  of  wine  to  the  exhausted  body,  that  checks  the  breath  a 
moment,  then  rouses  and  stimulates. 

"  May  I  sit  down  ? "  she  gasped,  then  dropped  into  a  chair. 
"  He  might  have  come  himself,  to  be  sure,"  she  muttered.  "  I 
have  more  than  enough  to  do  that  is  disagreeable  In  my  own 
womanly  sphere  without  being  required  to  meddle  in  parish 
matters." 

Yet  when  her  husband  had  said  to  her,  '*  It  is  a  very  disagreeable 
business,  indeed  this ;  I  think  I'U  get  you  to  go ;  you'll  manage 
it  with  so  much  more  tact  than  a  man,"  the  poor  lady,  unaccus- 
tomed to  compliments,  was  gratified.    Now,  however,  thanks  to 
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Beth,  she  had  been  nearer  to  making  an  acute  observation  than 
she  had  ever  been  in  her  life  before ;  she  all  but  perceived  that 
the  woman's  sphere  is  never  home  exclusively  when  man  can 
make  use  of  her  for  his  own  purposes  elsewhere.  The  sphere  is 
the  stable  he  ties  her  up  in  when  he  does  not  want  her,  and  takes 
her  from  again  to  drag  him  along  out  of  a  difficulty  or  up  to  some 
distinction,  just  as  it  suits  himself. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  and  Beth  waited  for  Mrs.  Richardson  to  commit 
herself,  but  gave  her  no  further  help. 

"  The  truth  is,"  she  recommenced  desperately,  "  we  have  lost  an 
excellent  pupil.  His  people  have  been  informed  that  he  was  car- 
rying on  an  intrigue  with  a  girl  in  this  place,  and  have  taken  him 
away  at  a  moment's  notice." 

"  And  what  has  that  to  do  with  us  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  asked 
politely. 

"  The  girl  is  said  to  be  your  daughter." 

*'  This  is  my  eldest  daughter  at  home,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered. 
*'  She  is  not  yet  fourteen." 

"  But  she's  a  very  big  girl,"  Mrs.  Richardson  faltered. 

"  Who  is  this  person,  this  pupil,  you  allude  to  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell 
asked  superciliously. 

**  He  is  the  son  of  wealthy  Nottingham  people." 

*'  Ah !    Lace  manufacturers,  I  suppose,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  rejoined. 

"  Yes,"  Mrs.  Richardson  acknowledged  with  reluctance.  She 
associated,  as  she  was  expected  to  do,  with  gentlemen  who  de- 
bauched themselves  freely,  but  would  have  scorned  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  shopman  of  saintly  life. 

"  Then  certainly  not  a  proper  acquaintance  for  my  daughter," 
Mrs.  Caldwell  decided,  with  the  manner  of  a  county  lady  speak- 
ing to  a  person  whom  she  knows  to  be  nobody  by  birth.  "  Beth, 
will  you  be  good  enough  to  tell  us  what  you  know  of  this 
youth  ? " 

"  I  was  caught  by  the  tide  on  the  sands  one  day,  and  he  was 
there,  and  helped  me ;  and  I  always  spoke  to  him  afterward.  I 
thought  I  ought  for  politeness'  sake,"  Beth  answered  easily. 

*'  May  I  ask  how  that  strikes  you  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell,  turning  to 
Mrs.  Richardson,  requested  to  know,  but  did  not  wait  for  a  reply. 
''  It  strikes  me,"  she  proceeded,  ''  that  your  husband's  parish  must 
be  in  an  appalling  state  of  neglect  and  disorder  when  slander  is  so 
rife  that  he  loses  a  good  pupil  because  an  act  of  common  polite- 
ness, a  service  rendered  by  a  youth  on  the  one  hand  and  ac- 
knowledged by  a  young  lady  on  the  other,  is  described  as  an  in- 
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trigue.  But  I  still  fail  to  see,"  she  pursued,  haughtily,  "  why  you 
should  have  come  to  spread  this  scandal  here  in  my  house." 

*'  Oh,"  the  little  woman  faltered,  "  I  was  to  ask  if  there  had 
been  any — any  presents.  But,"  she  added  hastily,  to  save  her- 
self from  the  wrath  which  she  saw  gathering  on  Mrs.  Caldwell's 
face,  "  I  am  sure  there  were  not.  I'm  sure  you  would  never  bring 
a  breach-of -promise  case.  I'm  sure  it  has  all  been  a  dreadful  mis- 
take. If  Mr.  Kichardson  wants  anything  of  this  kind  done  in 
future,  he  must  do  it  himself.    I  apologize." 

She  uttered  the  last  word  with  a  gasp. 

*'  Let  me  show  you  out,"  said  Beth,  and  the  discomfited  lady 
found  herself  ushered  into  the  street  without  further  ceremony. 

When  Beth  returned  she  found  her  mother  smiling  blandly 
at  the  result  of  her  diplomacy.  It  was  probably  the  first  effort  of 
the  kind  the  poor'  lady  had  ever  made,  and  she  was  so  elated  by 
her  success  that  she  took  Beth  into  her  confidence  and  forgave 
her  outright  in  order  to  hobnob  with  her  on  the  subject 

"  I  think  I  fenced  with  her  pretty  well,"  she  said  several  times. 
"  A  woman  of  her  class,  a  country  attorney's  daughter  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind,  is  no  match  for  a  woman  of  mine.  I  hope, 
Beth,  this  will  be  a  lesson  to  you,  and  will  teach  you  to  appreciate 
the  superior  tact  and  discretion  of  the  upper  classes." 

Beth  could  not  find  it  in  her  heart  to  sav  a  word  to  check  her 
mother's  jubilation ;  besides,  she  had  played  up  to  her,  answer- 
ing to  expectation,  as  she  was  apt  to  do,  with  fatal  versatility. 
But  she  did  not  feel  that  they  had  come  out  of  the  business  well. 
It  was  as  if  their  honesty  had  been  bedraggled  somehow,  and  she 
could  not  respect  her  mother  for  her  triumph ;  on  the  contrary, 
she  pitied  her.  That  kind  of  diplomacy  or  tact,  the  means  by 
which  i)eople  who  have  had  every  advantage  impose  upon  those 
who  have  had  no  advantages  to  §peak  of,  did  not  appeal  to  Beth 
as  pleasant,  even  at  fourteen. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  put  her  work  away  at  once,  and  hurried  off  to 
describe  the  encounter  to  Lady  Benyon. 

"  They  had  not  heard  of  the  menagerie  affair,  I  suppose,"  the 
old  lady  observed,  twinkling.  "  Thanks  to  yourself,  I  think  you 
may  consider  Miss  Beth  is  well  out  of  that  scrape.  But  take  my 
advice.  Get  that  girl  married  the  first  chance  you  have.  /  know 
girls,  and  she's  one  of  the  marrying  kind.  Once  she's  married, 
let  her  mutiny,  or  do  anything  she  likes.  You'll  be  shut  of  the 
responsibility." 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

From  that  time  forward  it  was  as  if  Alfred  had  vanished  into 
space.  Whether  he  ever  attempted  to  communicate  with  her, 
Beth  could  not  tell ;  but  she  received  no  letter  or  message.  She 
expected  to  hear  from  him  through  Dicksie,  but  it  soon  became 
apparent  that  Dicksie  had  deserted  her.  He  came  to  none  of 
their  old  haunts,  and  never  looked  her  way  in  church  or  in  the 
street  when  they  met.  She  was  ashamed  to  believe  it  of  him  at 
first,  lest  some  defect  in  her  own  nature  should  have  given  rise  to 
the  horrid  suspicion ;  but  when  she  could  no  longer  doubt  it  she 
shrugged  her  shoulders  as  at  something  contemptible,  and  dis- 
missed him  from  her  mind.  About  Alfred  she  could  not  be  sure. 
He  might  have  sent  letters  and  messages  that  never  reached  her, 
and  therefore  she  would  not  blame  him ;  but  as  the  thought  of 
him  became  an  ache,  she  resolutely  set  it  aside,  so  that  in  a  very 
short  time  in  that  part  of  her  where  his  image  had  been  there 
was  a  blank.  Thus  the  whole  incident  ended  like  a  light  extin- 
guished, as  Beth  acknowledged  to  herself  at  last.  "  It  is  curious, 
though,"  she  thought ;  "  but  I  certainly  knew  it  in  myself  all 
along  from  the  moment  the  change  came,  if  only  I  could  have 
got  at  the  Tcnoioledgey 

As  a  direct  result  of  her  separation  from  Alfred,  Beth  entered 
upon  a  bad  phase.  The  simple  satisfaction  of  her  heart  in  his 
company  had  kept  her  sane  and  healthy.  With  such  a  will  as 
hers,  it  had  not  been  hard  to  cast  him  out  of  her  anticipations ; 
but  with  him  there  went  from  her  life  that  wholesome  companion- 
ship of  boy  and  girl  which  contains  all  the  happiness  necessary 
for  their  immaturity,  and  also  stimulates  their  growth  in  every 
way  by  holding  out  the  alluring  prospect  of  the  fulfilment  of 
those  hopes  of  their  being  toward  which  their  youth  should  aspire 
from  the  first,  insensibly,  but  without  pause.  Having  once  known 
this  companionship,  Beth  did  not  thrive  without  it.  She  had  no 
other  interest  in  its  place  to  take  her  out  of  herself,  and  the  time 
hung  heavy  on  her  hands.  With  her  temperament,  however, 
more  than  a  momentary  pause  was  impossible.  Her  active  mind, 
being  bare  of  all  expectation,  soon  began  to  sate  itself  upon  vain 
imaginings.  For  the  rational  plans  and  pursuits  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  make  and  to  carry  out  with  the  boys,  she  had 
nothing  to  substitute  but  dreams,  and  on  these  she  lived,  finding 
an  idle  distraction  in  them,  until  the  habit  grew  disproportionate, 
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and  began  to  threaten  the  fine  balance  of  her  other  faculties :  her 
reason,  her  power  of  accurate  observation,  and  of  assimilating 
every  scrap  of  knowledge  that  came  in  her  way.  To  fill  up  her 
empty  days,  she  surrounded  herself  with  a  story,  among  the 
crowding  incidents  of  which  she  lived,  whatever  she  might  be 
doing.  She  had  a  lover  who  frequented  a  wonderful  dwelling  on 
the  other  side  of  the  headland  that  bounded  Rainharbour  Bay  on 
the  north.  He  was  rich,  dark,  handsome,  a  mysterious  man,  with 
horses  and  a  yacht.  She  was  his  one  thought,  but  they  did  not 
meet  often  because  of  their  enemies.  He  was  engaged  upon  some 
difficult  and  dangerous  work  for  the  good  of  mankind,  and  she 
had  many  a  midnight  ride  to  warn  him  to  beware,  and  many  a 
wild  adventure  in  an  open  boat,  going  out  in  the  dark  for  news. 
But  there  were  happy  times,  too,  when  they  lived  together  in  that 
handsome  house  hidden  among  the  flowers  behind  the  headland ; 
and  at  night  she  always  slept  with  her  head  on  his  shoulder.  He 
had  a  confidential  agent,  a  doctor,  whom  he  sent  to  her  with 
letters  and  messages,  because  it  was  not  safe  for  him  to  appear 
in  the  public  streets  himself.  This  man  was  just  like  the 
one  she  had  met  on  the  rocks,  and  his  clothes  were  always  too 
good  for  the  occasion.  His  name  was  Angus  Ambrose  Cleve- 
land. 

Just  at  this  time  Charlotte  Hardy,  the  daughter  of  a  doctor 
who  lived  next  door  to  the  Benyon  Dower  House,  fell  in  love 
with  Beth,  and  began  to  make  much  of  her.  Beth  had  never  had 
a  girl  companion  before,  and  although  she  rather  looked  down  on 
Charlotte,  she  enjoyed  the  novelty.  They  were  about  the  same 
age,  but  Charlotte  was  smaller  than  Beth,  less  precocious,  and 
better  educated.  She  knew  things  accurately  that  Beth  had  only 
an  idea  of ;  but  Beth  could  make  more  use  of  a  hint  than  Char- 
lotte could  of  the  fullest  information.  Beth  respected  her  knowl- 
edge, however,  and  suffered  pangs  of  humiliation  when  she  com- 
pared it  to  her  own  ignorance ;  and  it  was  by  way  of  having 
something  to  show  of  equal  importance  that  she  gradually  fell 
into  the  habit  of  confiding  her  romance  to  Charlotte,  who  listened 
in  perfect  good  faith  to  the  fascinating  details  which  Beth  poured 
forth  from  day  to  day.  Beth  did  not  at  first  intend  to  impose  on 
her  credulity,  but  when  she  found  that  Charlotte  in  her  simplicity 
believed  the  whole  story,  she  adapted  her  into  it  and  made  her  as 
much  a  part  of  it  as  Hector,  the  hero,  and  Dr.  Angus  Ambrose 
Cleveland,  the  confidential  agent  on  whom  their  safety  depended. 
Charlotte  was  Beth's  confidante  now,  a  post  which  had  hitherto 
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been  vacant ;  so  the  whole  machinery  of  the  romance  was  com- 
plete and  in  excellent  order. 

"  It's  queer  I  never  see  the  doctor  about,"  Charlotte  said  one 
day,  when  they  were  out  on  the  cliffs  together. 

Beth  happened  to  look  up  at  the  moment  and  saw  her  ac- 
quaintance of  the  rocks  coming  toward  them. 

'*  Your  curiosity  will  be  gratified,"  she  said,  **  for  there  he  is." 

*'  Where  ? "  Charlotte  demanded  in  an  excited  undertone. 

'*  Approaching,"  Beth  answered  calmly. 

"  Will  he  speak  ? "  Charlotte  asked  in  a  breathless  whisper. 

"  He  will  doubtless  make  me  a  sign,"  Beth  replied. 

When  he  was  near  enough,  the  gentleman  recognised  Beth, 
and  smiled  as  they  passed  each  other. 

"  Oughtn't  he  to  have  taken  off  his  hat  ? "  Charlotte  asked. 

*'  He  means  no  disrespect,"  Beth  answered  with  dignity.  *'  It 
is  safer  so.  In  fact,  if  you  had  not  been  my  confidante,  he  would 
not  have  dared  to  make  any  sign  at  all." 

"Oh,  then  he  knows  I  am  your  confidante!"  Charlotte  ex- 
claimed, much  gratified. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Beth.  "  I  have  to  keep  them  informed  of  all 
that  concerns  me.  I  brought  you  here  to-day  on  purpose.  I 
shall  doubtless  have  to  ask  you  to  take  letters,  and  you  could  not 
deliver  them  if  you  did  not  know  the  doctor  by  sight.  There  is 
the  yacht,"  she  added,  as  a  beautiful  white- winged  vessel  swept 
round  the  headland  into  the  bay. 

"  O  Beth  !  aren't  you  excited  ? "  Charlotte  cried. 

"  No,"  Beth  answered  quietly.  "  You  see  I  am  used  to  these 
things." 

"  Beth,  what  a  strange  creature  you  are ! "  said  Charlotte,  with 
respect.  "  One  can  see  that  there's  something  extraordinary  about 
you,  but  one  can't  tell  what  it  is.  You're  not  pretty — at  least  I 
don't  think  so.  I  asked  papa  what  he  thought,  and  he  said  you 
had  your  points,  and  a  something  beyond,  which  is  irresistible. 
He  couldn't  explain  it,  though  ;  but  I  know  what  he  meant.  I 
always  feel  it  when  you  talk  to  me ;  and  I  believe  I  could  die  for 
you.  There's  Mrs.  Warner  Benyon  out  again,"  she  broke  off  to 
observe.  "  Papa  was  called  in  to  see  her  the  other  day.  He  isn't 
their  doctor,  but  she  was  taken  ill  suddenly,  so  they  sent  for 
him  because  he  was  at  hand ;  and  he  says  her  shoulders  are  like 
alabaster." 

Beth  pursed  up  her  mouth  at  this,  but  made  no  answer.  When 
she  got  home,  however,  she  repeated  the  observation  to  her  mother 
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in  order  to  ask  her  what  alabaster  was  exactly.  Mrs.  Caldwell 
flushed  indignantly  at  the  story :  "  If  Dr.  Hardy  speaks  in  that 
way  of  his  patients  to  his  family  he  won't  succeed  in  his  profes- 
sion," she  declared.  "  A  man  who  talks  about  his  patients  may  be 
a  clever  doctor,  but  he's  sure  not  to  be  a  nice  man — not  high- 
minded,  you  know — and  certainly  not  a  wise  one.  Remember 
that,  Beth,  and  take  my  advice :  don't  have  anything  to  do  with 
a  *  talking  doctor '  " — a  recommendation  which  Beth  remembered 
afterward,  but  only  to  note  the  futility  of  warnings. 

Matters  became  very  complicated  in  the  story  as  it  proceeded. 
It  was  all  due  to  some  Spanish  imbroglio,  Beth  said.  Hector  ran 
extraordinary  risks,  and  she  was  not  too  safe  herself  if  things 
went  wrong.  There  were  implicating  documents,  and  emissaries 
of  the  Jesuits  were  on  the  lookout. 

One  day,  Charlotte's  mother  being  away  from  home,  Beth 
asked  her  mysteriously  if  she  could  conceal  some  one  in  her  room 
at  night  unknown  to  her  father. 

"  Easily,"  Charlotte  answered.  "  He  never  comes  up  to  my 
room." 

"  Then  you  must  come  and  ask  mamma  to  let  me  spend  the 
day  and  night  with  you  to-morrow,"  Beth  said.  "I  shall  have 
business  which  will  keep  me  away  all  day ;  but  I  shall  return  at 
dusk,  and  then  you  must  smuggle  me  up  to  your  room.  We  shall 
be  obliged  to  sit  up  all  night.  I  don't  know  what  is  going  to  hap- 
pen.   Are  the  servants  safe  ?    If  I  should  be  betrayed " 

"  Safe  not  to  tell  you  are  there,"  said  Charlotte ;  "  and  that  is 
all  they  will  know.  They  won't  tell  on  me.  I  never  tell  on 
them." 

The  next  morning  early,  Charlotte  arrived  in  Orchard  Street, 
with  a  face  full  of  grave  importance,  and  obtained  Mrs.  Caldwell's 
consent  to  take  Beth  back  with  her ;  but  instead  of  having  to  go 
home  to  spend  the  day  alone  waiting  for  Beth,  as  she  had  ex- 
pected, she  was  sent  out  some  distance  along  the  cliffs  to  a  high 
hill,  which  she  climbed  by  Beth's  direction.  She  was  to  hide  her- 
self among  the  fir  trees  at  the  top,  and  watch  for  a  solitary  rider 
on  a  big  brown  horse,  who  would  pass  on  the  road  below  between 
noon  and  sunset,  if  all  went  well,  going  toward  the  headland. 

"  /  shall  be  that  rider,"  Beth  said  solemnly.  "And  the  moment 
you  see  me,  tiike  this  blue  missive  and  place  it  on  the  Flat  Rock, 
with  a  stone  on  it  to  keep  it  from  blowing  away ;  then  go  home. 
If  I  do  not  appear  before  sunset,  here  is  a  red  missive  to  place  on 
tlie  Flat  Rock  instead  of  the  blue  one,  which  must  then  be  de- 
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stroyed  by  fire.  If  I  return,  I  return;  if  not,  never  breathe  a 
word  of  these  things  to  a  living  soul  as  you  value  your  life." 

"I  would  rather  die  than  divulge  anything,"  Charlotte  pro- 
tested solemnly,  and  her  choice  of  the  word  divulge  seemed  to 
add  considerably  to  the  dignity  of  the  proceedings. 

They  separated  with  a  casual  nod  that  people  might  not  sus- 
pect them  of  anything  important,  and  each  proceeded  to  act  her 
part  in  a  delightful  state  of  excitement ;  but  what  was  thrilling 
earnest  to  Charlotte,  calling  for  courage  and  endurance,  was 
merely  an  exhilarating  play  of  the  fancy  put  into  practice  to 
Beth. 

By  the  time  Charlotte  arrived  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and  had 
settled  herself  among  the  firs  overlooking  the  road  below  she  was 
very  tired.  Beth  had  given  her  a  bag,  one  of  Aunt  Victoria's 
many  reticules,  with  orders  not  to  open  it  before  her  watch  began. 
The  bag  had  been  a  burden  to  carry,  but  Charlotte  was  repaid  for 
the  trouble,  for  she  found  it  full  of  good  things  to  ieat  and  a  bottle 
of  cold  coffee  and  cream  to  drink,  with  lumps  of  sugar  and  all 
complete.  Beth  had  peally  displayed  the  most  thoughtful  kind- 
ness in  packing  that  bag.  The  contents  she  had  procured  on  a 
sudden  impulse  from  a  pastry  cook  in  the  town  by  promising  to 
pay  the  next  time  she  passed. 

After  having  very  much  enjoyed  a  solid  Melton  Mowbray  pie, 
a  sausage  in  puff  pastry,  a  sponge  cake,  a  lemon  cheese  cake,  and 
two  crisp  brandy  snaps,  and  slowly  sipped  the  coffee,  Charlotte 
felt  that  this  was  the  only  life  worth  living,  and  formally  vowed 
to  dedicate  herself  forever  to  the  Secret  Service  of  Humanity, 
Beth's  name  for  these  enterprises.  She  kept  a  careful  eye  on  the 
road  below  all  this  time,  and  there  ran  through  her  head  the 
while  fragments  of  a  ballad  Beth  had  written,  which  added  very 
much  to  the  charm  of  the  occasion. 

The  fir  trees  whisper  overhead, 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead, 
I  watch  the  livelong  day. 
I  watch  upon  the  mountain  side 
For  one  of  courage  true  and  tried 
Who  should  ride  by  this  way, 

it  began.  When  she  first  heard  that  Beth  had  written  that  ballad 
Charlotte  was  astonished.  It  was  the  only  assertion  of  Beth's  she 
had  ever  doubted ;  but  Beth  assured  her  that  any  one  could  write 
verses,  and  convinced  her  by  "  making  some  up  "  there  and  then 
on  a  subject  which  she  got  Charlotte  to  choose  for  her. 
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Many  things  passed  on  the  road  below:  teams  of  wagons, 
drawn  by  beautiful  big  cart  horses  with  glossy  coats  well-cared 
for,  tossing  their  heads  and  rattling  the  polished  brasses  of  their 
harness  proudly,  signs  of  successful  farming  and  affluence ;  smart 
carriages  with  what  Beth  called  "  silly-fool  ladies  good  for  noth- 
ing "  in  them ;  a  carrier's  cart ;  pedestrians  innumerable ;  and 
then — then,  at  last,  a  solitary  big  brown  horse  ridden  at  a  steady 
canter  by  a  slender  girl  in  a  brown  habit  (worn  by  her  mother 
in  her  youth,  and  borrowed  from  her  wardrobe  without  permis- 
sion for  the  occasion).  The  horse  was  a  broken-down  racer,  with 
some  spirit  left,  which  Beth  had  hired  as  she  had  procured  the 
provisions,  on  a  promise  to  pay.  In  passing  she  waved  a  white 
handkerchief  carelessly,  as  if  she  were  flicking  flies  from  the 
horse,  but  without  relenting  her  speed.  This  was  the  signal 
agreed  upon.  Charlotte,  glowing  with  excitement  and  greatly  re- 
lieved, watched  the  adventurous  rider  out  of  sight ;  then  trudged 
off  bravely  to  the  Flat  Rock,  miles  away  behind  the  far  pier, 
where  she  loyally  deposited  the  blue  missive.  The  red  one  she 
destroyed  by  fire,  according  to  orders. 

Beth  had  warned  her  that  she  would  be  tired  to  death  when 
she  got  in,  and  had  better  snatch  some  repose  in  preparation  for 
the  night. 

"  But  if  I  oversleep  myself  and  am  not  on  the  lookout  for  you 
when  you  come,  what  will  you  do  ? "  Charlotte  objected. 

"  Leave  that  to  me,"  said  Beth. 

And  Charlotte  did  accordingly  with  perfect  confidence. 

When  she  awoke,  the  room  was  dark ;  but  there  was  a  motion- 
less figure  sitting  in  the  window,  clearly  silhouetted  against  the 
sky.    Charlotte,  who  expected  surprises,  was  pleasantly  startled. 

"  Is  all  safe  in  the  west,  sister  ? "  she  said  softly,  raising  herself 
on  her  elbow. 

"  Yes,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but  clouds  are  gathering  in  the  north. 
Our  hope  is  in  the  east.  Let  us  pray  for  the  sunrise.  You  left 
the  letter  ? " 

"  Yes.    As  fast  as  I  could  fly,  I  went." 

"  Ah,  then  it  will  be  gone  by  this  time ! "  Beth  ejaculated  with 
conviction.  The  Flat  Rock  was  only  uncovered  at  low  water, 
and  now  the  tide  was  high.  "  Can  you  get  me  some  food,  little 
one,  for  I  am  famished  ? "  she  proceeded.  "  I  have  had  nothing 
since  the  morning,  and  have  ridden  far  and  have  done  much." 

*'  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  "  said  Charlotte.  **  And  yoif  got  me 
such  good  things ! " 
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*'  Ah,  that  was  diflFerent,"  Beth  rejoined. 

Charlotte  stole  downstairs.  Her  father  had  been  out  seeing  his 
patients  all  day,  and  had  not  troubled  about  her. 

She  returned  with  chicken  and  ham,  cold  apple  tart  and  cream, 
and  a  little  jug  of  cider. 

Poor  Beth,  accustomed  to  the  most  uninteresting  food,  and  not 
enough  of  that,  was  so  exhausted  by  her  long  fast  and  arduous 
labours  that  she  found  it  difficult  to  restrain  her  tears  at  the  sight 
of  such  good  things.  She  ate  and  drank  with  seemly  self-restraint, 
however ;  it  would  have  lowered  her  much  in  her  own  estimation 
if  she  had  showed  any  sign  of  the  voracity  she  felt. 

Then  the  watch  began.  Having  wrapped  themselves  up  in 
their  walking  things  to  be  ready  for  any  emergency,  they  locked 
the  door  and  opened  the  window  softly.  They  were  in  a  room 
at  the  top  of  the  house,  which,  being  next  door  to  the  Benyons, 
commanded  the  same  extensive  view  down  the  Front  Street  and 
a  bit  of  Eock  Street  and  the  Back  Street,  and  up  Orchard  Street 
on  the  left  to  the  church.  They  were  watching  for  a  sailor  in  a 
smart  yachting  suit,  a  man-of-war's  man  with  bare  feet,  and  a 
priest  in  a  heavy  black  cloak.  Beth,  greatly  refreshed  and  stimu- 
lated by  her  supper  and  the  cider,  fell  into  her  most  fascinating 
mood ;  and  Charlotte  listened,  enthralled,  to  wonderful  descrip- 
tions of  places  she  had  visited  with  Hector,  sights  she  had  seen, 
and  events  she  had  taken  part  in. 

"  But  how  is  it  you  are  not  missed  from  home  when  you  go 
away  like  that  ? "  said  Charlotte. 

"  How  is  it  I  am  not  missed  to-night  ? "  Beth  answered. 
"  When  you  are  fully  initiated  into  the  Secret  Service  of  Human- 
ity you  will  find  that  things  happen  in  a  way  you  would  never 
suspect." 

"  I  suppose  it  is  all  right  and  proper  being  so  much  alone  with 
single  gentlemen,"  Charlotte  just  ventured. 

*'  All  things  are  right  and  proper  so  long  as  you  do  nothing 
wrong,"  Beth  answered  sententiously. 

Lights  began  to  move  from  room  to  room  in  the  houses  about 
them,  gigantic  shadows  of  people  appeared  on  white  window 
blinds  in  fantastic  poses ;  and  there  was  much  moving  to  and  fro 
as  they  prepared  for  bed.  Then  one  by  one  the  lights  went  out, 
and  in  the  little  old-fashioned  window  panes  the  dark  brightness 
of  the  sky  and  the  crystal  stars  alone  were  reflected.  It  was  a 
fine  clear  night ;  the  gas  burned  brightly  in  the  quiet  streets ;  there 
was  not  a  soul  stirring. 
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"  Isn't  it  exquisite  ?  "  said  Beth,  sniflSng  the  sweet  air.  **  I  am 
glad  I  was  born,  if  it  is  only  for  the  sake  of  being  alive  at  night." 

After  this  they  were  silent.  Then,  by  degrees,  the  desire  for 
sleep  became  imperative,  and  they  both  suffered  acutely  in  their 
efforts  to  resist  it.  Finally  Charlotte  was  vanquished,  and  Beth 
made  her  lie  down  on  the  bed.  As  she  dropped  off,  she  saw  Beth 
sitting  rigidly  at  the  open  window;  when  she  awoke  it  was 
bright  daylight,  and  Beth  was  still  there,  in  exactly  the  same 
attitude. 

"  Beth,"  she  exclaimed,  "  you  are  superhuman ! " 

"  Ah,"  said  Beth,  with  a  mysterious  smile,  "  when  you  have 
learned  to  listen  to  the  whispers  of  the  night,  and  know  what 
they  signify,  as  I  do,  you  will  not  wonder.  Marvellous  things 
have  been  happening  while  you  slept." 

*'  O  Beth ! "  said  Charlotte  reproachfully,  "  why  didn't  you 
wake  me  ? " 

"  I  was  forbidden,"  Beth  answered  sadly.  "  But  now  watch 
for  me.  It  is  your  turn,  and  I  must  sleep.  A  yacht's  man  or  a 
man-of-war's  man  with  bare  feet,  remember." 

Beth  curled  herself  up  on  the  bed,  and  Charlotte,  very  weary 
and  aching  all  over,  but  sternly  determined  to  do  her  duty,  took 
her  place  in  the  window.  She  had  her  reward,  however,  and 
when  Beth  awoke  she  found  her  all  on  the  alert,  for  she  had  seen 
the  yacht's  man.  He  came  up  the  street  and  hung  about  a  little, 
pretending  to  look  at  the  shops,  then  walked  away  briskly,  which 
showed  Charlotte  that  the  plot  was  thickening,  and  greatly  ex- 
cited her.  Beth  smiled  and  nodded,  as  though  well  satisfied, 
when  she  heard  the  news,  but  preserved  an  enigmatical  silence. 

Then  Charlotte  went  downstairs,  and  smuggled  her  up  such  a 
good  breakfast— fried  ham,  boiled  eggs,  hot  rolls  with  plenty  of 
butter,  and  delicious  coffee— that  the  famishing  Beth  was  fain  to 
exclaim  with  genuine  enthusiasm  : 

"  In  spite  of  all  the  difficulty,  danger,  and  privation  we  have 
to  endure  in  the  Secret  Service  of  Humanity,  Charlotte,  is  there 
anything  to  equal  the  delight  of  it  ?  " 

And  Charlotte  solemnly  asseverated  that  there  was  not. 

Much  stimulated  by  her  breakfast,  Beth  took  leave  of  Charlotte. 
She  must  be  alone,  she  said  ;  she  had  much  to  think  about.  She 
went  to  the  farther  sliore  to  be  away  from  everybody.  She  wanted 
to  hear  what  the  little  waves  were  saying  to  the  sand  as  they  rip- 
pled over  it.  It  was  another  gray  day,  close  and  still ;  and  the 
murmur  of  the  calm  sea  threw  her  at  once  into  a  dreamy  state, 
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full  of  pleasurable  excitement.  She  hid  herself  in  a  spot  most 
soothing  from  its  apparent  remoteness,  a  sandy  cove  from  which, 
because  of  the  projecting  cliffs  on  either  hand,  neither  town  nor 
coast  could  be  seen,  but  only  the  sea  and  sky.  Although  the  gray 
was  uniform  enough  to  make  it  impossible  to  tell  where  cloud 
met  water  on  the  horizon,  it  was  not  dull,  but  luminous  with 
the  sunshine  it  infolded,  and  full  of  colour  in  fine  gradations,  as 
Beth  beheld  it.  She  sat  a  long  time  on  the  warm  dry  sand,  with 
her  chin  resting  on  her  knees  and  her  hands  clasped  round  them, 
not  gazing  with  seeing  eyes  nor  listening  with  open  ears,  but  ap- 
prehending through  her  further  faculty  the  great  harmony  of 
Nature,  of  which  she  herself  was  one  of  the  triumphant  notes.  At 
that  moment  she  tasted  life  at  its  best  and  fullest,  life  all  ease  and 
grace  and  beauty,  without  regret  or  longing — ^perfect  life,  in  that 
she  wanted  nothing  more.  But  she  rose  at  last,  and,  still  gazing 
at  the  sea,  slowly  unclasped  her  waist  belt  and  let  it  fall  on  the 
sand  at  her  feet ;  then  she  took  her  hat  off,  her  dress,  her  boots 
and  stockings,  everything,  and  stood,  ivory-white,  with  bright 
brown  wavy  hair,  against  the  lilac  grayness  under  the  tall  dark 
cliffs.  The  little  waves  had  called  her,  coming  up  closer  and 
closer,  and  fascinating  her,  until,  yielding  to  their  allurements, 
she  went  in  among  them,  and  floated  on  them,  or  lay  her  length 
in  the  shallows,  letting  them  ripple  over  her,  and  make  merry 
about  her,  the  gladdest  girl  alive,  yet  with  the  rapt  impassive 
face  of  a  devotee  whose  ecstasy  is  apart  from  all  that  acts  on  mere 
flesh  and  makes  expression.  All  through  life  Beth  had  her  mo- 
ments, and  they  were  generally  such  as  this,  when  her  higher  self 
was  near  upon  release  from  its  fetters,  and  she  arose  an  interval 
toward  oneness  with  the  Eternal. 

But  on  this  occasion  she  was  surprised  in  her  happy  solitude. 
A  troop  of  what  Mrs.  Caldwell  called  *'  common  girls  "  came  sud- 
denly round  the  cliff  into  her  sheltered  nook,  with  shouts  of 
laughter,  also  bent  on  bathing.  Beth  plunged  in  deeper  to  cover 
herself  the  moment  they  appeared ;  but  they  did  not  expect  her  to 
have  anything  on,  and  her  modesty  was  lost  ux)on  them. 

*'  How's  the  water  ? "  they  shouted. 

"  Delicious,"  she  answei*ed,  glad  to  flnd  them  friendly. 

They  undressed  as  they  came  along,  and  were  very  soon,  all  of 
them,  playing  about  her,  ducking  and  splashing  each  other,  and 
Both  also,  including  her  sociably  in  their  games.  And  Beth,  as 
was  her  wont,  responded  so  cordially  that  she  was  very  soon  head- 
ing the  manoDuvres. 
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"  We  shall  all  be  ill  if  we  stay  in  any  longer,"  she  said  at  last. 
"  I  shall  take  one  more  dip  and  go  and  dress.  Let's  all  take  hands 
and  dip  in  a  row." 

They  did  so,  and  then,  still  hand  in  hand,  scampered  up  on  to 
the  beach. 

*'  My  I "  one  of  them  exclaimed,  when  they  came  to  their  clothes 
and  had  broken  the  line ;  **  My  !  ain't  she  nice ! " 

Then  all  the  other  girls  stood  and  stared  at  Beth,  whose  fine 
limbs  and  satin-smooth,  white  skin,  so  different  in  colour  and 
texture  from  their  own,  drew  from  them  the  most  candid  expres- 
sions of  admiration. 

Beth,  covered  with  confusion,  hurried  on  a  garment  all  wet  as 
she  was,  for  she  had  no  towel ;  and  then,  in  order  to  distract  their 
attention  from  her  person,  she  began  to  display  her  mind. 

''  Eh,  I  have  had  a  good  time  I "  one  of  the  girls  exclaimed. 
"  Let's  come  again  often." 

"  Let  us  form  a  secret  society,"  said  Beth,  "  and  I  will  be  your 
leader,  and  we'll  have  a  watchword  and  a  sign;  and  when  the 
water  is  right  I'll  send  the  word  round,  and  then  we'll  start  out 
unobserved  and  meet  here,  and  bathe  in  secret." 

"  My,  that  would  be  fine  !  "  the  girls  agreed. 

''  But  that's  not  all,"  said  Beth,  standing  with  her  chemise  only 
half  on,  oblivious  of  everything  now  but  her  subject.     "  It  would 
be  much  better  than  that.     There  would  be  much  more  in  it.    We 
could  meet  in  the  fields  by  moonlight,  and  I  would  drill  you  and 
show  you  a  great  many  tilings,  all  for  the  Secret  Service  of  Hu- 
manity.    You  don't  know  what  we're  doing!     We're  going  to 
make  the  world  just  like  heaven,  and  everybody  will  be  good  and 
beautiful,  and  have  enough  of  everything,  and  we  shall  all  be 
happy  because  nobody  will  care  to  be  happy  unless  everybody 
else  has  been  made  so.    But  it  will  be  very  hard  work  to  bring  it 
about.    The  wicked  people  are  doing  all  they  can  to  prevent  us, 
and  the  devil  himself  is  fighting  against  us.    We  shall  conquer, 
however,  and  those  who  are  first  in  the  fight  will  be  first  tor  tlae 
glory ! " 

The  girls,  some  standing,  some  sitting,  most  of  them.  ^Vl\v  ivoUv 
ing  on,  remained  motionless  while  she  spoke,  not  tirt^^^^'*^^^^  ^^^ 
mucli,  yet  so  moved  by  the  power  of  her  personality  t\\at^  ^^^ 
she  exclaimed,  "Well,  what  do  you  say,   girls,  will    ■y^'^^'^ 
they  all  exclaimed  with  enthusiasm,  "  We  will  1  \^^  W'^^  .  '         ^y;)\ii 

And  then  they  made  haste  to  dress,  as  if  tlie  xniller>^'^^y*^     v^Cs^e;^' 
be  hurried  here  by  the  rate  at  which  tliey  put  on  tl^^^^ 
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Beth  then  and  there  composed  a  terrible  oath,  binding  them  to 
secrecy  and  obedience,  and  swore  them  all  in  solemnly.  Then 
she  chose  one  for  her  orderly,  who  was  to  take  round  the  word  on 
occasion,  and  they  were  all  to  meet  again  in  the  fields  behind  the 
church  on  Saturday  at  eight  o'clock. 

But  in  the  meantime  not  a  word ! 

Beth  made  Charlotte  captain  of  the  band,  and  drills,  bathing 
rites,  and  other  mysteries  were  regularly  conducted,  the  girls  being 
bound  together  more  securely  by  the  fascination  of  Beth's  dis- 
courses and  the  continual  interest  she  managed  to  inspire  than 
by  any  respect  they  had  for  an  oath.  Beth's  interest  in  them  ex- 
tended to  the  smallest  detail  of  their  lives.  She  knew  which 
would  be  absent  from  drill  because  it  was  washing  day,  and  which 
was  weak  for  want  of  food ;  and  she  resumed  her  poaching  habits 
— only  on  Uncle  James  Patten's  estate,  of  course — and,  having 
beguiled  a  gunsmith  into  letting  her  have  an  air  gun  on  credit, 
she  managed  to  snare  and  shoot  birds  enough  to  relieve  their 
necessities  to  an  appreciable  extent.  She  never  let  any  one  into 
the  secret  of  those  supplies,  and  the  mystery  added  greatly  to  her 
credit  with  the  girls. 

That  season  some  friends  of  the  Benyons  brought  their  boys  to 
stay  at  Rainharbour  for  the  holidays,  and  Beth  varied  her  other 
pursuits  by  rambling  about  with  them.  Lady  Benyon  having  seen 
to  it  that  she  made  their  acquaintance  legitimately,  for  the  old 
lady  shrewedly  suspected  that  Beth  was  already  beginning  to  at- 
tract attention.  From  her  post  of  observation  in  the  window  she 
had  seen  young  men  turn  in  the  street  and  look  back  at  the  slen- 
der girl,  in  spite  of  her  short  petticoats,  with  more  interest  than 
many  a  maturer  figure  aroused;  and  she  had  heard  that  Beth 
Caldwell  was  already  much  discussed.  Beth's  brother  Jim,  when 
he  came  home  that  summer,  also  began  to  introduce  her  to  his 
young  men  friends  in  the  neighbourhood,  so  that  very  soon  Beth 
had  quite  a  little  court  about  her  on  the  pier  when  the  band 
played.  She  liked  the  boys,  and  the  young  men  she  found  an 
absorbing  study;  but  not  one  of  them  touched  her  heart.  Her 
acquaintance  with  Alfred  had  made  her  fastidious.  He  had  had 
sense  enough  to  respect  her,  and  his  companionship  had  given 
her  a  fine  foretaste  of  the  love  that  is  ennobling,  the  love  that 
makes  for  high  ideals  of  character  and  conduct,  for  fine  purpose, 
spiritual  power,  and  intellectual  development — the  one  kind  worth 
cultivating.  In  these  more  sophisticated  youths  she  found  noth- 
ing soul-sustaining.    She  philandered  with  some  of  them  up  to 
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the  point  where  comparisons  become  inevitable,  and  so  long  as 
they  met  her  in  a  spirit  of  frank  camaraderie,  it  was  agreeable 
enough ;  but  when,  with  their  commonplace  minds,  they  presumed 
to  be  sentimental  they  became  intolerable.  Still,  the  glow  was 
there  in  her  breast  often  and  often,  and  would  be  momentarily 
directed  toward  one  and  another;  but  the  brightness  of  it  only 
showed  the  defects  in  each,  and  so  she  remained  in  love  with  love 
alone,  and  the  power  of  passion  in  her,  thwarted,  was  transmuted 
into  mental  energy. 

But  Beth  learned  a  good  deal  from  her  young  men  that  sum- 
mer— learned  her  own  power,  for  one  thing,  when  she  found  that 
she  could  twist  the  whole  lot  of  them  round  her  little  finger  if  she 
chose.  The  thing  about  them  that  interested  her  most,  however, 
was  their  point  of  view.  She  found  one  trait  common  to  all  of 
them  when  they  talked  to  her,  and  that  was  a  certain  assumption 
of  superiority  which  impressed  her  very  much  at  first,  so  that  she 
was  prepared  to  accept  their  opinions  as  confidently  as  they  gave 
them ;  and  they  always  had  one  ready  to  give  on  no  matter  what 
subject.  Beth,  perceiving  that  this  superiority  was  not  innate, 
tried  to  discover  how  it  was  acquired,  tliat  she  might  cultivate  it. 
Gathering  from  their  attitude  toward  her  ignorance  that  it  rested 
somehow  on  a  knowledge  of  the  Latin  grammar,  she  hunted  up 
an  old  one  of  her  brother's,  and  opened  it  with  awe,  so  much 
seemed  to  depend  on  it.  Verbs  and  declensions  came  easily 
enough  to  her,  however.  The  construction  of  the  language  was 
puzzling  at  the  outset,  but  with  a  little  help  she  soon  discovered 
that  even  in  that  there  was  nothing  occult.  Any  industrious, 
persevering  person  could  learn  a  language,  she  decided ;  and  then 
she  made  more  observations.  She  discovered  that,  in  the  estima- 
tion of  men,  feminine  attributes  are  all  inferior  to  masculine  attri- 
butes. Any  evidence  of  reasoning  capacity  in  a  woman  they  held 
to  be  abnormal,  and  they  denied  that  women  were  ever  logical. 
They  had  to  allow  that  women's  intuition  was  often  accurate,  but 
it  was  inferior,  nevertheless,  they  maintained,  to  man's  uncertain 
reason ;  and  such  qualities  as  were  undeniable  they  managed  to 
discount,  as,  for  instance,  in  the  matter  of  endurance.  If  women 
were  long  enduring,  they  said,  it  was  not  because  their  fortitude 
was  greater,  but  because  they  were  less  sensitive  to  suffering,  and 
so  in  point  of  fact  suffered  less  than  men  would  under  the  cir- 
cumstances. 

This  persistent  endeavour  to  exalt  themselves  by  lowering 
women  struck  Beth  as  mean,  and  made  her  thoughtful.  She  be- 
20 
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gan  by  respecting  their  masculine  minds  as  much  as  they  did 
themselves ;  but  then  came  a  doubt  if  they  were  any  larger  and 
more  capable  than  the  minds  of  women  would  be  if  they  were 
properly  trained  and  developed ;  and  she  began  to  dip  into  the 
books  they  prided  themselves  on  having  read  to  see  if  they  were 
past  her  comprehension.  She  studied  Pope's  translation  of  the 
Iliad  and  Odyssey  indoors,  and  she  also  took  the  little  volume  out 
under  her  arm ;  but  this  was  a  pose,  for  she  could  not  read  out  of 
doors,  there  were  always  so  many  other  interests  to  occupy  her 
attention — birds  and  beasts,  men  and  women,  trees  and  flowers, 
land  and  water — all  much  more  entrancing  than  the  Iliad  or 
Odyssey,  Long  years  afterward  she  returned  to  these  old-world 
works  with  keen  appreciation,  and  wondered  at  her  early  self ; 
but  when  she  read  them  first  she  took  their  meaning  too  literally 
and  soon  wearied  of  warlike  heroes,  however  great  a  number  of 
their  fellow-creatures  they  might  slay  at  a  time,  and  of  chattel 
heroines,  however  beautiful,  which  was  all  that  Homer  conveyed 
to  her ;  nor  did  she  find  herself  elated  by  her  knowledge  of  their 
exploits.  She  noticed,  however,  that  the  acquisition  of  such 
knowledge  imposed  upon  the  boys  and  gained  her  a  reputation 
for  cleverness  which  made  the  young  university  prigs  think  it 
worth  their  while  to  talk  to  her.  They  had  failed  to  discover  her 
natural  powers  because  there  was  no  one  to  tell  them  she  had 
any,  and  they  only  thought  what  they  were  told  to  think  about 
people  and  things,  and  admired  what  they  were  told  to  admire. 
In  this  Beth  differed  from  them  widely,  for  she  began  by  having 
tastes  of  her  own.  She  did  not  believe  that  they  enjoyed  Homer 
a  bit  more  than  she  did,  but  the  right  pose  was  to  pretend  that 
they  did ;  so  they  posed  and  pretended,  according  to  order,  and 
Beth  posed  and  pretended,  too,  just  to  see  what  would  come  of  it. 
It  was  a  young  tutor  in  charge  of  a  reading  party  who  helped 
Beth  with  the  Latin  grammar.  He  managed  to  ingratiate  himself 
with  Mrs.  Caldwell,  and  came  often  to  the  house,  and  finally  he 
began  to  teach  Beth  Latin  at  her  own  request  and  with  the  consent 
of  her  mother.  The  lessons  had  not  gone  on  very  long,  however, 
before  he  tried  to  insinuate  into  his  teaching  some  of  the  kind 
of  sophistries  which  another  tutor  had  imposed  by  way  of  moral 
philosophy  on  Eousseau's  Madame  de  Warens  in  her  girlhood  to 
her  undoing.  This  was  all  new  to  Beth,  and  she  listened  with 
great  interest ;  but  she  failed  utterly  to  see  why  not  believing  in 
a  god  should  make  it  right  and  proper  for  her  to  embrace  the 
tutor;  so  the  lessons  ended  abruptly.    Beth  profited  largely  by 
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the  acquaintance,  however — not  so  much  at  the  time,  perhaps,  as 
afterward,  when  slie  was  older  and  had  gained  knowledge  enough 
of  men  of  various  kinds  to  enable  her  to  compare  and  reflect.  It 
was  her  first  introduction  to  the  commonplace  cleverness  of  the 
academic  mind — the  mere  acquisitive  faculty  which  lives  on  pil- 
lage, originates  nothing  itself,  and,  as  a  rule,  fails  to  understand, 
let  alone  appreciate,  originality  in  others.  The  young  tutor's  am- 
bition was  to  be  one  of  a  shining  literary  clique  of  extraordinary 
cheapness  which  had  just  then  begun  to  be  formed.  The  taint  of 
a  flippant  wit  was  common  to  all  its  members,  and  their  assurance 
was  unbounded.  They  undertook  to  extinguish  anybody  with  a 
few  fine  phrases,  and  in  their  conceited  irreverence  they  even 
attacked  eternal  principles — the  sources  of  the  best  inspiration  of 
all  ages,  and  pronounced  sentence  upon  them.  Repute  of  a  kind 
they  gained,  but  it  was  by  glib  falsifications  of  all  that  is  noble 
in  sentiment,  thought,  and  action,  all  that  is  good  and  true.  It 
was  the  contraction  of  her  own  heart,  the  chill  and  dulness  that 
settled  upon  her  when  she  was  with  this  man,  as  compared  to  the 
glow  and  expansion,  the  release  of  her  finer  faculties,  which  she 
had  always  experienced  when  under  the  influence  of  Aunt  Victo- 
ria's simple  goodness,  that  first  put  Beth  in  the  way  of  observing 
how  inferior  in  force  and  charm  mere  intellect  is  to  spiritual 
power,  and  how  soon  it  bores,  even  when  brilliant,  if  unaccom- 
panied by  other  endowments,  qualities  of  heart  and  soul,  such  as 
constancy,  loyalty,  truthfulness,  and  that  scrupulous  honesty  of 
action  which  answers  to  what  is  expected  as  well  as  to  what  is 
known  of  us. 

Beth  played  very  diligently  at  learning  during  this  experi- 
ment, but  only  played  for  a  time.  The  mind  in  process  of  form- 
ing itself  involuntarily  rejects  all  that  is  unnecessary,  and  that 
kind  of  knowledge  was  not  for  her.  It  opened  up  no  prospect  of 
pleasure  in  itself.  All  she  cared  to  know  was  what  it  felt  like  to 
have  mastered  it,  and  that  she  arrived  at  by  resolving  herself  into 
a  lady  of  great  attainments,  who  talked  altogether  about  things 
she  had  learned,  but  had  nothing  in  her  mind  besides.  A  mind 
with  nothing  else  in  it,  in  Beth's  sense  of  the  word,  was  to  Beth 
what  plainness  is  to  beauty ;  so,  while  many  of  her  contemporaries 
were  stultifying  themselves  with  Greek  and  Latin  ingenuities,  she 
pursued  the  cultivation  of  that  in  herself  which  is  beyond  our  or- 
dinary apprehension ;  that  which  is  more  potent  than  knowledge, 
more  fertilizing  to  the  mind ;  that  by  which  knowledge  is  con- 
verted from  a  fallow  field  into  a  fruitful  garden.    Altogether  apart 
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from  her  special  subject,  she  learned  only  enough  of  anything  to 
express  herself ;  but  it  was  extraordinary  how  aptly  she  utilized 
all  that  was  necessary  for  her  purpose,  and  how  invariably  she 
found  what  she  wanted — if  found  be  the  right  word,  for  it  was 
rather  as  if  information  were  flashed  into  her  mind  from  some 
outside  agency  at  critical  times,  when  she  could  not  possibly  have 
done  without  it. 

One  sad  consequence  of  her  separation  from  Alfred  and  the 
strange  things  she  did  and  dreamed  for  distraction  in  the  unrest 
of  her  mind  was  a  change  in  her  constitution.  Her  first  fine  flush 
of  health  was  over,  the  equability  of  her  temper  was  disturbed, 
and  she  became  subject  to  hysterical  outbursts  of  garrulity,  to  fits 
of  moody  silence,  to  apparently  causeless  paroxysms  of  laughter 
or  tears,  and  she  was  always  anxious.  She  had  real  cause  for 
anxiety,  however,  for  in  her  efforts  to  realize  her  romance  to 
Charlotte's  satisfaction  she  had  run  up  little  bills  all  over  the 
place,  and  what  would  happen  when  they  were  presented,  as  they 
certainly  would  be  sooner  or  later,  she  dared  not  think ;  but  the 
dread  of  the  moment  preyed  upon  her  mind  to  such  an  extent  that 
whenever  she  heard  a  knock  at  the  door  she  entreated  God  to 
grant  that  it  might  not  be  a  bill ;  and  even  when  there  were  no 
knocks  she  went  on  entreating  to  be  spared,  and  worked  herself 
into  such  a  chronic  fever  of  worry  that  she  was  worn  to  a  shadow 
and  developed  a  racking  cough  which  gave  her  no  peace. 

Just  at  this  time,  too,  the  whole  place  began  to  be  scandalized 
by  her  vagaries,  her  mysterious  expeditions  on  the  big  brown 
horse,  and  her  constant  appearance  in  public  with  a  coterie  of 
young  men  about  her.  At  a  time  when  anything  unconventional 
iu  a  girl  was  clear  evidence  of  vice  to  all  the  men  and  most  of  the 
women  who  knew  of  it,  Beth's  reputation  was  bound  to  suffer,  and 
it  became  so  bad  at  last  that  Dr.  Hardy  forbade  Charlotte  to  asso- 
ciate with  her.  Charlotte  told  her  with  tears,  and  begged  to  be 
allowed  to  meet  her  in  the  Secret  Service  of  Humanity  as  usual, 
but  Beth  refused.  She  said  it  was  too  dangerous  just  then,  they 
must  wait,  the  truth  being  that  she  was  sick  of  the  Secret  Service 
of  Humanity,  of  Charlotte — of  everything  and  everybody  that 
prevented  her  hearing  when  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and 
praying  to  the  Lord  that  it  might  not  be  a  bill. 

The  secret  society  was  practically  dissolved  by  this  time,  and 
very  soon  afterward  the  catastrophe  Beth  had  been  dreading  oc- 
curred and  wrought  a  great  change  in  her  life.  It  happened  one 
day  when  she  was  not  at  home.     Aunt  Grace  Mary  was  so 
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alarmed  by  her  cough  and  the  delicacy  of  her  appearance  that 
she  had  braved  Uncle  James  and  carried  her  off  to  stay  with  her 
at  Fairholm  for  a  change.  Once  she  was  away  from  the  sound 
of  the  knocks,  Beth  suffered  less,  and  began  to  revive  and  be  her- 
self again  to  the  extent  of  taking  Aunt  Grace  Mary  into  her  con- 
fidence boldly. 

"Beth,  Beth,  Beth,"  said  that  poor,  good  lady  tenderly,  "you 
naughty  girl,  how  could  you  !  Running  in  debt  with  nothing  to 
pay  ;  why,  it  isn't  honest !  " 

"  So  I  think,"  said  Beth  in  cordial  agreement,  taking  herself 
aside  from  her  own  acts,  as  it  were,  and  considering  them  impar- 
tially. "  Help  me  out  of  this  scrape.  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  and  I'll 
never  get  into  such  another." 

"  But  how  much  do  you  owe,  Beth,  dear  ? " 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know,"  Beth  answered.  "  Pounds  for  Tom 
Briggs  alone." 

"  Who's  he  f  "  was  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  horrified  exclamation. 

"  Oh,  only  the  horse — a  dark  bay  with  black  points.  I  rode 
him  a  lot,  and,  oh,  it  was  nice  I  It  was  like  poetry,  like  living  it, 
you  know,  like  being  a  poem  one's  self  ;  and  I'm  glad  I  did  it.  If 
I  should  die  for  it  I  couldn't  regret  it ;  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if 
I  did  die,  for  I  feel  as  if  those  knocks  had  fairly  knocked  me  to 
bits." 

"  Nonsense,  Beth,  you  silly  child,  don't  talk  like  that  I "  said 
Aunt  Grace  Mary.     "  What  else  do  you  owe  ?  " 

"  Oh,  then  there's  Mrs.  Andrew's,  the  confectioner's  bill " 

"  Confectioner's  !  "  Aimt  Grace  Mary  exclaimed.  "  O  Beth, 
I  never  though  you  were  greedy  I  " 

"Well,  I  don't  think  I  am,"  Beth  answered  temperately. 
"  I've  been  very  hungry,  though ;  but  I  never  touched  any  of 
tliose  good  things  myself.  I  only  got  them  for  Charlotte  when 
she  had  heavy  work  to  do  for  the  Secret  Service  of  Hu- 
manity  " 

"  The  what  f  "  Aunt  Grace  Mary  demanded. 

"  The  game  we  played.  Then  there's  the  hairdresser's  bill ; 
that  must  be  pretty  big.  I  had  to  get  curls,  and  plaits,  and  combs, 
and  things,  besides  having  my  hair  dressed  for  entertainments  to 
which  I  was  obliged  to  go " 

"  Beth,  are  you  mad  ? "  Aunt  Grace  Mary  interrupted.  "  You've 
never  been  to  an  entertainment  in  your  life." 

"  No,"  Beth  answered  casually  ;  "  but  I've  played  at  going  to 
no  end  of  a  lot." 
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"  Well,  this  is  the  most  extraordinary  game  I  ever  heard  of  I " 

"But  it  was  such  an  exciting  game,"  Beth  pleaded  with  a 
sigh. 

"  But,  my  dear  child,  such  a  reckless,  unprincipled  game  I  " 

"  But  you  don't  think  of  that  at  the  time,"  Beth  assured  her. 
"  It's  all  real  and  right  then.    We " 

But  here  the  colloquy  was  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  Mrs. 
Caldwell  in  a  state  of  distraction  with  the  hairdresser's  bill  in 
her  hand.  Aunt  Grace  Mary  made  her  sit  down,  and  patted  her 
shoulder  soothingly.  Uncle  James  was  out.  Beth,  greatly  re- 
lieved, looked  on  with  interest.  She  knew  that  the  worst  was 
over. 

*' Never  mind,  Caroline,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  said  cheerfully. 
"  Beth  has  just  been  telling  me  all  about  it.  Confession  is  good 
for  the  saints,  you  know,  or  the  soul,  or  something  ;  so  that's  cheer- 
ing. She  has  been  very  naughty,  very  naughty  indeed ;  but  she 
is  very  sorry.  She  sincerely  regrets.  Hairdresser,  did  you  say  ? 
Oh,  give  it  to  me !  Now,  do  give  it  to  me,  there^s  a  dear  I  And 
we  won't  have  another  word  about  it.  Beth,  you  bad  girl,  be 
good  and  say  you  repent." 

"  Say  it  I "  Beth  ejaculated,  coughing.  "  Look  at  me  and 
you'll  see  it.  Aunt  Grace  Mary.  I've  been  repenting  myself  to 
pieces  for  months." 

"  Well,  dear,  well,  dear,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  rejoined,  beaming 
blandly,  "that  will  do;  that's  enough,  I'm  sure.  Mamma  for- 
gives you,  so  we'll  have  no  more  about  it." 

The  hairdresser's  bill  was  the  only  one  Mrs.  Caldwell  ever 
heard  of,  for  Aunt  Grace  Mary  got  the  use  of  her  pony  carriage 
next  day  by  telling  Uncle  James  her  mamma  had  sent  Caroline 
to  say  she  particularly  wished  her  to  take  Beth  to  see  her.  Uncle 
James,  to  whom  any  whim  of  Lady  Benyon's  was  wisdom,  or- 
dered the  carriage  for  them  himself ;  and  as  they  drove  oflP  to- 
gether Aunt  Grace  Mary  remarked  to  Beth,  "*I  think  I  managed 
that  very  cleverly,  don't  you  ? "  Naturally  estimable  women  are 
forced  into  habits  of  dissimulation  by  the  unreason  of  the  tyrant 
in  authority  in  many  families,  and  Aunt  Grace  Mary  was  one  of 
the  victims.  She  had  been  obliged  to  resort  to  these  small  deceits 
for  so  many  years  that  all  she  felt  about  them  now  was  a  sort  of 
mild  triumph  when  they  were  successful.  "  I  mean  to  go  and  see 
mamma,  you  know,  so  it  won't  be  any  story,"  she  added. 

She  went  with  Beth  first,  however,  to  the  various  shops  where 
Beth  owed  money  and  paid  her  debts  ;  and  Beth  was  so  overcome 
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by  her  generosity  and  so  anxious  to  prove  her  repentance  that 
she  borrowed  sixpence  more  from  her  and  went  straightway  to 
the  hairdresser's  and  had  all  her  pretty  hair  cropped  off  close 
like  a  boy's  by  way  of  atonement.  When  she  appeared  Lady 
Benyon  burst  out  laughing,  but  her  mother  was  even  more  seri- 
ously annoyed  than  she  had  been  by  the  hairdresser's  bill. 
Beth's  hair  had  added  considerably  to  her  market  value  in  Mrs. 
Caldwell's  estimation.  She  would  not  have  put  it  so  coarsely, 
but  that  was  what  her  feeling  on  the  subject  amounted  to. 

*'  What  is  to  be  done  with  such  a  child  ? "  she  exclaimed  in 
despair. 

"  Send  her  to  school,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  gasped. 

*'  She  would  be  expelled  in  a  month/'  Mrs.  Caldwell  averred. 

*'  Possibly,  but  it  would  be  worth  the  trial,"  Aunt  Grace  Mary 
rejoined  in  her  breathless  way. 

"  Yes,"  Lady  Benyon  agreed.  "  She's  been  at  home  far  too 
long,  running  wild,  and  it's  the  only  thing  to  be  done ;  but  let  it 
be  a  strict  school." 

"  How  am  I  to  afford  it  ? "  Mrs.  Caldwell  wailed,  rocking  her- 
self on  her  chair. 

"  Well,  there's  the  Eoyal  Service  School  for  Officers'  Daugh- 
ters. You  can  get  her  in  there  for  next  to  nothing,  and  it's  strict 
enough,"  Lady  Benyon  suggested. 

And,  finally,  after  the  loss  of  some  more  precious  time,  and 
witli  much  reluctance,  Mrs.  Caldwell  yielded  to  public  opinion 
and  decided  to  deprive  Jim  of  Beth's  little  income  and  send  Beth 
to  school,  some  new  enormities  of  Beth's  having  helped  consider- 
ably to  hasten  her  mother's  decision. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

Mrs.  Caldwell's  married  life  had  been  one  long  sacrifice  of 
herself,  her  health,  her  comfort,  her  every  pleasure,  to  what  she 
conceived  to  be  right  and  dutiful.  Duty  and  right  were  the  only 
two  words  approaching  to  a  religious  significance  that  she  was 
not  ashamed  to  use ;  to  her  all  the  other  words  savoured  of  cant ; 
and  even  these  two  she  pronounced  without  emphasis  or  solemni- 
ty lest  the  sense  in  which  she  used  them  might  be  mistaken  for  a 
piece  of  religiosity.  Of  the  joy  and  gladness  of  religion  the  poor 
lady  had  no  conception. 
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Nevertheless,  as  has  'already  been  said,  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  an 
admirable  person  according  to  the  light  of  her  time.  To  us  she 
appears  to  have  been  a  good  woman,  marred  first  of  all  by  the 
narrow  outlook,  the  ignorance,  and  prejudices  which,  were  the  re- 
sult of  the  mental  restrictions  imposed  upon  her  sex ;  secondly, 
by  having  no  conception  of  her  duty  to  herself ;  and,  finally,  by 
those  mistaken  notions  of  her  duty  to  others  which  were  so  long 
inflicted  upon  women  to  be  their  own  curse  and  the  misfortune  of 
all  whom  they  were  designed  to  benefit  She  had  sacrificed  her 
health  in  her  early  married  life  to  what  she  believed  to  be  her 
duty  as  a  wife,  and  so  had  left  herself  neither  nerve  nor  strength 
enough  for  the  never-ending  tasks  of  the  mistress  of  a  household 
and  mother  of  a  family  on  a  small  income,  the  consequence  of 
which  was  that  shortness  of  temper  and  querulousness  which 
spoiled  her  husband's  life  and  made  her  own  a  burden  to  her.  She 
was  highly  intelligent,  but  had  carefully  preserved  her  ignorance 
of  life  because  it  was  not  considered  womanly  to  have  any  prac- 
tical knowledge  of  the  world ;  and  she  had  neglected  the  general 
cultivation  of  her  mind,  partly  because  intellectual  pursuits  were 
a  pleasure  and  she  did  not  feel  sufSciently  self-denying  if  she  al- 
lowed herself  any  but  exceptional  pleasures,  but  also  because 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  her  husband's  work  in  the  way  of  letters 
and  official  documents  that  she  could  do  for  him,  and  these  left 
her  no  time  for  anything  but  the  inevitable  making  and  mend- 
ing. Busy  men  take  a  sensible  amount  of  rest  and  relaxation,  of 
food  and  fresh  air,  and  make  good  speed;  but  busy  women  look 
upon  outdoor  exercise  as  a  luxury,  talk  about  wasting  time  on 
meals,  and  toil  on  incessantly,  yet  with  ever-diminishing  strength, 
because  they  take  no  time  to  I'ecoup ;  therefore  they  recede  rather 
than  advance,  so  that  all  the  extra  effort  but  makes  for  leeway. 

The  consequence  of  Mrs.  Caldwell's  ridiculous  education  was 
that  her  judgment  was  no  more  developed  in  most  respects  than 
it  had  been  in  her  girlhood,  so  that  when  she  lost  her  husband 
and  had  to  act  for  her  children  she  had  nothing  better  to  rely  on 
for  her  guidance  than  time-honoured  conventions,  which  she  ac- 
cepted with  unquestioning  faith  in  their  efficacy  even  when  applied 
to  emergencies  such  as  were  never  known  in  the  earlier  ages  of 
human  evolution  to  which  they  belonged.  She  had  starved  her- 
self and  her  daughters  in  mind  and  body  in  order  to  scrape  to- 
gether the  wherewithal  to  send  her  sons  out  into  the  world,  but 
she  had  let  them  go  without  making  any  attempt  to  help  them  to 
form  sound  principles,  or  to  teach  them  rules  of  conduct  such  as 
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should  keep  them  clean  and  make  them  worthy  members  of  soci- 
ety ;  so  that  all  her  privation  had  been  worse  than  vain ;  it  had 
been  mischievous ;  for  the  boys,  unaided  by  any  scheme  or  com- 
prehensive view  of  life,  any  knowledge  of  the  meaning  of  it  to 
show  them  what  was  worth  aiming  at,  and  also  unprotected  by 
positive  principles,  had  drifted  along  the  commonest  course  of 
self-seeking  and  self-indulgence,  and  were  neither  a  comfort  nor 
a  credit  to  her.  However,  she  was  satisfied  that  she  had  done  her 
best  for  them ;  and,  therefore,  being  of  the  days  when  the  wom- 
an's sphere  was  home  exclusively,  and  home  meant  for  the 
most  part  the  nursery  and  the  kitchen,  she  sat  inactive  and  suf- 
fered, as  was  the  wont  of  old-world  women,  while  they  were  sin- 
ning all  the  sins  which  she  especially  should  have  taught  them 
to  abhor ;  and  with  regard  to  her  girls,  she  was  equally  satisfied 
that  she  had  done  the  right  thing  by  them  under  the  circum- 
stances. She  could  not  have  been  made  to  comprehend  that  Beth, 
a  girl,  was  the  one  member  of  the  family  who  deserved  a  good 
chance,  the  only  one  for  whom  it  would  have  repaid  her  to  pro- 
cure extra  advantages ;  but,  having  at  last  been  convinced  that 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  send  Beth  to  school,  she  set  to 
work  to  prepare  her  to  the  best  of  her  ability.  Her  own  clothes 
were  in  the  last  stage  of  shabbiness,  but  what  money  she  had  she 
spent  on  getting  new  ones  for  Beth,  and  that,  too,  in  order  that 
she  might  continue  the  allowance  to  Jim  as"  long  as  possible.  She 
made  a  mighty  effort  also  to  teach  Beth  all  that  was  necessary  for 
the  entrance  examination  into  the  school,  and  sewed  day  and 
night  to  get  the  things  ready — in  all  of  which,  be  it  said,  Beth 
helped  to  the  best  of  her  ability,  but  without  pride  or  pleasure, 
because  slie  had  been  made  to  feel  that  she  was  robbing  Jim,  and 
that  her  mother  was  treating  her  better  than  she  deserved ;  and 
the  feeling  depressed  her  so  that  the  much-longed-for  chance, 
when  it  came,  found  her  with  less  spirit  than  she  had  ever  had  to 
take  advantage  of  it. 

""  Ah,  Beth,"  her  mother  said  to  her,  seeing  her  so  subdued,  "  I 
thought  you  would  repent  when  it  was  too  late.  You  won't  find 
it  so  easy  and  delightful  to  have  your  own  way  as  you  suppose. 
When  it  comes  to  leaving  home  and  going  away  among  strangers 
wlio  don't  care  a  bit  about  you,  you  will  not  be  very  jubilant,  I 
expect.  You  know  what  it  is  when  Mildred  leaves  home — how 
slie  cries  I " 

"  Summer  showers,  soft,  warm,  and  refreshing,"  Beth  snapped, 
irritated  by  the  I-told-you-so  tone  of  superiority,  wnich,  when  her 
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mother  assumed  it,  always  broke  down  her  best  resolutions  and 
threw  her  into  a  state  of  opposition.  "  Mildred  the  Satisfactory 
has  the  right  thing  ready  for  all  occasions." 

The  result  of  tliis  encounter  was  an  elaborate  pose.  In  dread 
of  her  mother's  comments  should  she  betray  the  feeling  expected 
of  her,  she  set  herself  to  maintain  an  unruffled  calm  of  demean- 
our, whatever  happened. 

Autumn  was  tinting  the  woods  when  Beth  packed  up. .  The 
day  befbre  her  departure  she  paid  a  round  of  visits — not  to  people 
but  to  places,  which  shows  how  much  more  real  the  life  of  her 
musings  was  to  her  at  that  time  than  the  life  of  the  world.  She 
got  up  at  daybreak  and  went  and  sat  on  the  rustic  seat  at  the  edge 
of  the  cliff  where  the  stream  fell  over  on  to  the  sand,  and  thought 
of  the  first  sunrise  she  had  ever  seen,  and  of  the  Pimtan  farmer 
who  had  come  out  and  reprimanded  her  ruggedly  for  being  there 
alone  at  that  unseemly  hour.  Poor  man  I  His  little  house  be- 
hind her  was  shut  up  and  deserted,  the  garden  he  had  kept  so 
trim  was  all  bedraggled,  neglect  ruled  ruin  all  over  his  small  de- 
mesne, and  he  himself  was  where  the  worthy  rest  till  their  return. 
The  thought,  however,  at  that  hour  and  in  that  heavenly  solitude, 
where  there  was  no  sound  but  the  sea  voice  which  filled  every 
pause  in  an  undertone  with  the  great  song  of  eternity  it  sings  on 
always,  did  not  sadden  Beth,  but,  on  the  contrary,  stimulated  her 
with  some  singular  vague  perception  of  the  meaning  of  it  all. 
The  dawn  was  breaking,  and  the  spirit  of  the  dawn  all  about  her 
possessed  and  drew  her  till  she  revelled  in  an  ecstasy  of  yearning 
toward  its  crowning  glory— Rise,  Great  Sun  I  When  she  first  sat 
down  the  hollow  of  the  sky  was  one  dark  level  only,  relieved  by 
a  star  or  two ;  but  the  darkness  parted  more  rapidly  than  her  eyes 
could  appreciate,  and  was  succeeded  in  the  hollow  it  had  held  by 
rolling  clouds  monotonously  gray,  which  in  turn  ranged  them- 
selves in  long,  low  downs,  irregularly  ribbed  and  all  unbroken, 
but  gradually  drawing  apart  until  at  length  they  were  gently 
riven,  and  the  first  triumphant  tinge  of  topaz  colour,  pale  pink, 
warm  and  clear,  like  the  faint  flush  that  shyly  betrays  some  deli- 
cate emotion  on  a  young  cheek,  touched  the  soft  gradations  of  the 
grayness  to  warmth  and  brightness,  then  mounted  up  and  up  in 
shafts  to  the  zenith,  while  behind  it  was  breathed  in  the  tenderest 
tinge  of  turquoise  blue,  which  shaded  to  green,  which  shaded  to 
primrose  low  down  on  the  horizon,  where  all  was  shining  silver. 
Then  as  the  gray,  so  was  the  colour  riven,  and  rays  of  light  shot 
up  crimson  flashes  of  flame,  which,  while  Beth  held  her  breath, 
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were  fast  followed  from  the  sea  by  the  sun,  that  rose  en  wrapt  in 
their  splendour,  while  the  water  below  caught  the  fine  flush,  and 
heaved  and  heaved  like  a  breast  expanding  with  delight  into 
long,  deep  sighs. 

Beth  threw  herself  face  downward  on  the  dewy  grass  and 
cried  aloud  :  "  O  Lord  of  Loveliness,  how  mighty  are  thy  mani- 
festations I " 

Later  in  the  day  she  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  hill  where  Char- 
lotte had  kept  her  faithful  watch  for  the  dark-brown  horse,  and 
there,  beneath  the  firs,  she  sat  looking  out  with  large  eyes  strain- 
ing far  into  the  vague  distance  where  Hector  had  been. 

The  ground  was  padded  with  pine  needles,  bryony  berries 
shone  in  the  hedgerows  below,  and  hips  and  haws  and  rowans 
also  rioted  in  re(^.  Brambles  were  heavy  with  blue-black  berries, 
and  the  bracken  was  battered  and  brown  on  the  steep  hillside. 
Down  in  the  road  a  team  of  four  horses,  dappled  bays  with  black 
points  and  coats  as  glossy  as  satin,  drawing  a  waggon  of  wheat, 
curved  their  necks  and  tossed  their  heads  till  the  burnished 
brasses  of  their  harness  rang,  and  paced  with  pride  as  if  they  re- 
joiced to  carry  the  harvest  home.  On  the  top  of  the  wheat  two 
women  in  coloured  cotton  frocks  rested  and  sang — sang  quite 
blithely. 

Beth  watched  the  waggon  out  of  sight,  then  rose,  and  turning, 
faced  the  sea.  As  she  descended  the  hill  she  left  that  dream  be- 
hind her.  Hector,  like  Sammy  and  Alfred,  passed  to  the  back- 
ground of  her  recollections,  where  her  lovers  ceased  from  trou- 
bling and  the  Secret  Service  of  Humanity,  superseded,  was  no 
more  a  living  interest. 

Beth  went  also  to  the  farther  sands  to  visit  the  spot  where  she 
had  been  surprised  in  the  water  by  the  girls,  and  had  become  the 
white  priestess  of  their  bathing  rites,  and  taught  that  girls  had  a 
strength  as  gre^t  as  the  strength  of  boys,  but  different,  if  only 
they  would  do  things.  Mere  mental  and  physical  strength  were 
what  Beth  was  thinking  of ;  she  knew  nothing  of  spiritual  force, 
although  she  was  using  it  herself  at  the  time,  and  doing  with  it 
what  all  the  boys  in  the  diocese,  taken  together,  could  not  have 
done.  She  liad  heard  of  works  of  the  spirit,  and  that  she  should 
pray  to  be  imbued  with  it ;  but  that  she  herself  was  pure  spirit 
only  waiting  to  be  released  from  her  case  of  clay,  had  never  been 
hinted  to  her. 

The  next  day  she  travelled  with  her  mother  from  the  north  to 
the  south,  and  during  the  whole  long  journey  there  was  no  break 
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in  the  unruffled  calm  of  her  demeanour.  Her  mother  wondered 
at  her,  and  was  irritated,  and  fussed  about  the  luggage,  and  fumed 
about  trains  she  feared  to  miss  ;  but  Beth  kept  calm.  She  sat  in 
her  corner  of  the  carriage  looking  out  of  the  window ;  and  the 
world  was  a  varied  landscape,  to  every  beauty  of  which  she  was 
keenly  alive,  yet  she  gave  no  expression  to  her  enthusiasm  ;  nor 
to  the  discomfort  she  suffered  from  the  August  sun,  which 
streamed  in  on  her  through  the  blindless  window,  burning  her 
face  for  hours  ;  nor  to  her  hunger  and  fatigue  ;  and  when  at  last 
they  came  to  a  great  house  by  the  river,  and  her  mother,  having 
handed  her  over  to  Miss  Clifford,  the  lady  principal,  said,  some- 
what tearfully,  *'  Good-bye,  Beth,  I  hope  you  will  be  happy  here ; 
but  be  a  good  girl,"  Beth  answered,  "  Thank  you ;  I  shall  try, 
mamma,"  and  kissed  her  as  coolly  as  if  it  wer^  her  usual  good- 
night. 

"  We  do  not  often  have  young  ladies  part  from  their  mothers 
so  placidly,"  Miss  Clifford  commented. 

"  I  suppose  not,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  said,  sighing. 

Beth  felt  that  she  was  behaving  horribly.  There  was  a  lump 
in  her  throat,  and  she  would  like  to  have  shown  more  feeling, 
but  could  not.  Now,  when  she  would  have  laid  aside  the  mask 
of  calmness  which  she  had  voluntarily  assumed,  she  found  her- 
self forced  to  wear  it.  Falsifications  of  our  better  selves  are 
easily  entered  upon,  but  hard  to  shake  off.  They  are  evil  things 
that  lurk  about  us,  ready  but  powerless  to  come  idll  we  call  them ; 
but,  having  been  called,  they  hold  us  in  their  grip,  and  their 
power  upon  us  to  compel  us  becomes  greater  than  ours  upon 
them. 

Mrs.  Caldwell  felt  sore  at  heart  when  she  had  gone,  and  Beth 
was  not  less  sore.  Each  had  been  a  failure  in  her  relation  to  the 
other.  Mrs.  Caldwell  blamed  Beth,  and  Beth,  in  her  own  mind, 
did  not  defend  herself.    She  forbore  to  judge. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

St.  Catherine's  Mansion,  the  Royal  Service  School  for  Offi- 
cers' Daughters,  had  not  been  built  for  the  purpose,  but  bought; 
otherwise  it  would  have  been  as  ugly  to  look  at  as  it  was  dreary 
to  live  in.  As  it  was,  however,  the  house  was  beautiful,  and  so 
also  were  the  grounds  about  it,  and  the  views  of  the  river,  the 
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bridge  with  its  many  arches,  and  the  gray  town  climbing  up  from 
it  to  the  height  above. 

Beth  was  still  standing  at  the  top  of  the  steps  under  the  great 
portico,  where  her  mother  had  left  her,  contemplating  the  river, 
which  was  the  first  that  had  flowed  into  her  experience. 

"  Come,  come,  my  dear,  come  in  I  "  same  one  behind  her  ex- 
claimed impatiently.    **  You're  not  allowed  to  stand  there.'' 

Beth  turned  and  saw  a  thin,  dry,  middle-aged  woman,  with 
keen  dark  eyes  and  a  sharp  manner  standing  in  the  doorway  be- 
hind her,  with  a  gentler-looking  lady,  who  said :  "  It  is  a  new 
girl,  Miss  Bey.    I  expect  she  is  all  bewildered." 

*'  No,  I  am  not  at  all  bewildered,  thank  you,"  Beth  answered  in 
her  easy  way.  As  she  spoke,  she  saw  two  grown-up  girls  in  the 
hall  exchange  glances  and  smile,  and  wondered  what  unusual 
thing  she  had  done. 

"  Then  you  had  better  come  at  once,"  Miss  Bey  rejoined  dryly, 
"  and  let  me  see  what  you  can  do.  Please  to  remember  in  future 
that  the  girls  are  not  allowed  to  come  to  this  door." 

She  led  the  way  as  she  spoke,  and  Beth  followed  her  across  the 
hall,  up  a  broad  flight  of  steps -opposite  the  entrance,  down  a  wide 
corridor  to  the  right,  and  then  to  the  right  again  into  a  narrow 
classroom,  and  through  that  again  into  another  inner  room. 

"  These  are  the  fifth  and  sixth  rooms,"  Miss  Bey  remarked — 
"  fifth  and  sixth  classes." 

They  were  furnished  with  long,  bare  tables,  forms,  hard  wooden 
chairs,  a  cupboard,  and  a  set  of  pigeonholes.  Miss  Bey  sat  down 
at  the  end  of  the  table  in  the  ""  sixth,"  with  her  back  to  the  window, 
and  made  Beth  sit  on  her  left.  There  were  some  books,  a  large 
slate,  a  slate  pencil,  and  damp  sponge  on  the  table. 

*'  What  arithmetic  have  you  done  ? "  Miss  Bey  began. 

''  I've  scrambled  through  the  first  four  rules,"  Beth  answered. 

"Set  yourself  a  sum  in  each,  and  do  it,"  Miss  Bey  said 
sharply,  taking  a  piece  of  knitting  from  a  bag  she  held  on  her 
arm  and  beginning  to  knit  in  a  determined  manner,  as  if  she 
were  working  against  time. 

Beth  took  up  the  slate  and  pencil  and  began ;  but  the  sharp 
click-click  of  the  needles  worried  her,  and  her  brain  was  so  busy 
studying  Miss  Bey  she  could  not  concentrate  her  mind  upon  the 
sums. 

Miss  Bey  waited  without  a  word,  but  Beth  was  conscious  of 
her  keen  eyes  fixed  upon  her  from  time  to  time,  and  knew  what 
she  meant. 
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**  Vm  hurrying  all  I  can,"  »he  ftaid  at  last. 

**  You'll  littvo  to  hurry  more  than  you  can,  then,  in  class,"  Miss 
I^jy  r<?rnarkcj<l,  "if  this  is  your  ordinary  rate  of  work." 

Whon  the  sums  were  done  she  U>ok  the  slate  and  glanced  ov^er 
thi^rn.  **  They  are  t5very  one  wrong,"  she  said,  **  but  I  see  you  know 
how  to  work  them.    Now,  clean  the  slate,  and  do  some  dictation." 

Hhe  took  up  a  book  when  Beth  was  ready,  and  began  to  read 
alotjd  from  it.  Beth  became  so  interested  in  the  subject  that  she 
forgot  the  dicUUion  and  burst  out  at  last:  "Well,  I  never  knew 
that  Imforo  I " 

"  You  are  doing  dictation  now,"  Miss  Bey  observed  severely. 

"All  right.    Go  on,"  Beth  cheerfully  rejoined. 

MJMS  Bey  did  not  go  on,  however,  and,  on  looking  up  to  see 
wlmt  was  the  matter.  Both  found  her  gazing  at  her  with  bent 
browH. 

"  May  I  ask  what  your  name  is  ? "  Miss  Bey  inquired. 

"  Both  Ottldwoll." 

"  Thon  hHow  mo  to  inform  you,  Miss  Beth  Caldwell,  that  *  All 
right,  go  on,'  is  not  the  proper  way  to  address  the  head  mistress 
of  tho  lioyal  Horvice  Bchool  for  OfHcers'  Daughters." 

"  Thank  you  for  tolling  me,"  Both  answered.  "  You  see  I  don't 
know  thoHO  Uiings.    I  always  say  that  to  mamma." 

"  Have  you  over  boon  to  school  before  ? "  Miss  Bey  asked. 

"  No,"  Both  aiiHwortHl. 

"  Oh  I "  Miss  Boy  ejaculated  with  peculiar  meaning.  "  Then 
you  will  have  a  groat  deal  to  learn." 

"  I  MUppOHO  so,"  Both  rojoinod.  "But  that's  what  I  came  for, 
ytni  kuow—to  loam.    It's  high  time  I  began  I" 

HI  10  llxod  hor  big  eyos  on  tho  blank  wall  opposite,  and  there 
w«w  u  sonn)wful  o.xpro8sion  in  thorn.  Miss  Bey  noted  the  expres- 
Hion,  and  nuildod  hor  head  sovoral  times,  but  there  was  no  relaxa- 
tion of  lior  iKn*omptory  mannor  when  she  spoke  again. 

"(K)  on»  my  doiu\"  sho  siud.  "If  I  give  as  much  time  to  the 
othora  as  yt>u  ai*o  taking  I  slmll  not  get  through  the  new  girls  to- 
night" 

Botli  llnishod  hor  dictation. 

"Wlmt  a  hand!"  Miss  Bey  exclaimed.  "Wherever  did  you 
ltMU*n  to  writo  like  that  i " 

"I  taught  my?H*lf  to  write  small  on  purpose,"  Beth  replied. 
"  You  oan  gi^t  8i>  much  n^ore  on  to  the  paper." 

"  You  hud  U^ttor  havo  taught  yourself  to  spell,  then,"  Miss  Bey 
rt^jKnuiHl    "  Thow  «u\>  four  mistab^  in  this  one  passage," 
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Beth  balanced  her  pencil  on  her  finger  with  an  air  of  indif- 
ference. She  was  wondering  how  it  was  that  the  head  mistress 
of  the  Royal  Service  School  for  Officers'  Daughters  used  the  word 
*  wherever '  as  the  vulgar  do. 

The  examination  concluded  with  some  questions  in  history  and 
geography,  which  Beth  answered  more  or  less  incorrectly. 

"  I  shall  put  you  here  in  the  sixth,"  Miss  Bey  informed  her ; 
"  but  rather  for  your  size  than  for  your  acquirements.  There  is 
a  delicate  girl,  much  smaller  than  you  are,  in  the  first." 

"  Then  I'd  rather  be  myself,  tall  and  strong,  in  the  sixth,"  Beth 
rejoined.  **  If  I  don't  catch  her  up,  at  all  events  I  shall  have  more 
pleasure  in  life,  and  that's  something." 

Again  Miss  Bey  gazed  at  her ;  but  she  was  too  much  taken 
aback  by  Beth's  readiness  to  correct  her  on  the  instant,  although 
it  was  an  unaccustomed  and  a  monstrous  thing  for  a  girl  to  ad- 
dress a  mistress  in  an  easy  conversational  way,  let  alone  differ 
from  her. 

She  took  Beth  to  the  great  classroom  where  the  seventh  and 
eighth  worked,  and  the  fifth  and  sixth  joined  them  for  recreation 
and  preparation ;  and  where  also  the  Bible  lessons  were  given  by 
Miss  Clifford  to  the  whole  school. 

There  were  a  good  many  girls  of  various  ages  in  the  room,  who 
all  looked  up.  ''  This  is  a  new  girl,"  Miss  Bey  said,  addressing 
them  generally,  *'  Miss  Beth  Caldwell.  Please  to  show  her  where 
to  go  and  what  to  do." 

She  glanced  round  keenly  as  she  spoke,  then  left  the  room ; 
and  at  the  same  time  a  thin,  sharp-looking  little  girl,  with  short  hair, 
rose  from  the  table  at  which  she  was  sitting,  and  went  up  to  Beth. 

"  I'm  head  of  the  fifth,"  she  said.  "  Has  Bey  been  examining 
you  ?    What  class  did  she  put  you  in  ? " 

"  The  sixth,"  Beth  answered. 

"  I  should  have  thought  you'd  have  been  in  the  third  at  least," 
the  head  of  the  fifth  piped,  **  you're  so  big.  Here  are  some  sixth 
girls— Jessie  Baker,  Ina  Formby,  Rosa  Bird." 

The  sixth  girls  were  sitting  at  a  round  table,  with  their  little 
desks  before  them,  writing  letters.  One  of  them  pulled  out  a 
cliair  for  Beth.  They  had  just  returned  from  the  holidays,  and 
were  in  various  stages  of  homesickness,  some  of  them  crying,  and 
the  rest  depressed ;  but  they  welcomed  Beth  kindly,  as  one  of 
tlieniselves,  and  inspected  her  with  interest. 

"  You  can  write  a  private  letter  to-day,  you  know,"  Rosa  Bird 
said  to  Beth. 


( 
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"  What  is  a  private  letter  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  One  to  your  mother,  you  know,  that  isn^t  read.  You  seal  it 
up  yourself.  Public  letters  have  to  be  sent  in  open  to  Miss  Clif- 
ford. One  week  you  write  a  public  letter,  and  the  next  a  private 
one. — Hello  I  here's  Amy  Wynne  I " 

A  dark  girl  of  about  eighteen  had  entered  by  a  door  at  the  far- 
ther end  of  the  room,  and  was  received  with  acclamation,  being 
evidently  popular.  Beth,  who  was  still  in  her  mask  of  calm  in- 
difference, looked  coldly  on ;  but  in  herself  she  determined  to  be 
received  like  that  some  day. 

Most  of  the  girls  in  the  room  jumped  up,  and  Amy  Wynne 
kissed  one  after  the  other,  and  then  shook  hands  with  Beth. 

"  Are  all  my  children  back  ? "  she  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  Bosa  Bird  rejoined,  glancing  round.  "  They 
are  not  all  here." 

"  That's  one  of  the  mothers,"  Eosa  explained  to  Beth,  when 
Amy  Wynne  had  gone  again.  *'  The  first-class  girls  are  mothers 
to  us.  You  walk  with  your  mother  in  the  garden,  and  sit  with 
her  on  half  holidays,  and  she's  awfully  good  to  you.  I  advise 
you  to  be  one  of  Amy  Wynne's  children  if  you  can."  She  was 
interrupted  by  the  loud  ringing  of  a  bell  in  the  hall.  "  That's  for 
tea,"  Eosa  added.    "  Come,  and  I'll  show  you  the  way." 

The  big  dining-room  was  downstairs  in  the  basement,  next  the 
kitchen.  Miss  Clifford  dined  in  the  next  room  attended  by  her 
maids  of  honour  (the  two  girls  at  the  top  of  the  first  class  for  the 
time  being)  and  the  rest  of  the  class,  except  the  girls  at  the  bot- 
tom, who  were  degraded  to  the  second-class  table  in  the  big  din- 
ing-room. Here  each  two  classes  had  a  separate  table,  at  either 
end  of  which  a  teacher  sat  on  a  Windsor  chair.  The  girls  had 
nothing  but  hard  benches  without  backs  to  sit  on.  Miss  Bey,  the 
housekeeper  (Miss  Winch),  and  the  head  music  mistress,  irrever- 
ently called  Old  Tom  by  the  girls,  sat  at  a  separate  table,  where  at 
dinner  time  they  did  all  the  carving  and  snatched  what  little  din- 
ner they  could  get  in  the  intervals,  patiently  and  foolishly  regard- 
less of  their  own  digestions.  For  tea  there  were  great  dishes  of 
thick  bread  and  butter  on  all  the  tables,  which  the  girls  began  to 
hand  round  as  soon  as  grace  had  been  said.  Each  class  had  a  big 
basin  of  brown  sugar  to  put  in  the  tea,  which  gave  it  a  coarse 
flavour.  The  first  cup  was  not  so  bad,  but  the  second  was  noth- 
ing but  hot  water  poured  through  the  teapot.  It  was  not  eti- 
quette to  take  more  than  two.  When  the  girls  were  ready  for  a 
second,  they  put  pieces  of  bread  in  their  saucers  that  they  might 
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know  their  own  again,  and  passed  the  cups  up  to  the  teacher  who 
poured  out  tea.  If  any  girl  suspected  that  the  cup  returned  to 
her  was  not  her  own,  she  would  not  touch  the  tea.  When  the 
meal  was  over,  one  of  the  girls  took  the  sugar  basin,  beat  down  the 
sugar  in  it  flat  and  hard  with  the  spoon,  did  a  design  on  the  top, 
and  put  it  away. 

"  What's  that  for  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  That's  so  that  we  shall  know  our  own  again,"  Eosa  answered. 
*'  But  it  never  lasts  the  proper  time." 

"What  do^ou  do  when  it's  done  ? "  said  Beth. 

"  Do  without,"  was  the  laconic  rejoinder. 

All  the  girls  were  talking  at  once.  "  What  a  racket ! "  Beth 
exclaimed. 

*'  It'll  be  quiet  enough  to-morrow,"  Eosa  replied.  "  The  first 
class  talks  at  table  in  Miss  CliflPord's  room,  but  we  are  not  allowed 
to  speak  a  word  here,  except  to  the  teachers,  nor  in  the  bedrooms 
either,  once  work  begins.  Do  you  see  that  great  fat  old  thing  at 
the  mistress's  table  ?  That's  Old  Tom,,  the  head  music  mistress. 
She  18  a  greedy  old  cat  I  She  likes  eating  I  You  can  see  it  by  the 
way  she  gloats  over  things,  and  she's  quite  put  out  if  she  doesn't 
get  exactly  what  she  wants.  Fancy  caring  I  It's  just  like  a  man, 
and  that's  why  she's  called  Old  Tom." 

"  Not  that  she's  fastidious ! "  said  Agnes  Stewart,  a  tall,  slender 
girl  with  short,  crisp  black  hair  and  gray-green  eyes,  who  was 
sitting  opposite  to  Beth.     "  I  believe  she  likes  mutton." 

"  Oh,  she's  horrid  enough  for  anything  I"  the  girl  next  her  ex- 
claimed, with  an  expression  of  disgust. 

Some  of  the  girls  ate  their  thick  bread  and  butter  unconcern- 
edly, others  were  choked  with  tears  and  could  not  touch  it.  Most 
of  the  tearful  ones  were  new  girls,  and  the  old  ones  were  kind  to 
them ;  the  teachers,  too,  were  sympathetic,  and  did  their  best  to 
cheer  them. 

After  tea  they  all  returned  to  their  classrooms.  Beth  went 
and  stood  in  one  of  the  great  windows  looking  out  on  to  the 
grounds,  the  river,  the  old  arched  bridge,  and  the  gray  houses 
of  the  town  climbing  up  the  hill  among  the  autumn-tinted  trees. 
All  the  windows  were  shut,  and  she  began  to  feel  suffocated  for 
want  of  fresh  air,  and  bewildered  by  the  clatter  of  voices.  If 
only  she  could  get  out  into  the  garden  I  The  door  at  the  end  of 
the  room,  which  led  into  the  first  and  second,  was  open.  She 
went  through.  But  before  she  was  half  across  the  room  one  of  the 
elder  girls  exclaimed  roughly :  "  Hello  I  what  are  you  doing  here  ? " 
21 
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"It's  a  new  girl,  Inkie/'  another  put  in. 

'*  Well,  the  sooner  she  learns  she  has  no  business  here  the 
better,"  Inkie  rejoined. 

Beth  thought  her  exceedingly  rude,  and  passed  on  into  the 
vestibule  unconcernedly. 

"  Well,  that's  a  cool  cheek ! "  Inkie  exclaimed. 

**  Hie — you — new  girl !  come  back  here  directly,  and  go  round 
the  other  way,  just  to  teach  you  manners." 

Beth  turned  back  with  flaming  cheeks,  looked  at  her  hard  a 
moment,  and  then  deliberately  made  a  face  at  her.  * 

"That  for  your  manners  I"  she  said,  snapping  her  fingers 
at  her. 

Amy  Wynne  rose  from  her  seat  and  went  up  to  Beth.  "  You 
must  learn  at  once,  Miss  Caldwell,"  she  said,  "  that  you  will  not 
be  allowed  to  speak  to  the  elder  girls  like  that." 

"  Then  the  elder  girls  had  better  learn  at  once,"  said  Beth  de- 
fiantly, "  that  they  will  not  be  allowed  to  speak  to  me  as  your 
Inkie  person  did  just  now.  You'll  not  teach  me  manners  by  be- 
ing rude  to  me,  and  if  any  girl  in  the  school  is  ever  rude  to  me 
again  I'll  box  her  ears.  Now,  I  apologize  for  coming  through 
your  room,  but  you  should  keep  the  door  shut." 

When  she  had  spoken  she  returned  to  the  big  classroom  delib- 
erately and  crossed  it  to  the  other  door.  As  she  did  so  she  noticed 
that  a  strange  hush  had  fallen  upon  the  girls,  and  they  were  all 
looking  at  h^r  curiously.  She  went  into  the  hall,  and  was  pass- 
ing the  vestibule  door,  when  Miss  Bey,  who  was  sitting  just  in- 
side knitting,  stopped  her. 

"  Where  are  you  going.  Miss  Caldwell  ? "  she  asked  in  her 
sharp  way. 

"  Upstairs,"  Beth  answered. 

"  You  speak  shortly,  Miss  Caldwell.  It  would  have  been  more 
polite  to  have  mentioned  my  name." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss  Bey,"  Beth  rejoined. 

Miss  Bey  bowed  with  a  severe  smile  in  acknowledgment  of 
the  apology.    "  What  do  you  want  upstairs  ? "  she  asked. 

"  To  be  alone,"  Beth  answered.    "  I  can't  stand  the  noise." 

"  You  must  stand  the  noise,"  said  Miss  Bey.  "  Girls  are  not 
allowed  to  go  upstairs  without  some  very  good  reason,  and  they 
must  always  ask  permission — politely — from  the  teacher  on  duty. 
I  am  the  teacher  on  duty  at  this  moment.  If  you  had  gone  up- 
stairs without  permission  I  should  have  given  you  a  bad  mark." 

Beth  looked  longingly  at  the  hall  door,  which  had  glass  panels 
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in  the  upper  part,  through  which  she  could  see  the  river  and  the 
trees.    "  What  a  prison  this  is  ! "  she  exclaimed. 

Miss  Bey  had  had  great  experience  of  girls,  and  her  sharp 
manner,  which  was  mainly  acquired  in  the  effort  to  maintain  dis- 
cipline, somewhat  belied  her  kindly  nature. 

"  You  can  bring  a  chair  from  the  hall  and  sit  here  beside  me, 
if  you  like,"  she  said  to  Beth. 

"I  would  like  to,"  Beth  answered.  "This  is  better,"  she  said 
when  she  was  seated.     "  May  I  talk  to  you  ? " 

*'  Yes,  certainly,"  said  Miss  Bey. 

There  was  a  great  conservatory  behind  them  as  they  sat  look- 
ing into  the  hall ;  on  their  left  was  the  third  and  fourth  class- 
room, on  their  right  the  first  and  second ;  the  doors  of  both  stood 
open. 

''  Did  you  hear  the  row  I  had  in  there  just  now? "  Beth  asked, 
nodding  toward  the  first  and  second. 

"  I  did,"  said  Miss  Bey.  "  But  you  mustn't  say  '  row ' ;  it  is 
vulgar." 

"  Difficulty,  then,"  Beth  rejoined.  "  But  what  did  you  think 
of  it  ? " 

Miss  Bey  reflected.  The  question  as  Beth  put  it  was  not  easy 
to  answer.  "'  I  thought  you  were  both  very  much  in  the  wrong," 
she  said  at  last. 

"Well,  that  is  fair,  at  all  events,"  Beth  observed  with  approval. 
'*  I  don't  mean  to  break  any  of  your  rules  when  I  know  what  they 
are,  and  I  bet  you  I  won't  have  a  bad  mark,  if  there's  any  way  to 
help  it,  the  whole  time  I  am  in  school ;  but  I'm  not  going  to  be 
sat  upon  by  anybody." 

Miss  Bey  pursed  up  her  mouth  and  knitted  emphatically.  She 
was  accustomed  to  naughty  girls,  but  the  most  troublesome  stood 
in  awe  of  the  teachers. 

"  My  dear,"  she  said,  after  a  little  pause,  "  I  honour  your  good 
resolutions  ;  but  I  must  request  you  not  to  say  '  I'll  bet '  or  talk 
about  '  being  sat  upon.'  Both  expressions  are  distinctly  unlady- 
like. I  must  also  tell  you  that  at  school  the  teachers  are  not  on 
the  same  level  as  the  girls ;  they  are  in  authority,  you  see " 

"  I  see."  said  Beth.  '*  I  spoke  to  you  as  one  lady  might  speak 
to  another.     I  won't  again.  Miss  Bey." 

Miss  Bey  paused  once  more,  with  bent  brows,  to  reflect  upon 
this  ambiguous  announcement ;  but  not  being  able  to  make  any- 
tliing  of  it,  she  proceeded.  "  It  is  a  matter  of  discipline.  With- 
out strict  discipline  an  establishment  of  this  si?e  would  be  in  a  statQ 
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of  chaos.  The  girls  must  respect  the  teachers,  and  the  younger 
girls  must  respect  the  elder  ones.  All  become  elder  ones  in  turn, 
and  are  respected." 

"  Well,  /  mean  to  be  respected  all  through,"  Beth  declared,  and 
set  her  mouth  hard  on  the  determination. 

At  eight  o'clock  Miss  Bey  rang  a  big  handbell  for  prayers,  and 
the  whole  household,  including  the  servants,  came  trooping  into 
the  hall.  The  girls  sat  together  in  their  classes,  and  when  all 
were  in  their  places  Miss  Clifford  came  in  attended  by  her  maids 
of  honour,  mounted  the  reading  desk,  and  read  the  little  service 
in  a  beautiful  voice,  devoutly.  Beth  softened  as  she  listened,  and 
joined  in  with  all  her  heart  toward  the  end. 

When  prayers  were  over  and  the  servants  had  gone  down- 
stairs one  of  the  maids  of  honour  set  a  chair  under  the  domed 
ceiling  in  front  of  the  vestibule  for  Miss  Clifford,  who  went  to  it 
from  the  reading  desk,  and  sat  there.  Then  the  first-class  girls 
rose  and  left  their  seats  in  single  file,  and  each  as  she  passed 
walked  up  to  Miss  Clifford,  took  the  hand  which  she  held  out, 
and  courtesied  good-night  to  her.  The  other  classes  followed  in  the 
same  order.  Miss  Clifford  said  a  word  or  two  to  some  of  the 
girls,  and  had  a  smile  for  all.  When  Beth's  turn  came  she  made 
an  awkward  courtesy  in  imitation  of  the  others.  Miss  Clifford 
held  her  hand  a  moment  and  looked  up  into*  her  face  keenly,  then 
smiled  and  let  her  go.  Beth  felt  that  there  was  some  special 
thought  behind  that  smile,  and  wondered  what  it  was.  Miss 
Clifford  made  it  her  duty  to  know  the  character,  temper,  consti- 
tution, and  capacity  of  every  one  of  the  eighty  girls  under  her, 
and  watched  carefully  for  every  change  in  them.  This  good- 
night, which  was  a  dignified  and  impressive  ceremony,  gave  her 
an  opportunity  of  inspecting  each  girl  separately  every  day,  and 
very  little  escaped  her.  If  a  girl  looked  unhappy,  run  down, 
overworked,  or  otherwise  out  of  sorts.  Miss  Clifford  sent  for  her 
next  morning  to  find  out  what  was  the  matter;  and  she  was 
scolded,  comforted,  put  on  extras,  had  a  tonic  to  take,  or  was 
allowed  another  hour  in  bed  in  the  morning,  according  to  the 
necessities  of  her  case. 

The  girls  who  were  in  certain  bedrooms  sat  up  an  hour  after 
prayers  and  had  dry  bread  and  water  for  supper ;  they  turned 
to  the  left,  and  went  back  to  their  classrooms  when  they  had  made 
their  courtesies.  The  others  turned  to  the  right  and  went  upstairs. 
Beth  was  one  of  these.  She  was  in  number  six.  There  were  sev- 
eral beds  in  the  room,  and  beside  each  bed  was  a  washstand  and  a 
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box  for  clothes.  The  floor  was  carpetless.  There  were  white  cur- 
tains hung  on  iron  rods  to  be  drawn  round  the  beds  and  the  space 
beside  them,  so  that  each  girl  had  perfect  privacy  to  dress  and 
undress.  The  curtains  were  all  drawn  hack  for  air  when  the 
girls  were  ready,  but  no  girl  drew  her  curtain  without  the  per- 
mission of  the  girl  next  to  her.  When  a  bell  rang  they  all 
knelt  down  and  had  ten  minutes  for  private  prayers,  night  and 
morning,  the  bell  being  rung  again  when  the  time  was  up.  The 
girls  had  to  turn  down  their  beds  to  air  them  before  they  left 
their  rooms  in  the  morning.  They  had  an  hour's  lessons  before 
breakfast,  then  prayers.  After  prayers  the  moni  tresses  rose  from 
their  seats  below  the  reading  desk,  and  as  they  filed  out,  each  in 
turn  reported  if  any  one  had  spoken  or  not  spoken  in  the  bed- 
rooms. Breakfast  consisted  of  thick  bread  and  butter  and  tea  for 
the  girls,  with  the  addition  of  an  insufficient  quantity  of  fried 
bacon  for  the  teachers.  After  breakfast  the  girls  went  upstairs 
again  and  made  their  beds  in  a  given  time ;  then  all  hut  a  few 
who  were  kept  in  for  music  went  out  into  the  garden  for  half  an 
hour.  Beth  had  to  go  out  that  first  morning.  The  sun  was  shin- 
ing, bright  drops  sparkled  on  grass  and  trees,  the  air  was  heavy 
with  autumn  odours,  but  fresh  and  sweet,  and  the  birds  chirped 
blithely.  Beth  felt  like  a  free  creature  once  more  directly  she 
got  out,  and,  throwing  up  her  arms  with  a  great  exclamation  of 
relief  after  the  restraint  indoors,  she  ran  out  on  to  the  wide  grass- 
plot  in  front  of  the  house  at  the  top  of  her  speed. 

*'  Come  back,  come  back,  new  girl ! "  cried  the  head  French 
mistress,  Mademoiselle  Duval,  the  teacher  on  duty.  "You  are 
not  allowed  to  go  on  the  grass,  nor  must  you  run  in  that  un- 
seemly way." 

"  I'm  sorry,"  said  Beth.     "  I  didn't  know." 

She  moved  off  on  to  the  path  which  overlooked  the  river  and 
began  to  walk  soberly  up  and  down,  gazing  at  the  water. 

"  Mademoiselle ! "  the  French  mistress  screamed  again  shrilly, 
"  come  away  from  there !  The  girls  are  not  allowed  to  walk  on 
that  path." 

"  Oh,  dear ! "  said  Beth.    "  Where  may  I  go  ? " 

"  Just  go  where  you  see  the  other  girls  go,"  mademoiselle  re- 
joined sharply. 

Not  being  a  favourite,  the  French  mistress  was  left  to  wander 
about  alone.  Popular  teachers  always  had  some  girls  hanging  on 
to  their  arms  out  in  the  garden,  and  sitting  with  them  when  they 
were  on  duty  indoors ;  but  mademoiselle  seldom  had  a  satellite, 
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and  never  one  who  was  respected.  The  girls  thought  her  deceit- 
ful, and  deceit  was  one  of  the  things  not  tolerated  in  the  school. 
Miss  Bey  was  believed  to  be  above  deceit  of  any  kind,  and  was 
liked  and  respected  accordingly,  in  spite  of  her  angular  appear- 
ance, sharp  manner,  the  certainty  that  she  was  not  a  lady  by 
birth,  and  the  suspicion  that  her  father  kept  a  shop.  The  girls 
had  certain  simple  tests  of  character  and  station.  They  attend 
more  to  each  other's  manners  in  the  matter  of  nicety  at  girls' 
schools  than  at  boys,  more's  the  pity  for  those  who  have  to  live 
with  the  boys  afterward.  If  a  new  girl  drank  with  her  mouth 
full,  ate  audibly,  took  things  from  the  end  instead  of  the  side  of  a 
spoon,*  or  bit  her  bread  instead  of  breaking  it  at  dinner,  she  was 
set  down  as  nothing  much  at  home,  which  meant  that  her  people 
were  socially  of  no  importance,  not  to  say  common  ;  and  if  she 
were  not  perfectly  frank  and  honest,  or  if  she  ever  said  coarse  or 
indelicate  things,  she  was  spoken  of  contemptuously  as  a  dock- 
yard girl,  which  meant  one  of  low  mind  and  objectionable  man- 
ners, who  was  in  a  bad  set  at  home  and  made  herself  cheap  after 
the  manner  of  a  garrison  hack,  the  terms  being  nearly  equivalent. 
There  was  no  pretence  of  impossible  innocence  among  the  elder 
girls,  but  neither  was  there  any  impropriety  of  language  or  im- 
modesty of  conduct.  Certain  subjects  were  avoided,  and  if  a  girl 
made  any  allusion  to  them  by  chance  she  was  promptly  silenced ; 
if  she  recurred  to  them  persistently,  she  was  set  down  at  once  as  a 
dockyard  girl,  and  an  outsider.  The  consequence  of  this  high 
standard  was  an  extremely  good  tone  all  through  the  school. 

Beth  turned  into  the  lime-tree  avenue,  where  she  met  several 
sets  of  girls,  all  walking  in  rows  with  their  arms  round  each  other. 
None  of  them  took  any  notice  of  her  until  she  got  out  on  to  the 
drive,  where  she  met  Amy  Wynne  with  her  children.  Amy  let 
go  of  the  two  she  had  her  arms  round,  sent  them  all  on,  and 
stopped  to  speak  to  Beth. 

"  Have  you  no  mother  ? "  she  asked. 

"  I  have  one  at  home,''  Beth  answered  coldly  in  spite  of  her- 
self. 

*'  But  you  know  our  custom  here,"  Amy  rejoined.  *'  The  elder 
girls  are  mothers  to  the  young  ones." 

"  I  know,"  said  Beth ;  "  but  I  don't  want  a  mother.  I  should 
hate  to  have  my  thoughts  interrupted  by  a  lot  of  little  girls  in  a 
row,  all  cackling  together." 

*'  I  was  going  to  offer,"  Amy  began — "  but,  of  course,  if  you  are 
so  self-reliant,  it  would  only  be  an  impertinence." 
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"  Oh,  no ! "  said  Beth  sincerely,  regretting  her  own  ungracious- 
ness. '*  It  is  kind  of  you,  and  if  it  were  you  alone  I  should  bo 
glad ;  but  I  could  not  stand  the  others." 

"  Well,  I  hope  you  won't  be  lonely,"  Amy  answered,  and  hur- 
ried on  after  her  children. 

"Lonely  I  must  be,"  Beth  muttered  to  herself  with  sudden 
foreboding. 

When  the  girls  went  in,  Beth  was  summoned  to  the  big  music 
room.  *'  Old  Tom  "  was  there  with  Dr.  Gentry,  who  came  twice 
a  week  to  hear  the  girls  play.  There  were  twelve  pianos  in  the 
room,  ten  upright  and  two  grand,  besides  Old  Tom's  own  private 
grand — all  old,  hard,  and  metallic ;  and  twelve  girls  hammered 
away  on  tliem,  all  together,  at  the  same  piece ;  but  if  one  made  a 
mistake  Old  Tom  instantly  detected  it,  and  knew  which  it  was. 

"  Do  ye  know  any  music  ? "  she  asked  Beth  in  a  gruff  voice 
with  a  rough  Scotch  accent. 

"  A  little,"  Beth  answered. 

"  What,  for  instance  ? "  Old  Tom  pursued,  looking  at  Beth  as 
if  she  were  a  culprit  up  for  judgment. 

"  Some  of  Chopin,"  Beth  replied.     "  I  like  him  best." 

Old  Tom  raised  her  eyebrows  incredulously.  "  Sit  down  here 
and  play  one  of  his  compositions,  if  you  please — here,  at  my 
piano,"  she  said,  opening  the  instrument. 

But  Beth  felt  intimidated  for  once,  partly  by  the  offensive  man- 
ners of  the  formidable-looking  old  woman,  her  bulk  and  gruff- 
ness,  but  also  because  Old  Tom's  doubt  of  her  powers,  which  she 
perceived,  was  shaking  her  confidence.  She  sat  down  at  the 
piano,  however,  and  struck  a  few  notes ;  then  her  nerve  for- 
sook her. 

"  I  can't  play,"  she  said.     "  I'm  nervous." 

"Humph,"  snarled  Old  Tom.  "I  thought  that  ud  be  ye're 
Chopin  !  Go  and  learn  exercises  with  the  children  in  Miss  Tait's 
cliussroom." 

Miss  Tait,  acting  on  Old  Tom's  report,  put  Beth  into  one  of  her 
lower  classes,  and  left  her  to  practise  with  the  beginners.  When 
she  had  gone,  Beth  glanced  at  the  exercises,  and  then  began  to 
rattle  them  off  at  such  a  rate  that  no  one  in  the  class  could  keep 
up  with  her.    Miss  Tait  came  hurrying  back. 

"  Who  is  that  playing  so  fast  ? "  she  said.  "  Was  it  you.  Miss 
Caldwell?" 

"  Yes,"  Beth  answered. 

"  Then  you  must  go  into  a  higher  class,"  said  Miss  Tait. 
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But  the  same  thing  happened  in  every  class,  until  at  last  Beth 
had  run  up  through  them  all,  as  up  a  flight  of  stairs,  into  Old 
Tom's  first.  Her  piano  in  the  first,  when  the  whole  class  was 
present  and  she  had  no  choice,  was  a  hard  old  instrument,  usually- 
avoided  because  it  was  the  nearest  to  the  table  at  which  Old  Tom 
sat  (when  she  did  not  walk  about)  during  a  lesson.  The  first  time 
Beth  took  her  place  at  it  the  other  girls  were  only  beginning  to 
assemble,  and  Old  Tom  was  not  in  the  room.  A  great  teasing  of 
instruments,  as  Old  Tom  called  it,  was  going  on.  A  new  piece 
was  to  be  taken  that  morning,  and  each  girl  began  to  try  it  as 
soon  as  she  sat  down,  so  that  they  were  all  at  different  passages. 
They  stopped,  however,  and  looked  up  when  Beth  appeared. 

'*  That's  your  piano,"  the  head  girl  said. 

'"  I  hope  you'll  like  it !  "  one  of  the  others  added,  sarcastically. 

"  Oh,  but  I'm  glad  to  be  here  I "  said  Beth,  striking  a  few  firm 
chords.  *'  Now  I  feel  like  Chopin  " — and  she  burst  out  into  one  of 
his  most  brilliant  waltzes  triumphantly. 

Old  Tom  had  come  in  while  she  was  speaking,  but  Beth  did 
not  see  her.    Old  Tom  waited  till  she  had  done. 

"  Oh,  so  now  ye  feel  like  Chopin,  Miss  CaldweU  I "  she  jeered. 
"  And  it  appears  ye  are  not  above  shamming  nervous  when  it 
suits  ye  to  mak'  yerself  interesting.    I  shall  remember  that." 

Old  Tom  taught  by  a  series  of  jeers  and  insults.  If  a  girl  were 
poor  she  never  failed  to  remind  her  of  the  fact.  "  But,  indeed, 
ye're  beggars  all,"  was  her  favourite  summing  up  when  they 
stumbled  at  troublesome  passages.  Most  of  the  girls  cowered 
under  her  insults,  but  Beth  looked  her  straight  in  the  face  at  this 
second  encounter,  and  at  the  third  her  spirit  rose  and  she  argued 
the  point.  Old  Tom  tried  to  shout  her  down,  but  Beth  left  her 
seat  and  suggested  that  they  should  go  and  get  Miss  Clifford  to 
decide  between  them.  Then  Old  Tom  subsided,  and  from  that 
time  she  and  Beth  were  on  amicable  terms. 

Beth  had  an  excellent  musical  memory  when  she  went  to 
school,  but  she  lost  it  entirely  while  she  was  there,  and  the  deli- 
cacy of  her  touch  as  well,  both  being  destroyed,  as  she  supposed, 
by  the  system  of  practising  with  so  many  others  at  a  time,  which 
made  it  impossible  for  her  to  feel  what  she  was  playing  or  put 
any  individuality  of  expression  into  it. 

On  that  opening  day  Beth  had  to  go  from  the  music  room  to 
her  first  English  lesson  in  the  sixth.  All  the  girls  sat  round  the 
long  narrow  table.  Miss  Smallwood,  the  mistress,  being  at  the  end 
with  bar  back,  to  the  window.    The  lesson  was  "  Guy,"  a  collec- 
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tion  of  questions  and  answers,  used  also  by  the  first-class  girls, 
only  that  they  were  farther  on  in  the  book.  Who  was  William 
the  Conqueror  ?  When  did  he  arrive  !  What  did  he  do  on  land- 
ing ?  And  so  on.  Beth,  at  the  bottom  of  the  class  on  Miss  Small- 
wood's  right,  was  in  a  good  position  to  ask  questions  herself.  She 
could  have  told  the  whole  history  of  William  the  Conqueror  in 
lier  own  language  after  once  reading  it  over;  but  the  answers  lo 
the  questions  had  to  be  learned  by  heart  and  reywated  in  the  exact 
language  of  the  book,  and  in  the  struggle  to  be  word  perfect 
enough  to  keep  up  with  the  class,  the  significance  of  what  she 
was  saying  was  lost  upon  her.  It  was  her  mother's  system  ex- 
actly, and  Beth  was  disappointed,  having  hoped  for  something 
different.  These  pilules  of  knowledge  only  exasperated  her ;  she 
wanted  enough  to  enable  her  to  grasp  the  whole  situation. 

"  What  is  tke  use  of  learning  these  little  bits  by  heart  about 
William  the  Conqueror  aud  the  battle  of  Hastings  and  all  that, 
Miss  Smallwood  ! "  she  exclaimed  one  day. 

"It  is  a  part  of  your  education,  Beth,"  Miss  Smallwood  an- 
swered precisely. 

"  I  know,"  Beth  grumbled  ;  "  but  couldn't  one  read  about  it, 
and  get  on  a  little  quicker  ?  I  want  to  know  what  he  did  when 
he  got  here," 

"  Why,  my  dear  child,  how  can  you  be  so  stupid  1  You  have 
just  said  he  fought  the  battle  of  Hastings." 

"Yes,  but  what  did  the  battle  of  Hastings  do?"  Beth  per- 
sisted, making  a  hard  but  ineffectual  effort  to  express  herself. 

"  Oh,  now,  Beth,  you  are  silly  I  "  Miss  Smallwood  rejoined  im- 
patiently, and  all  the  girls  grinned  in  agreement.  But  it  was  not 
Beth  who  was  silly.  Miss  Smallwood  had  had  nothing  herself 
but  the  trumpery  education  provided  everywhere  at  that  time  for 
girls  by  the  part  of  humanity  which  laid  undisputed  claim  to  a 
superior  sense  of  justice,  and  it  had  not  carried  her  far  enough  to 
enable  her  to  grasp  any  more  comprehensive  result  of  the  battle 
of  Hastings  than  was  given  in  the  simple  philosophy  of  Guy. 
Most  of  the  girls  at  the  Royal  Service  School  would  have  to  work 
for  thonisolves,  and  teaching  was  almost  the  only  occupation 
<)]K'n  to  them,  yet  sucli  education  as  they  received,  consisting  as 
it  did  of  mere  rudiments,  was  an  insult  to  the  high  average  of 
inlclligcnce  that  obtained  among  them.  They  were  not  taught 
one  thing  thoroughly,  not  even  their  own  language,  and  re- 
mained handicapped  to  the  end  of  their  lives  for  want  of  a  ground- 
ing in  grammar.    When  you  And  a  woman's  diction  at  fault, 
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never  gird  at  her  for  want  of  intelligence,  but  at  those  in  authority 
over  her  in  her  youth,  who  thought  anything  in  the  way  of  edu- 
cation good  enough  for  a  girl.  Even  the  teachers  at  St.  Cathe- 
rine's, some  of  them,  wrote  in  reply  to  invitations :  "  I  shall  have 
much  pleasure  in  accepting."  The  girls  might  be  there  eight 
years,  but  were  never  taught  French  enough  in  the  time  either  to 
read  or  speak  it  correctly.  Their  music  was  an  ofiPence  to  the  ear, 
and  their  drawings  to  the  eye.  History  was  given  to  them  in 
outlines  only,  which  isolated  kings  and  their  ministers,  showing 
little  or  nothing  of  their  influence  on  the  times  they  lived  in,  and 
ignoring  the  conditions  of  the  people,  who  were  merely  intro- 
duced as  a  background  to  some  telling  incident  in  the  career  of 
a  picturesque  personage ;  and  everything  else  was  taught  in  the 
same  superficial  way — except  religion.  But  the  fact  that  the  re- 
ligious education  was  good  in  Beth's  time  was  an  accident  due  to 
Miss  Clifford's  character  and  capacity,  and  therefore  no  credit  to 
the  governors  of  the  school,  who  did  not  know  that  she  was  spe- 
cially qualified  in  that  respect  when  they  made  her  lady  princi- 
pal. She  was  a  high-minded  woman.  Low  Church,  of  great  force 
of  character,  and  exemplary  piety ;  and  her  spirit  pervaded  the 
whole  school.  She  gave  the  Bible  lessons  herself  in  the  form  of 
lectures  which  dealt  largely  with  the  conduct  of  life  ;  and  as  she 
had  the  power  to  make  her  subject  interesting  and  the  faith 
which  carries  conviction,  both  girls  and  mistresses  profited  great- 
ly by  her  teaching.  Many  of  them  became  deeply  religious  un- 
der her,  and  most  of  them  had  phases  of  piety  ;  while  there  were 
very  few  who  did  not  leave  the  school  with  yearnings  at  least 
toward  honour  and  uprightness,  which  were  formed  by  time  and 
experience  into  steady  principles. 

Beth  persisted  in  roaming  the  garden  alone.  She  loved  to 
hover  about  a  large  fountain  there  was,-  w^ith  a  deep  wide  basin 
round  it,  in  which  gold  fish  swam  and  water  lihes  grew.  She 
used  to  go  and  hang  over  it,  peering  into  the  water,  or,  when  the 
fountain  played,  she  would  loiter  near,  delighting  in  the  sound  of 
it,  the  splash  and  murmur. 

One  of  the  windows  of  Miss  Clifford's  sitting-room  overlooked 
this  part  of  the  garden,  and  Beth  noticed  the  old  lady  once  or 
twice  standing  in  the  window,  but  it  did  not  occur  to  her  that 
she  was  watching  her.  One  day,  however.  Miss  Clifford  sent  a 
maid  of  honour  to  fetch  her  ;  and  Beth  went  in,  wondering  what 
she  had  done,  but  asked  no  questions  ;  calm  indifference  was  still 
her  pose. 
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Miss  Clifford  dismissed  the  maid  of  honour.  She  was  sitting 
in  her  own  special  easy-chair,  and  Beth  stood  before  her. 

"  My  dear  child,"  she  said  to  Beth,  "  why  are  you  always  alone  ? 
Are  the  girls  not  kind  to  you  ?  " 

*'  Oh,  yes,  thank  you,"  Beth  answered,  *'  they  are  quite  kind." 

''  Then  why  are  you  always  alone  ? " 

"  I  like  it  best." 

"  Are  you  sure,"  said  Miss  Clifford,  "  that  the  others  do  not 
shun  you  for  some  reason  or  other  ? " 

"  One  of  them  wished  to  be  my  mother,"  Beth  rejoined,  "  but 
I  did  not  care  about  it." 

"  But  you  can  not  be  happy  always  alone  like  that,"  Miss  Clif- 
ford observed. 

Beth  was  silent. 

Miss  Clifford  looked  at  her  earnestly  for  a  little,  then  she 
shook  her  head.  ^ 

''  I  tell  you  what  I  will  do  if  you  like,  Miss  Clifford,"  Beth 
said  upon  reflection.     ''  I  will  form  a  family  of  my  own." 

Miss  Clifford  smiled.  "Ah,  I  see  you  are  ambitious,"  she 
said.  *'  But,  my  dear  child,  a  sixth  girl  can't  expect  to  have  that 
kind  of  influence." 

"  It  is  not  ambition,  Beth  answered,  '^  for  I  shall  feel  it  no  dis- 
tinction, only  a  great  bother.  Nevertheless,  I  will  do  it  to  show 
you  that  I  am  not  shunned  and  to  please  you,  as  you  do  not  like 
me  to  wander  alone." 

A  week  or  two  later  Beth  appeared  in  the  garden  with  six  of 
the  worst  girls  in  the  school  clinging  to  her,  fascinated  by  her 
marvellous  talk. 

Miss  Clifford  sent  for  her  again.  "  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  in 
such  company,"  she  said.  "  Those  girls  are  all  older  than  you  are, 
and  they  will  lead  you  into  mischief." 

'•  On  the  contrary.  Miss  Clifford,"  Beth  replied,  **  I  shall  keep 
them  out  of  mischief.  Not  one  of  them  has  had  a  bad  mark  this 
week." 

Then  Miss  Clifford  sent  for  Miss  Smallwood,  the  mistress  of 
the  sixth.     "  What  do  you  make  of  Beth  Caldwell  ? "  she  asked. 

"  I  can't  make  anything  of  her,"  Miss  Smallwood  answered. 
"  I  think  she  tries,  but  she  does  not  seem  able  to  keep  up  with  the 
other  girls  at  all.  She  seldom  knows  a  less5n  or  does  a  sum  cor- 
rectly. I  sometimes  think  she  ought  to  be  in  the  eighth.  But 
then  occasionally  she  shows  a  knowledge  far  beyond  her  years ; 
not  a  knowledge  of  school  work,  but  of  books — and  life." 
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*'  How  about  her  themes  ? " 

*'  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  them  ;  they  are  too  good.  But 
she  declares  emphatically  that  she  does  them  all  out  of  her  own 
head." 

"  What  sort  of  temper  has  she  ? " 

"  Queer,  like  everything  else  about  her.  Not  unamiable,  you 
know,  but  irritable  at  times,  and  she  has  days  of  deep  depression 
and  moments  of  extreme  elation." 

*'Ah,"  Miss  Clifford  ejaculated,  and  then  reflected  a  little. 
*'  Well,  be  patient  with  her,"  she  said  at  last.  "  If  she  hasn't  ex- 
ceptional ability  of  some  kind,  I  am  no  judge  of  girls ;  but  she  is 
evidently  unaccustomed  to  school  work,  and  is  suffering  from  the 
routine  and  restraint,  after  being  allowed  to  run  wild.  She  should 
have  been  sent  here  years  ago." 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

From  the  foregoing  it  will  be  seen  that  Beth  made  her  mark 
upon  the  school  from  the  day  of  her  arrival  in  the  way  of  getting 
herself  observed  and  talked  about.  She  was  set  down  as  queer  to 
begin  with,  and  when  lessons  began,  both  girls  and  mistresses  de- 
cided that  she  was  stupid  ;  and  queer  she  remained  to  the  end  in 
the  estimation  of  those  who  had  no  better  word  to  express  it,  but 
with  regard  to  her  stupidity  there  soon  began  to  be  differences  of 
opinion. 

At  preparation  one  evening  she  talked  instead  of  doing  her 
work,  and  gradually  all  the  girls  about  her  had  stopped  to  listen. 

**  Gracious  ! "  Beth  exclaimed  at  last,  "  the  bell  will  go  directly, 
and  I've  not  done  a  sum  I    Show  me  how  to  work  them,  Rosa." 

"  Oh,  bother  I "  Rosa  rejoined.  "  Find  out  for  yourself !  My 
theme  was  turned,  and  I've  got  to  do  it  again." 

"  Look  here,"  said  Beth,  "  if  you'll  do  my  sums  I'll  do  your 
theme  now,  and  your  thorough  bass  on  Thursday." 

"  I  wish  to  goodness  you  wouldn't  talk,  Beth  I  "  Agnes  Stewart 
exclaimed.     "  We  shall  all  get  bad  marks  to-morrow." 

"  Then  why  do  you  listen  ? "  Beth  retorted. 

"  I  can't  help  it,*'  Agnes  grumbled.  "  You  fascinate  me.  I 
should  have  thought  you  were  clever  if  I  had  only  heard  you  talk 
and  not  known  what  a  duffer  you  are  at  your  lessons." 

"  Well,  she's  not  a  duffer  at  thorough  bass,  any  way,"  Rosa  put 
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in.  *'  She  only  began  this  term,  and  she's  a  long  way  ahead  even 
of  some  of  the  first.  Old  Tom's  given  her  a  little  book  to  her- 
self." 

"  I  began  thorough  bass  with  the  rest  of  you,"  Beth  observed. 
"  It's  the  only  thing  we  started  fair  in.  You  are  years  ahead  of 
me  in  all  the  other  work." 

The  girls  reflected  upon  this  for  a  little. 

"  And  you  can  write  themes,"  Rosa  finally  asseverated. 

*'  Oh,  that's  nothing,"  Beth  protested.  "  Themes  are  easy 
enough.    I  could  write  them  for  the  whole  school." 

"  Well,  that's  no  reason  why  you  should  put  your  nose  in  your 
cup  every  time  you  drink,"  Lucy  Black,  the  sharpest  shrimp  of  a 
girl  in  the  class,  said,  grinning. 

*'  I  never  did  such  a  thing  in  my  life,"  Beth  exclaimed,  turning 
crimson.    "  You'll  say  I  eat  audibly  next." 

"  No,  you  don't  do  that,"  Rosa  said  solemnly ;  "  but  you  do  put 
your  nose  in  your  cup." 

The  colour  flickered  on  Beth's  sensitive  cheek,  and  she  shrank 
into  herself. 

"  There,  don't  tease  her ! "  Mary  Wright,  the  eldest,  stupidest, 
and  most  motherly  girl  in  the  school  exclaimed.  "  How  can  you 
drink  without  putting  your  nose  in  your  cup,  stupid  ?  " 

Then  Beth  saw  it  and  smiled,  greatly  relieved.  This  venerable 
pleasantry  was  a  sign  that  she  had  been  taken  once  for  all  into 
the  good  graces  of  her  schoolmates.  The  girls  w^ho  were  liked 
were  usually  nicknamed  and  always  chaffed ;  the  rest  were  treated 
with  different  degrees  of  politeness,  the  dockyard  girls,  as  the  low- 
est of  all,  being  called  Miss,  even  by  the  teacliers. 

On  Thursday  evenings  the  girls  in  the  fifth  and  sixth  were 
allowed  to  do  fancy  work  for  an  hour  while  a  story  book  was 
read  aloud  to  them,  either  by  Miss  Smallwood  or  one  of  them- 
selves when  her  voice  was  tired.  The  book  was  always  either 
childish  or  dull,  generally  both,  and  Beth,  who  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  Scott,  Dickens,  and  Thackeray,  grew  restive  under  the  in- 
fliction. One  evening  when  she  had  twice  been  reprimanded  for 
yawning  aggressively,  she  exclaimed :  **  Well,  Miss  Smallwood,  it 
is  such  silly  stuff !  Why,  I  could  tell  you  a  better  story  myself, 
and  make  it  up  as  I  go  on." 

''  Then  begin  at  once  and  tell  it,"  said  Miss  Smallwood,  glan- 
cing round  at  the  girls,  who  smiled  derisively,  thinking  that  Beth 
would  have  to  excuse  herself  and  thereby  tacitly  acknowledge 
that  she  had  been  boasting.   To  their  surprise,  however,  Beth  took 
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the  request  seriously,  settled  herself  in  her  chair,  folded  her 
hands,  and,  with  her  eyes  roaming  about  the  room  as  if  she  were 
picking  up  the  details  from  the  walls,  the  floor,  the  ceiling,  and 
all  it  contained,  started  without  hesitation.  It  was  the  romantic 
story  of  a  haunted  house  on  a  great  rocky  promontory,  and  the 
freshness  and  sound  of  the  sea  pervaded  it.  The  girls  went  on 
with  their  work  for  a  little,  but  by  de*grees  first  one  and  then  an- 
other stopped,  and  just  sat  staring  at  Beth,  while  gravity  settled 
on  every  face  as  the  interest  deepened. 

Suddenly  the  bell  rang,  and  the  story  was  not  finished. 

"  Oh,  dear,"  Miss  Small  wood  exclaimed,  "  it  is  very  fascinat- 
ing, Beth  ;  but  I  really  am  afraid  I  ought  not  to  have  allowed  you 
to  tell  it.    I  had  no  idea— I  must  speak  to  Miss  Clifford." 

The  fame  of  this  wonderful  story  spread  through  the  school, 
and  the  next  half  holiday  the  first-class  girls  sent  to  ask  Beth  to 
go  to  tlieir  room  and  repeat  it ;  but  Beth  was  not  in  the  mood,  and 
answered  their  messenger  tragically:  ^"''Twas  not  for  this  I  left 
my  father  a  home !  Qo^  tell  your  class,  that  Vashti  will  not 
comey 

"  Vashti's  a  little  beast,  I  think,"  the  head  girl  observed  when 
the  message  was  delivered. 

Miss  Clifford  also  sent  for  Beth,  and  requested  her  to  repeat 
the  story  that  she  might  judge  for  herself  if  she  should  be  al- 
lowed to  go  on  with  it ;  and  Beth  repeated  it,  being  constrained ; 
but  the  recital  was  so  wearisome  that  Miss  Clifford  dismissed  her 
before  she  was  halfway  through,  with  leave  to  finish  it  if  any- 
body cared  to  hear  it.  When  Thursday  came  the  girls  and  Miss 
Small  wood  cared  very  much  to  hear  it,  and  Beth,  stimulated  by 
their  clamours,  went  on  without  a  break  for  the  whole  hour,  and 
ended  witli  a  description  of  a  shipwreck  which  was  so  vivid  that 
tlie  whole  class  was  shaken  with  awe,  and  sat  silent  for  a  per- 
ceptible time  after  she  stopped. 

Be  til  could  rarely  be  persuaded  to  repeat  this  performance ; 
but  from  that  time  her  standing  was  unique  both  with  girls  and 
mistresses,  a  fact,  however,  of  which  she  herself  was  totally  un- 
aware. She  felt  her  backwardness  in  school  work  and  nothing 
else,  and  petitioned  God  incessantly  to  help  her  with  her  lessons 
and  get  her  put  up ;  and  put  up  she  was  regularly  until  she 
reached  the  third,  when  she  was  among  the  elder  girls.  She  was 
never  able  to  do  the  work  properly  of  any  class  she  was  in,  how- 
ever, and  her  class  mistresses  were  always  against  her  being  put 
up,  but  Miss  Clifford  insisted  on  it. 
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Beth  was  never  anything  but  miserable  at  school.  The  dull 
routine  of  the  place  pressed  heavily  upon  her,  and  everything  she 
had  to  do  was  irksome.  The  other  girls  accommodated  them- 
selves more  or  less  successfully  to  the  circumstances  of  their 
lives ;  but  Beth  in  herself  was  always  at  war  with  her  surround- 
ings, and  her  busy  brain  teemed  with  ingenious  devices  to  vary 
the  monotony.  The  confinement,  want  of  relaxation,  and  of 
proper  physical  training  very  soon  told  upon  her  health  and 
spirits,  as  indeed  they  did  upon  the  greater  number  of  the  girls, 
who  suffered  unnecessarily  in  various  ways.  Beth  very  soon  had 
to  have  an  extra  hour  in  bed  in  the  morning,  a  cup  of  soup  at 
eleven  o'clock,  a  tonic  three  times  a  day,  and  a  slice  of  thick 
bread  and  butter  with  a  glass  of  stout  on  going  to  bed ;  such  things 
were  not  stinted  during  Miss  Clifford's  administration,  but  it  was 
a  case  of  treating  effects  which  all  the  time  were  being  renewed 
by  causes  that  might  and  ought  to  have  been  removed,  but  were 
let  alone. 

St.  Catherine's  Mansion  was  regulated  on  a  system  of  exem- 
plary dulness.  There  is  a  certain  dowager  still  extant  who  con- 
siders it  absurd  to  provide  amusement  for  people  of  inferior 
station.  All  people  who  earn  their  living  are  people  of  inferior 
station  to  her ;  she  has  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  as  the  dignity 
of  labour.  Because  many  of  tlie  girls  at  St.  Catherine's  were 
orphans  without  means,  and  would  therefore  have  to  earn  their 
own  living  as  governesses  when  their  education  was  finished,  the 
dowager  persons  who  interested  themselves  in  the  management 
of  the  school  had  used  their  influence  strenuously  to  make  the  life 
there  as  much  of  a  punishment  as  possible.  '*  You  can  not  be  too 
strict  with  girls  in  their  position,"  was  what  they  continually 
averred,  their  own  position  by  birth  being  in  no  way  better,  and 
in  some  instances  not  so  good,  as  that  of  the  girls  whom  they 
were  depriving  of  every  innocent  pleasure  natural  to  their  age 
and  necessary  for  the  good  of  their  health  and  spirits.  They  were 
not  allowed  to  learn  dancing,  they  had  no  outdoor  games  at  all, 
not  even  croquet — nothing  whatever  to  exhilarate  them  and  de- 
velop them  physically  except  an  hour's  "  deportment,"  the  very 
mildest  kind  of  calisthenics  in  the  big  classroom  once  a  fortnight, 
and  the  daily  making  of  their  little  beds.  For  the  rest,  monoto- 
nous walks  up  and  down  the  garden  paths  in  small  parties  or 
about  the  dreary  roads  two  and  two  in  long  lines  was  their  only 
exercise,  and  even  in  this  they  were  restricted  to  such  a  severe 
l^ropriety  of  demeanour  that  it  almost  seemed  as  if  the  object 
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were  to  teach  them  to  move  without  betraying  the  fact  that  they 
had  legs.  The  consequence  of  aU  this  restraint  was  a  low  state  of 
vitality  among  the  girls  and  the  outbreak  of  morbid  phases  that 
sometimes  went  right  through  the  school.  Beth,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  was  one  of  the  first  to  be  caught  by  anything  of 
this  kind ;  and  she  arrived,  by  way  of  her  own  emotions,  at  the 
cause  of  a  great  deal  that  was  a  mystery  to  older  people,  and  also 
thought  out  the  cure  eventually ;  but  she  suffered  a  great  deal  in 
the  process  of  acquiring  her  special  knowledge  of  the  subject. 
She  was  especially  troubled  by  her  old  malady,  depression  of 
spirits.  Sometimes,  on  a  summer  evening,  when  all  the  classes 
were  at  preparation  and  the  whole  great  house  was  still,  a  mis- 
tress would  begin  to  practise  in  one  of  the  music  rooms,  and  Beth 
would  be  carried  away  by  the  music  so  that  work  was  impossi- 
ble. One  evening  when  this  happened  she  sat  with  a  very  sad 
face  looking  out  on  the  river.  Pleasure  boats  were  gliding  up 
and  down ;  a  gay  party  went  by  dancing  on  the  deck  of  a  luxuri- 
ous barge  to  the  music  of  a  string  band  ;  a  young  man  skimmed 
the  surface  in  a  skiff,  another  punted  two  girls  along,  and  people 
walked  on  the  banks  or  sat  about  under  the  trees,  and  children 
played — and  they  were  all  free !  Suddenly  Beth  burst  into  tears. 
Miss  Smallwood  questioned  her.  Was  she  ill  ?  had  she  any  pain  ? 
had  any  one  been  unkind  to  her  ?  No  ?  What  was  the  matter, 
then  ?    Nothing,  she  was  just  miserable  ! 

"  Beth,  don't  be  so  silly ! ''  Miss  Smallwood  remonstrated.  "  A 
great  girl  like  you  crying  for  nothing  I    It  is  positively  childish." 

The  other  girls  stole  glances  at  her  and  looked  grave.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  term  they  would  not  have  sympathized,  perhaps, 
but  this  was  the  middle,  and  many  of  them  were  in  much  the 
same  mood  themselves. 

When  the  bell  rang  and  the  recreation  hour  began,  they  got 
out  their  little  bits  of  fancy  work  and  such  dull  childish  books  as 
they  were  allowed,  and  broke  up  into  groups.  Beth  was  soon 
surrounded  by  the  cleverer  girls  in  the  class. 

"  I  sympathize  with  you,  Beth,"  said  Janey  North,  a  red-haired 
Irish  girl, ''  for  I  felt  like  it  myself.    I  did  indeed." 

"  Will  the  holidays  never  be  here ! "  sighed  Rosa  Bird. 

"  I  can't  think  why  I  stay  at  all,"  said  Beth.  ''  I  hate  it— I  hate 
it  all  the  time." 

*'  But  how  could  one  get  away  ? "  said  Janey. 

"  Only  by  being  ill,"  Agnes  Stewart  answered  darkly.  She 
was  a  delicate  girl,  and  from  that  time  she  starved  herself  reso- 
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lutely  until  she  was  so  wasted  that  Miss  Clifford  in  despair  sent 
her  home.  Another  girl  was  seized  with  total  deafness  suddenly, 
and  had  also  to  go — the  change  brought  her  hearing  back  in  a 
very  short  time ;  and  some  of  the  dockyard  girls  received  urgent 
summonses  from  dying  relations,  and  were  allowed  to  go  to  them. 
They  always  returned  the  brighter  for  the  experience. 

One  day,  after  the  weather  became  cold,  a  girl  appeared  in 
class  wrapped  up  in  a  shawl  and  with  her  head  all  drawn  down 
to  one  side.  Her  neck  was  stiff  and  she  could  not  straighten  it. 
She  was  sent  to  the  infirmary.  The  girls  thought  her  lucky,  for 
it  was  warm  there,  and  niirse  was  kind  and  sang  delightful  songs. 
She  would  be  able  to  do  fancy  work  too,  and  read  as  much  as  she 
liked,  and  would  not  have  to  get  up  till  she  had  had  her  break- 
fast and  the  fire  was  lighted,  and  need  not  trouble  about  lessons 
at  all — a  stiff  neck  was  a  very  small  drawback  to  the  delights  of 
such  a  change. 

Next  day  another  girl's  neck  was  stiff.  Miss  Small  wood 
searched  for  a  draught,  but  did  not  succeed  in  finding  one.  That 
evening  at  prayers  one  of  the  girls  in  the  first  appeared  in  a 
shawl  with  her  head  on  one  side  and  a  worn,  white  face ;  and 
next  day  there  was  another  case  from  the  third  and  fourth. 
So  it  was  evident  that  there  was  something  like  an  epidemic  go- 
ing through  the  school,  but  the  doctor  had  never  seen  one  of  the 
kind  before,  and  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for  it.  The  cases  were 
all  exactly  alike — stiff  neck,  with  the  head  drawn  down  to  oife 
side,  accompanied  by  feverishness  and  followed  by  severe  pros- 
tration. 

Beth  sat  with  a  stolid  countenance  and  stared  solemnly  at 
every  girl  that  w^  attacked  as  if  she  were  studying  her  case. 
Then,  one  morning,  she  came  down  in  a  shawl  herself  with  her 
head  on  one  side  and  a  very  white  face.  Nurse  marched  her  off 
at  once  to  the  infirmary,  and  put  her  in  a  bed  beside  the  fire,  and 
Beth,  as  she  coiled  herself  up  and  realized  that  she  need  not 
worry  about  lessons,  or  rush  off  to  practice  when  the  bell  rang,  or 
go  out  to  walk  up  and  down  the  garden  till  she  hated  every  peb- 
ble on  the  path,  heaved  a  great  sigh  of  relief  and  fell  asleep. 
When  she  awoke  the  doctor  was  feeling  her  pulse. 

"  She's  very  low,"  he  said.     '*  Is  she  a  delicate  girl  naturally  ? " 

"  She  looked  strong  enough  when  she  came  to  school,"  nurse 
answered.     "  But  she  soon  went  off,  as  so  many  of  them  do." 

''  The  loss  of  vitality  among  them  is  really  extraordinary,"  the 
doctor  observed.     "  Give  her  port  wine  and  beef  tea.    Don't  keep 
22 
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her  in  bed  too  much,  but  don't  hurry  her  up.  Rest  and  relief 
from  lessons  is  a  great  thing." 

Some  healthy  pleasure  to  vary  the  monotonous  routine,  some 
liberty  of  action,  and  something  to  look  forward  to  would  have 
been  better,  but  nobody  thought  of  that. 

Hq,w  many  of  these  necks  were  really  stiflP  beyond  the  will  of 
the  suflPerer  to  move  it  no  one  will  ever  know,  but  when  it  occurred 
to  Beth  to  straighten  her  own  one  day  she  found  no  difficulty. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

When  Beth  was  moved  into  the  upper  school  she  came  under 
the  direct  influence  of  Miss  Crow,  the  English  mistress  of  the 
third  and  fourth,  who  had  been  educated  at  St.  Catherine's  her- 
self, and  was  an  ardent  disciple  of  Miss  Clifford's.  Beth,  although 
predisposed  to  pietism,  had  not  been  sensibly  influenced  by  Miss 
Clifford's  teaching  heretofore ;  now,  however,  she  attached  her- 
self to  Miss  Crow,  who  began  at  once  to  take  a  special  interest  in 
her  spiritual  welfare.  She  encouraged  Beth  to  sit  and  walk  with 
her  when  she  was  on  duty,  and  invited  her  to  her  room  during 
recreation  in  order  to  talk  to  her  earnestly  on  the  subject  of  salva- 
tion, or  to  read  to  her  and  exj)ound  portions  of  Scripture,  fine 
passages  from  religious  books,  and  beautiful  hymns ;  some  of  the 
hymns  she  took  the  trouble  to  copy  out  for  Beth's  help  and  com- 
fort when  they  were  specially  appropriate  to  the  needs  of  her 
nature,  such  as  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm,  or  specially 
suited  to  her  case,  like  Call  me!  and  I  will  answer,  gladly  sing- 
ing !  Beth  responded  readily  to  her  kindness,  and  very  soon  be- 
came a  convert  to  her  views ;  but  she  did  not  stop  there,  for  it  was 
not  in  Beth's  nature  to  rest  content  with  her  own  conversion 
while  there  were  so  many  others  still  sitting  in  darkness  who 
might  be  brought  to  the  light.  No  sooner  was  she  convinced  her- 
self than  she  began  to  proselytize  among  the  other  girls,  and  in  a 
short  time  her  eloquence  and  force  of  character  attracted  a  fol- 
lowing from  all  parts  of  the  school.  Miss  Crow  told  Miss  Clifford 
that  she  spoke  like  one  inspired,  and  high  hopes  were  entertained 
of  the  work  which  they  somewhat  prematurely  concluded  she 
was  destined  to  do.  Unfortunately,  Beth's  fervent  faith  received 
a  check  at  a  critical  time  when  it  was  highly  important  to  have 
kept  it  well  nourished — that  is  to  say,  when  she  was  being  pre- 
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pared  for  confirmation.  It  happened  when  Miss  Crow  was  hear- 
ing the  girls  their  Scripture  lessons  one  morning,  the  subject  being 
the  escape  of  the  children  of  Israel  front  E^gypt  and  the  destruc- 
tion of  Pliaraoh's  hosts  in  the  Red  Sea. 

"  I  know  a  man  who  says  the  whole  of  that  account  has 
been  garbled,"  Beth  remarked  in  a  dreajny  way,  meaning  Count 
Gustav  Bartahlinsky,  but  not  thinking  much  of  what  she  was 
saying. 

Miss  Crow  nearly  dropped  her  Bible,  so  greatly  was  ahe  startled 
and  shocked  by  the  announcement. 

"Beth,"  she  exclaimed,  directly  the  class  was  over  and  she 
could  speak  to  Beth  privately,  "  how  could  you  be  so  wicked  as 
to  say  that  anything  in  holy  Scripture  is  a.  garbled  account )  " 

"I  said  I  knew  a  man  who  said  so,"  Beth  answered,  surprised 
that  so  simple  a  remark  should  have  created  such  consternation. 

But  Miss  Crow  ssaw  in  her  attitude  a  dangerous  tendency  to 
scepticism,  and  expressed  strongcondemnationot  any  one  who  pre- 
sumed to  do  other  than  accept  holy  writ  in  blind  unquestioning 
faith.  She  talked  to  Beth  with  horror  about  the  ungodly  men  who 
cast  doubt  on  the  unity  of  the  Bible,  called  its  geology  in  ques- 
tion, and  even  ventured  to  correct  its  clironology  by  the  light  of 
vain  modern  scientific  discoveries ;  and  Beth  shocked  her  again 
by  the  questions  she  asked  and  the  intelligent  interest  she  showed 
ill  the  subject.  She  told  Miss  Crow  that  Count  Gustav  liad  al- 
ways said  that  the  Old  Testament  was  bad  religion  and  worse  his- 
tory, but  she  did  not  know  that  other  people  had  thought  so  too. 
Whereupon  Miss  Crow  went  to  Miss  Clifford  and  reported  Beth's 
attitude  as  something  too  serious  for  her  to  deal  with  alone,  and 
Miss  Clifford  sent  for  Beth  and  talked  to  her  long  and  earnestly. 
She  t4>ld  her  that  it  was  absnrd  of  a  girl  of  her  age  to  call  in  ques- 
tion the  teaching  of  the  best  and  greatest  men  that  ever  lived, 
which  somehow  reminded  Beth  of  the  many  mistakes  made  by 
the  best  and  greatest  men  that  ever  lived,  of  their  differences  of 
opinion  and  undignified  squabbles,  the  instances  of  one  man  dis- 
covering and  suffering  for  a  truth  which  the  rest  refused  to  ac- 
cept, and  the  constant  modification,  alteration,  and  rejection  by 
one  generation  of  t«aching  which  had  been  upheld  by  another 
with  brutality  and  bloodshed— instances  of  all  of  which  were 
notorious  enough  even  to  be  known  at  a  girls'  school.  Beth  said 
very  little,  however  ;  but  she  determined  to  read  the  Bible  through 
from  beginning  to  end  and  see  for  herself  if  she  could  detect  any 
grounds  for  the  mischief -making  doubts  and  controversies  she  had 
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Fx5cn  hearing  about.  She  began  in  full  faith,  but  was  brought  up 
»hort  at  the  very  outset  by  the  discrepancy  between  the  first  and 
second  chapters  of  Genesis,  which  she  perceived  for  the  first  time. 
Bhe  went  steadily  on,  however,  until  she  had  finished  the  book  of 
Job,  and  then  she  paused  in  revolt.  She  could  not  reconcile  the 
dregful  experiment  which  had  entailed  unspeakable  suffering  and 
kjss  irreparable  upon  a  good  man  with  any  attribute  she  had  been 
accustomed  to  revere  in  her  deity.  There  might  be  some  explana- 
tion to  excuse  this  game  of  god  and  devil,  but  until  she  knew  the 
excuw5  she  would  vow  no  adhesion  to  a  power  whose  conduct  on 
that  occasion  seemed  contrary  to  every  canon  of  justice  and  mercy. 
Hhe  did  not  belong  to  the  servile  age  when  men,  forgetting  their 
manhood,  fawned  on  patrons  for  what  they  could  get,  and  crin- 
gingly  accepted  favours  from  the  dirtiest  hands.  Even  her  God 
must  be  worthy  to  help  her,  worthy  to  be  loved,  good  as  well  as 
great.  The  God  who  connived  at  the  torment  of  Job  could  not  be 
the  God  of  her  salvation. 

Beth  had  spoken  casually  in  class.  She  had  never  questioned 
her  religion,  and  would  not  have  done  so  now  if  the  remark  had 
been  allowed  to  pass ;  but  the  fuss  that  was  made  about  it,  and 
the  severity  with  which  she  was  rebuked  by  putting  her  mind 
into  a  critical  attitude,  had  the  effect  of  concentrating  her  atten- 
tion on  the  subject,  so  that  it  was  the  very  precautions  which 
w(}ro  taken  to  check  her  supposed  scepticism  that  first  made  her 
Kcej)tical.  The  immediate  consequences  were  that  she  gave  up 
prc^acliing  and  refused  to  be  confirmed.  Miss  Clifford,  Miss  Crow, 
and  the  chaplain  argued,  expostulated,  and  punished  in  vain.  It 
was  the  first  case  of  the  kind  that  had  occurred  in  the  school,  and 
B(»th  was  treated  as  a  criminal ;  but  she  felt  more  like  a  martyr 
and  was  not  to  bo  moved.  She  did  not  try  to  make  partisans  for 
herK(ilf,  however.  On  the  contrary,  she  deserted  her  family  as 
well  as  her  congregation,  and  took  to  wandering  about  alone 
again ;  but  she  was  not  unhappy.  Her  old  faith  had  gone,  it 
is  true,  but  it  had  loft  the  way  prepared  for  a  new  one.  She  did 
not  boliovo  in  the  God  of  Job  because  she  was  sure  .that  there 
must  bo  a  bettor  God— that  was  all. 

l<^roni  this  time,  however,  her  imagination  rode  rampant  once 
more  over  ovorything.  The  vision  and  the  dream  were  upon  her. 
All  wholosomo  interest  in  her  work  was  over.  There  was  an  old 
piano  in  tho  rocoption-room  which  the  girls  were  allowed  to  use 
for  tluMr  amusomont  on  half  holidays,  and  she  often  went  thei*  ; 
but  oven  when  slio  practised  she  moved  her  fingers  mechanically, 
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her  mind  busy  with  vivid  scenes  and  tnoviug  dramatic  incidents, 
so  that  her  beloved  music  was  gradually  converted  from  an  object 
in  itself  into  an  aid  to  thought 

It  was  only  six  weeks  to  the  holidays,  but,  oh,  how  the  days 
dragged  I  She  struggled  to  be  conscientious,  to  be  good,  to  please 
Miss  Crow,  to  escape  bad  marks ;  but  everything  was  irksome. 
Getting  up,  lessons,  brealcfast,  making  her  bed,  practising,  lessons 
again,  dressing,  going  out,  dinner— the  whole  round  of  regular 
life  was  an  etFort  Her  face  grew  thin  and  pale,  she  began  to 
cough,  and  was  put  upon  extras  again.  "We  can't  let  you  go 
home  looking  like  that,  you  know,"  nurse  said,  Beth  looked  up 
at  her  out  of  her  dream  absently  and  smiled.  She  was  enjoying 
a  visionary  walk  at  the  moment  with  a  vague  being  who  loved 
her.  They  were  out  on  a  white  cliff  overlooking  the  sea  in  a 
wild  warm  region.  The  turf  they  trod  on  was  vivid  green  and 
short  and  springy;  the  water  below  was  green  and  bright  and 
clear  ;  sea  birds  skimmed  the  surface,  and  the  air  was  very  sweet 
But  presently  Uie  road  was  barred  by  a  rail,  so  they  had  to  stop ; 
and  he  put  his  arm.  round  her,  and  she  laid  her  head  on  his 
shoulder ;  and  the  murmur  of  wind  and  water  was  in  her  ears, 
and  she  became  as  the  lark  that  sang  above  them,  the  curlew  that 
piped,  the  quiet  cattle,  and  all  inanimate  things — untroubled, 
natural,  complete.  All  intellectual  interest  being  suspended,  she 
had  begun  to  yearn  for  a  companion,  a  mate.  Her  delicate  mind 
refused  to  account  for  the  tender  sensation ;  but  it  was  love,  or 
rather  the  mood  for  love,  she  had  fallen  into — -the  passive  mood 
which  can  be  converted  into  the  active  in  an  ordinary  young  girl 
by  almost  any  man  of  average  attractions,  provided  she  is  not  al- 
ready yearning  happily  for  some  one  in  particular.  It  is  not 
until  much  later  that  she  learns  to  discriminate.  There  were 
girls  at  the  school  who  saw  in  every  man  they  met  a  possible  lover 
and  were  ready  to  accept  one  in  any  mau  who  offered  himself,  but 
they  were  of  coarser  fibre  than  Beth,  more  susceptible  to  the 
physical  than  to  the  ideal  demands  of  love,  and  fickle,  because 
the  man  with  his  arm  round  them  had  more  power  to  please  them 
than  the  one  at  a  distance.  The  actual  presence  was  enough  for 
them:  they  had  no  ideals.  With  Beth  it  was  different  Her 
present  was  apt  to  be  but  a  poor  faded  substitute  for  the  future, 
with  the  infinite  range  of  possibilities  she  had  the  power  to  per- 
ceive in  it,  or  even  for  the  past  as  she  glorified  it. 

While  she  was  in  this  mood  she  was  particularly  provoking  to 
those  in  authority  over  her. 
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"  Beth,"  said  Miss  Crow  one  day,  severely,  *'  you  are  to  go  to 
Miss  Clifford  directly."    Beth  went. 

"  I  hear,"  said  Miss  Clifford  in  her  severest  tone,  "  that  you 
have  not  made  your  bed  this  morning." 

"  I  went  up  to  make  it,"  Beth  answered,  trying  dreamily  to 
recollect  what  had  happened  after  that. 

"I  must  give  you  a  bad  mark,"  Miss  Clifford  said,  and  then 
paused;  and  Beth,  who  had  not  been  attending,  becoming  con- 
scious that  something  had  been  bestowed  upon  her,  answered 
politely,  "  Thank  you." 

*'  Beth,  you  are  impertinent,"  Miss  Clifford  exclaimed,  "  and  I 
must  punish  you  severely.  Stay  in  the  whole  of  your  half  holi- 
day and  do  arithmetic." 

Then  Beth  awoke  with  a  start,  and,  realizing  what  she  had 
done,  struggled  to  explain ;  but  the  moment  she  became  herself 
again  an  agony  of  dumbness  came  upon  her,  and  she  left  the 
room  without  a  word. 

She  spent  the  long  bright  afternoon  cowering  over  her  arith- 
metic and  crying  at  intervals,  being  in  the  lowest  spirits,  so  that 
by  prayer  time  she  was  pretty  well  exhausted.  She  tried  to  at- 
tend to  the  psalms,  but  in  the  middle  of  them  she  became  a  poor 
girl  suffering  from  a  cruel  sense  of  injustice.  All  her  friends 
misunderstood  her  and  were  unkind  to  her,  in  consequence  of 
which  she  pined  away,  and  one  day  in  the  midst  of  a  large  party 
she  dropped  down  dead. 

And  at  this  point  she  actually  did  fall  fainting  with  a  crash 
on  the  floor.  Miss  Clifford,  who  was  giving  out  the  hymn, 
stopped,  startled,  and  some  of  the  girls  shrieked.  Miss  Crow  and 
one  of  the  other  teachers  carried  Beth  out  by  the  nearest  door. 

"Poor  little  thing  I  "  said  Miss  Crow,  looking  pityingly  at  her 
drawn  white  face  and  purple  eyelids.  "I'm  afraid  she's  very 
delicate." 

Miss  Clifford  came  also  when  prayers  were  over  and  said  kind 
things,  and  from  that  time  forward  Beth  received  a  great  deal  of 
sympathetic  attention  which  did  her  good  but  in  no  way  recon- 
ciled her  to  her  imprisonment. 

The  following  term  Beth  watched  the  spring  come  in  at  school 
with  infinite  yearning.  To  be  out,  to  be  free  to  sit  under  the 
apple  trees  and  look  up  through  the  boughs  at  the  faintly  flushed 
blossom  till  the  vision  and  the  dream  came  upon  her  and  she 
passed  from  conscious  thought  into  a  higher  phase  of  being — ^just 
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to  do  that  was  her  one  desire  till  the  petals  fell.  Then  pleasure 
boats  began  to  be  rowed  on  the  river,  rowed  or  steered  by  girls  no 
older  than  herself  in  summer  dresses  delicately  fresh  ;  and  she,  see- 
ing them,  became.aware  of  the  staleness  of  her  own  shabby  cloth- 
ing, and  writhed  under  the  rules  which  would  not  allow  her  even  to 
walk  on  the  path  overlooking  the  river  and  gaze  her  fill  at  it.  The 
creamy  white  flowers  of  the  great  magnolia  00  the  lawn  came 
out,  and  once  she  slipped  across  the  grass  to  peer  into  them  and 
smell  them.  She  got  a  bad  mark  for  that,  the  second  she  had 
had. 

At  preparation  that  evening  she  sat  so  that  she  could  see  the 
river,  and  watched  it  idly  instead  of  working ;  and  presently  there 
floated  into  her  mind  the  rhyme  she  made  when  she  was  a  little 
child  at  Fairholm : 

Tlie  fairy  folk  aro  calling  inc 

Suddenly  she  caught  her  breath,  her  cheeks  flushed,  her  eyes 
sparkled,  her  whole  aspect  changed  from  apathy  to  animation, 
and  she  laughed. 

"  What  has  happened  to  please  you,  Beth  )  You  look  quite 
bright !  "  Miss  Bey  said,  meeting  her  in  the  vestibule  when  prepa- 
ration was  over.  Miss  Bey  was  said  to  favour  Beth  by  some, 
Beth  was  said  to  toady  Bey  by  others,  the  truth  being  that  they 
had  taken  to  each  other  from  the  first,  and  continued  friends. 

"  I've  ggt  a  sort  of  singing  at  my  heart,"  Beth  answered,  spar- 
kling.    "  The  fairy  folk  are  calling  me  ! " 

Beth  slept  in  No.  5  then,  and  had  the  bed  nearest  to  the  win- 
dow. There  was  a  moon  that  night,  and  she  lay  long  watching 
the  light  of  it  upon  the  blind — long  after  the  gas  was  put  out  and 
the  teachers  had  gone  to  their  rooms.  Wondering  at  last  if  the 
girls  ill  the  room  were  asleep,  she  sat  up  in  bed  the  better  to  be 
able  to  hear,  and  judged  that  they  were.  Then  she  got  out  of  bed, 
walked  quietly  down  the  room  in  her  nightdress  and  bare  feet, 
opened  the  door  cautiously,  and  found  herself  out  in  the  carpet- 
■  less  passage.  It  was  dark  there,  but  she  walked  on  confidently  to 
llie  head  of  the  grand  staircase,  which  the  girls  were  only  allowed 
to  use  on  special  occasions.  "This  is  a  special  occasion,"  Beth 
Kaid  to  herself  with  a  grin.  "  The  fairy  folk  are  calling  me,  and 
I  must  go  out  and  dance  on  the  grass  in  that  lovely  moonlight." 

But  how  to  get  out  was  the  difficulty.  The  hall  door  was 
bolted  and  barred.  She  went  into  the  first  and  second.  There 
wore  two  large  windows  in  the  room  which  looked  into  the  great 
conservatory,  and  one  of  them  was  open  a  crack.    She  pushed  it 
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up  higher,  and  got  through  into  the  conservatory.  There  she 
found  a  large  side  window  on  the  left  of  the  first  and  second,  also 
open  a  little.  The  shelf  in  front  of  the  window  had  flower  pots 
on  it,  which  she  moved  aside,  then  got  up  herself,  and  with  a  try 
managed  to  raise  the  heavy  sash.  Then  she  sat  on  the  sill  and 
looked  down.  It  was  too  far  to  jump,  but  a  sort  of  dado  of  orna- 
mental stonework  came  right  up  to  the  window,  and  by  the  help 
of  this  she  managed  to  descend  to  the  ground,  and  found  herself 
free.  /For  a  moment  she  stood  stretching  herself  like  one  just  re- 
leased from  a  cramped  position,  drawing  in  deep  draughts  of  the 
delicious  night  air  the  while.  Then  she  bounded  off  over  the 
dewy  grass,  and  ran  and  jumped  and  waved  her  arms,  every  mus- 
cle of  her  rejoicing  in  an  ecstasy  of  liberty.  She  ran  round  to  the 
front  of  the  house,  regardless  of  the  chance  of  some  one  seeing  her 
from  one  of  the  windows,  and  danced  round  and  round  the  mag- 
nolia, and  buried  her  face  in  the  big  white  flowers  one  after  the 
other,  and  bathed  it  in  the  dew  on  their  petals.  Then  she  went  to 
the  path  by  the  river  and  hung  over  the  railing,  and  after  that  she 
visited  the  orchard  and  every  other  forbidden  place  in  the  grounds. 
In  the  orchard  she  found  some  half -ripe  fruit  under  the  trees,  and 
gathered  it ;  and  finding  that  she  could  not  climb  into  the  con- 
servatory again  with  the  fruit  in  her  hands  she  amused  herself  by 
throwing  it  through  the  open  window. 

It  was  harder  to  climb  up  than  it  had  been  to  get  down,  but 
she  accomplished  the  feat  at  last  with  sundry  abrasions,  shut  the 
window,  replaced  the  flower  pots,  got  into  the  first  and  second,  and 
went  back  to  bed.  Her  nightdress  was  wet  with  dew,  and  her 
feet  were  scratched  and  dirty ;  but  she  was  too  much  exhilarated 
by  the  exercise  and  adventure  to  feel  any  discomfort.  She  was 
sitting  up  in  bed,  hungrily  munching  some  of  her  sj)oils,  when 
Janey  North,  the  girl  in  the  next  bed,  awoke. 

"  What  are  you  eating,  Beth  ?  "  she  asked  in  a  cautious  voice, 
whispering,  fearful  of  awaking  a  monitress  and  being  reported 
for  talking. 

**  Apples,"  Beth  answered.     "  Have  some  ? " 

"  All  right ;  but  where  did  you  get  them  ? "  Janey  asked. 

"  Never  you  mind,"  said  Beth. 

Janey  did  not  mind  at  the  moment,  and  ate  the  greater  num- 
ber ;  but  the  next  day  she  went  treacherously  and  told,  in  order  to 
ingratiate  herself  with  one  of  the  mistresses,  and  the  matter  was 
reported  to  Miss  Clifford,  who  sent  for  Beth.  Janey  North  was 
also  sent  for. 
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"  Wliat  is  this  I  hear  about  your  having  apples  in  your  bed- 
room last  night,  Beth  ?  "  Miss  Clifford  said. 

"A  story,  I  should  think,"  Beth  answered  readily.  "Who 
told  you  ? " 

Janey  North  looked  disconcerted. 

"  What  have  you  to  say,  Miss  North  ! "  Miss  Clifford  asked. 

"  You  were  eating  apples,"  Janey  said  to  Beth. 

"  How  do  you  know  !  "  Beth  asked  suavely. 

"  I  saw  you." 

"What I  in  the  middle  of  the  night  when  the  gas  -was 
out  ? " 

"  Ye — yes,"  Janey  faltered. 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  looked  at  Miss  Clifford,  who 
said  severely :  "  I  think.  Miss  North,  you  have  either  dreamed     ' 
this  story  or  invented  it." 

Janey  was  barred  in  the  school  after  that,  the  girls  deciding 
that,  whether  the  story  was  true  or  not,  she  was  a  dockyard  girl  for 
telling  it.  It  was  Beth's  sporting  instinct  that  had  made  her  evade 
the  question.  When  she  had  won  the  game  and  the  excitement 
was  over  she  felt  she  had  been  guilty  of  duplicity,  and  deter- 
mined to  confess  when  Miss  Clifford  sent  for  her  next  and  gave 
her  a  good  opportunity.  She  would  have  gone  at  once  but  for  the 
dread  of  losing  the  precious  liberty  that  was  life  to  her.  All 
through  the  long  hot  summer  she  kept  herself  sane  and  healthy 
by  midnight  exercises  in  the  moonlight.  Her  appetite  had  failed 
her  till  she  she  took  to  this  diversion,  but  after  her  second  ramble 
she  was  so  hungry  that  slie  went  down  to  the  kitchen  boldly  to 
forage,  in  the  hope  of  finding  a  crust.  The  Are  was  still  burning 
brightly,  and  by  its  light  she  discovered  on  the  table  the  thick 
bread  and  butter  for  the  next  morning's  breakfast,  all  cut  ready, 
and  piled  up  under  covers  on  the  dishes.  There  was  half  a  jug  of 
beer  besides,  doubtless  left  from  the  servants'  supper.  It  was 
rather  flat,  but  she  thought  it  and  the  new  bread  and  butter  deli- 
cious. She  had  a  bad  cold  after  the  first  ramble,  but  that  was  the 
only  one,  strange  to  relate,  for  she  always  went  out  in  her  night- 
dress, and  barefooted. 

During  this  time  her  imagination  was  exceedingly  active,  and 
her  health  improved ;  but  faer  work  was  a  greater  trouble  than 
ever.  Slie  bad  just  been  put  into  the  third,  hut  Miss  Clifford 
threatened  to  put  her  down  again  if  she  did  not  do  better,  and 
one  day  she  sent  for  Beth,  who  went  trembling,  under  the  impres- 
sion that  that  was  what  the  summons  was  for.     She  iound  Mlaa 
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Clifford  and  Miss  Bey  discussing  a  letter,  and  both  looking  very 
serious. 

"  Beth,"  Miss  Clifford  began,  "a  gentleman  whom  I  know  well 
has  written  to  tell  me  that  he  was  walking  home  by  the  river 
path  at  two  o'clock  on  Monday  morning,  and  saw  a  girl  here  at 
St.  Catherine's,  with  only  her  nightdress  on,  hanging  over  the 
railing  looking  into  the  river ;  and  I  am  sure  from  the  description 
it  was  you." 

"  Yes,"  said  Beth,  "  I  saw  him." 

Miss  Clifford  let  the  letter  fall  on  her  lap,  and  Miss  Bey  dropped 
into  a  chair.  Beth  looked  on  with  interest,  and  wgndered  about 
that  accurate  description  of  herself ;  she  would  have  given  any- 
thing to  see  it. 

"  What  were  you  doing  there  ? "  Miss  Clifford  asked,  and  Beth 
observed  that  she  was  treating  the  matter  just  as  her  mother  had 
treated  the  menagerie  business. 

"  Just  looking  at  the  water,"  Beth  said. 

"  At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  I    How  did  you  get  out  ? " 

*'  By  the  conservatory  window." 

"  Had  you  been  out  before  ? " 

"  Oh,  yes,  often." 

"  Do  any  of  the  other  girls  go  out  ? " 

*'  Not  that  I  know  of,"  said  Beth,  then  added :  "  No,  I'm  sure 
they  don't." 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  that,  at  all  events ! "  Miss  Clifford  ejacu- 
lated. Then  she  made  Beth  sit  down  beside  her,  and  took  her 
hand  and  gazed  at  her  long  and  sorrowfully. 

"  Was  it  such  a  very  dreadful  thing  to  do  ? "  Beth  asked  at 
last. 

"  You  have  been  a  great  disappointment  to  me,  Beth,"  Miss 
Clifford  answered  indirectly,  "  and  to  Miss  Bey.  We  expected 
more  of  you  than  of  any  other  girl  now  in  the  school,  you  prom- 
ised so  well  in  many  ways  at  one  time " 

^"Did  /  ?  "  said  Beth,  looking  from  one  to  the  other  in  con- 
sternation. "  Oh,  why  didn't  you  tell  me  ?  I  thought  you  all 
fancied  I  should  never  do  anything  well,  and  that  disheartened 
me.    If  I  had  known "    She  burst  into  tears. 

Late  that  night  Miss  Clifford  and  Miss  Bey  sat  together  dis- 
cussing Beth. 

"  I  feel  more  than  ever  convinced  there  is  something  excep- 
tional about  the  child,"  Miss  Clifford  declared.  "  I  hope  it  is  not 
insanity ;  but,  at  all  events,  it  is  not  sin,  and  I  won't  have  her 
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punished.  I  say  now  what  I  said  at  first :  she  should  have  been 
sent  here  early  or  not  at  alL    And  now  she  must  go——" 

"  What,  expel  her  ? "  Miss  Bey  ejaculated. 

"  No.  Didn't  I  say  I  would  not  have  her  punished  3  There  is 
some  eitplanation  of  her  wild  escapade  besides  mere  naughtiness, 
I  feel  sure,  and  she  shall  have  every  chance  that  I  can  give  her. 
Tlieie  is  no  vice  in  her  of  any  kind  that  I  can  discover,  and  she  is 
fearlessly  honest.  If  she  were  grown  up  we  should  call  her  eccen- 
tric and  be  interested  and  amused  by  her  vagaries ;  and  I  do  not 
see  why  she  should  not  be  allowed  the  same  excuse  as  it  is,  only 
St.  Catherine's  is  not  the  place  for  her.  Here  all  must  move  in 
the  commou  orbit,  to  save  confusion.  So  I  shall  write  to  her 
mother  and  get  her  to  take  her  from  the  school  at  the  end  of  the 
term  in  the  regular  way." 

"  But  in  the  meantime  ! "  Miss  Bey  asked. 

"  Beth  has  given  mc  her  word  that  she  will  be  good  and  do 
nothing  I  should  disapprove  of,  and  she  will  keep  it." 

So  Betb's  credit  was  saved  by  the  good  judgment  of  this 
kind,  wise  woman,  and  her  career  at  SL  Catherine's  ended  hon- 
ourably, if  somewhat  abruptly. 
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When  it  was  rumoured  among  the  mistresses  that  Beth  was  to 
leave  that  term,  Old  Tom  put  her  on  to  play  first  piano  in  the  flrst- 
class  solo,  and  to  lead  tlie  treble  in  the  second-class  duet  at  the 
examination. 

"  For  I  rather  hke  ye.  Miss  Beth  Caldwell,"  she  said.  "  You're 
not  a  sycophant  whatever  else  ye  are.  They've  not  been  able  to 
do  much  wi'  ye  in  regard  to  yer  work  in  the  rest  of  the  school, 
but  ye've  done  well  under  me,  and  I'll  let  ye  have  yer  chance  to 
distinguish  yerself  before  ye  go." 

'■  Oh,  but  do  you  think  I  can  do  it  f  "  Beth  exclaimed. 

"Ye  can  do  anything  ye  set  yerself  to  do,  Beth  Caldwell,"  Old 
Tom  shouted  at  her. 

Beth  set  herself  accordingly,  and  when  the  day  came  she  led 
the  solo  and  duet  with  the  pjrecision  of  a  musical  box,  but  with 
such  an  ex|)enditure  of  nerve  power  that  she  was  prostrated  by 
the  effort.  She  was  considered  quite  a  musician  at  St.  Catherine's, 
but  by  this  time  the  dire  method  of  teaching  had  had  iU  effect. 
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Her  confidence  and  her  memory  for  music  were  gone,  the  beauty 
of  her  touch  spoiled,  and  the  further  development  of  her  talent 
eflFectually  checked. 

She  did  not  go  home  for  the  holidays.  Miss  Clifford  had  ad- 
vised, Lady  Benyon  approved,  and  Mrs.  Caldwell  decided  that 
she  should  be  sent  direct  to  a  finishing  school  in  London ;  and 
when  St.  Catherine's  broke  up,  Miss  Bey,  who  happened  to  be 
going  that  way,  good-naturedly  undertook  to  see  Beth  safely  to 
her  destination. 

Miss  Clifford  held  Beth's  hand  long  and  gazed  into  her  face 
earnestly  when  she  took  leave  of  her.  *'I  shall  hear  of  you 
again,"  she  said,  "  and  I  pray  God  it  may  be  good  news ;  but  it 
depends  upon  yourself,  Beth.  We  are  free  agents.  Good-bye, 
my  dear  child,  and  God  bless  you." 

Beth  had  been  eighteen  intolerable  months  at  the  school,  and 
had  been  exceedingly  miserable  most  of  the  time,  yet  she  left  it  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  melted  and  siu^rised  by  the  kindest  farewells 
from  every  one.  It  had  never  dawned  upon  her  until  that  moment 
that  she  was  really  very  much  liked. 

Her  new  school  was  a  large  house  in  a  long,  wide  street  of 
houses,  all  exactly  alike.  When  she  arrived  with  Miss  Bey  they 
were  shown  into  a  deliciously  cool,  shady  drawing-room,  charm- 
ingly furnished,  and  the  effect  upon  Beth,  after  the  graceless  bare- 
ness of  St.  Catherine's,  was  altogether  reassuring. 

In  front  of  the  fireplace,  which  was  hidden  by  ferns  and  flow- 
ering plants,  a  slender  girl,  with  thick,  dark  hair  down  her  back, 
was  lying  on  the  white  woolly  hearthrug  reading.  She  got  up 
to  greet  the  visitors  without  embarrassment,  still  holding  her  book 
in  her  hand. 

"  Miss  Blackburne  will  be  here  directly,"  she  said.  ''  Will  you 
sit  down  ? " 

Then  there  was  a  little  pause,  which  Miss  Bey  broke  by  ask- 
ing, in  her  magisterial  way,  "  What  is  that  you  are  reading,  my 
dear?" 

**  The  Idylls  of  the  King,^^  the  girl  answered. 

Miss  Bey's  nostrils  flapped.  '*  Is  it  not  rather  advanced  for  you, 
my  dear  ? "  she  said.  "  We  do  not  allow  it  at  all,  even  to  our  first- 
class  gh-ls." 

*'  Oh,  Miss  Blackburne  likes  us  to  read  it,"  was  the  easy  answer. 
"  She  says  that  Tennyson  and  all  the  good  modem  writers  are  a 
part  of  our  education." 

**  Thank  goodness ! "  Beth  ejaculated  fervently.    "At  St.  Cath- 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  341 

eriue's  our  minds  were  starved  on  books  suited  to  the  capacity  of . 
infants  and  imbeciles," 

"  I  should  think,  Beth,  you  are  hardly  old  enough  or  edu- 
cated enough  to  be  a  judge  of  literature  as  yet,"  Miss  Bey  said 
severely. 

"  Nor  do  I  pretend  to  be  a  judge.  How  can  I  know  anything 
of  literature  when  literature  is  unknown  at  St.  Catherine's  1  But 
I  should  think  babes  and  sucklings  would  be  wise  enough  to  ob- 
ject to  the  silly  trash  we  had  instead  of  hterature." 

Beth  spoke  emphatically,  shaking  herself  free  of  the  restric- 
tions of  the  Eoyal  Service  School  for  OfiBcers'  Daughters  once 
for  all. 

Miss  Blackburne  came  in  while  she  was  speaking,  and  smiled. 
"  I  like  to  bear  a  girl  express  an  opinion,"  she  said.  "  She  may  be 
quite  wrong,  but  she  must  have  some  mind  if  she  attempts  to  think 
for  herself  at  all ;  and  mind  is  material  to  work  upon." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  haven't  much  mind,"  Beth  said,  sighing,  "  op 
manner  either." 

Miss  Blackburne  smiled  again,  and  looked  at  Miss  Bey ;  but 
Miss  Bey  supported  Beth  in  her  self -depreciation  by  preserving  an 
ominous  silence. 

"This  is  one  of  your  new  schoolfellows,"  Miss  Blackburne 
said  to  Beth  ;  "  let  me  introduce  you  to  each  other.  Clara  Her- 
ring, Beth  Caldwell." 

When  Miss  Bey  took  her  leave.  Miss  Blackburne  left  the  room 
with  her,  and  immediately  afterward  another  givl  came  in,  clap- 
ping her  hands. 

"  Oh,  I  say  ! "  she  exclaimed,  "  Signor  Caponi  »a  a  dear !  He 
has  the  nicest  chocolate  eyes,  and  ho  says  my  Italian  is  wonder- 
ful !    Now  I've  done  all  my  work  for  to-day." 

"  Have  you  ? "  said  Beth.     "  Why,  it  isn't  five  o'clock  yet ! " 

"  Miss  Blackburne  won't  let  us  work  long  hours,"  the  girl  re- 
joined. "She  says  it  destroys  our  freshness.  But  let  us  know 
each  other's  names.  I  am  Geraldine  Tressiliion,  good  name  for 
a  novel,  isn't  it  ? "  and  she  clapped  her  little  white  hands  and 
laughed  again. 

"  That's  just  what  you're  made  to  be,  the  heroine  of  a  novel," 
Clara  Herring  observed,  looking  at  her  admiringly.  "  I  always 
think  of  you  when  I  come  across  a  gay  one  with  golden  hair  and 
blue  eyes,'' 

"  I  have  my  good  points,  I  know,"  Geraldine  rejoined.  "  But 
how  about  my  hips  )    Too  high,  alas  1 " 
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*'  Oh,  that  won't  show  much  while  you're  slight,"  said  Clara, 
looking  at  her  critically. 

"  Well,  I'll  make  haste  and  marry  me  before  I'm  afflicted  with 
flesh,  as  I'm  sure  to  become,  for  I  deny  myself  nothing — I  live  to 
eat,"  Geraldine  rattled  on  cheerfully.  *'  One  can't  get  very  fat 
before  one  comes  out ;  and  I  hate  a  thin  dowager.  I'm  engaged 
already,  you  know ;  but  I  don't  like  the  man  much — don't  like 
him  at  all  in  fact ;  and  my  sister  says  I  can  do  better.  She's  been 
married  a  year  and  has  a  baby.  She  told  me  all  about  it.  Mamma 
imagines  we're  all  innocent.  A  lady  implored  her  to  tell  my  sister 
things  before  she  married,  but  she  said  she  really  could  not  speak 
to  an  innocent  girl  on  such  a  subject.  I  don't  believe  she  wias 
ever  so  innocent  herself.  A  grown  girl  can't  be  innocent  unless 
she's  a  fool ;  but  any  way  it's  the  right  pose  to  pretend.  You've 
got  to  play  the  silly  fool  to  please  a  man ;  then  he  feels  superior." 

"  But  it's  hypocritical,"  said  Beth. 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  But  you  must  be  hypocritical  if  you  want  to 
be  a  man's  ideal  of  a  woman.  You  must  know  nothing,  do  noth- 
ing, see  nothing,  but  just  what  suits  his  pleasure  and  convenience ; 
and  in  order  to  answer  to  his  requirements  you  must  be  either  a 
hypocrite  or  a  blind  worm,  without  eyes  or  intelligence.  Men 
don't  like  innocence  because  it's  holy,  but  because  it  whets  their 
appetites,  my  sister  says,  and  if  they're  deceived  it  serves  them 
right  They  work  the  world  for  their  own  pleasure,  not  ours,  and 
we  must  look  out  for  ourselves.  If  we  want  money,  liberty,  de- 
votion, admiration,  and  any  other  luxury,  we  must  pretend.  Don't 
you  see  ? " 

*'  I  don't  know,"  Beth  rejoined.  **  But  personally  I  shall  never 
pretend  anything." 

*'  Then  you  will  suffer  for  your  sincerity,"  Geraldine  rejoined. 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders.  The  turn  the  conversation  had 
taken  was  distasteful  to  her  and  she  would  not  pursue  it. 

There  was  a  pause,  then  Clara  observed  sententiously :  "  Inno- 
cence is  not  impossible,  Geraldine.  Surely  Adelaide  is  innocent 
enough." 

"  I  said  innocence  and  intelligence  were  incompatible,"  Geral- 
dine answered.     "  You  don't  call  Adelaide  intelligent,  do  you  ? " 

"  Who  is  Adelaide  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  The  daughter  of  a  Roman  Catholic  peer,"  Geraldine  replied. 
**  She  is  eighteen,  and  her  mind  is  absolutely  undeveloped.  We 
think  she's  in  training  for  a  convent,  and  that's  why  they  don't 
let  her  learn  much.    Miss  Ella  Blackburne  is  a  Roman  Catholic, 
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and  so  also  is  Adelaide's  maid ;  they  trot  her  round  to  all  the  ob- 
servances of  her  Church  regularly,  and  in  the  intervals  she  plays 
with  the  kitten.  I  don't  know  why  she  should  have  been  sent 
here  at  all,  for  this  is  a  regular  forcing  house  for  the  marria^ 
market  Miss  Blackburne  expects  all  her  girls  to  marry  well,  and 
they  generally  do.  I  should  think,  Miss  Beth,  she  will  be  able  to 
make  something  of  you  with  those  eyes  I " 

"  Look  at  its  neck  and  shoulders,  too,  and  the  way  its  head  is 
set  on  them  I "  Clara  exclaimed. 

"Not  to  mention  its  hands  and  its  complexion!"  Qeraldine 
supplemented.  "  But  its  voice  alone,  soft,  gentle,  and  low,  would 
get  it  into  the  peerage ! " 

Beth,  unused  to  be  appraised  in  this  way,  bluahed  and  smiled, 
rather  pleased  but  confused.  "  How  many  girls  are  there  here ) " 
she  asked,  to  change  the  subject 

"  Six  boarders  till  you  came,  but  now  we  are  seven,"  Clara 
answered.  "  There  are  some  day  girls,  too,  but  they  are  children, 
and  don't  count.  The  greatest  pickle  in  the  school  is  the  daughter 
of  an  archbishop — at  least,  she  has  been  the  great«st  pickle  so  far ; 
we  don't  know  you  as  yet  however.    But  we  have  heard  things ! " 

"  Come  and  see  my  room,"  Geraldine  interrupted.  "And  per- 
haps you'd  like  to  see  your  own.     It's  next  to  mine." 

'■  Are  you  allowed  to  go  up  and  down  stairs  just  as  you  like  ?" 
Beth  asked  in  surprise. 

"  Why,  of  course  I "  Geraldine  cried.  "  Tou  can  go  where 
you  like  and  sit  where  you  like  when  you've  done  your  work. 
We're  not  in  prison ! " 

Beth  had  a  dainty  little  room,  hung  with  white  curtains,  all 
to  herself.  Her  heart  expanded  when  she  saw  it.  The  delightful 
appearance  of  her  new  surroundings  had  already  begun  to  have 
the  happiest  effect  Upon  her  mind. 

When  Geraldine  took  her  into  her  own  room  she  drew  a  yellow 
book  from  under  a  quantity  of  linen  in  a  drawer.  "  It's  a  French 
novel,"  she  said.  "Miss  Blackburne  wouldn't  let  me  read  it  for 
worlds  if  she  knew,  so  you  mustn't  t«ll.  I'll  lend  it  to  you  if 
you  like." 

"  I  couldn't  read  it  if  I  would ;  I  don't  know  enough,"  Beth 
said. 

"  Oh,  you'll  soon  learn :  and  I'll  tell  youalltbereis  in  it  I  say, 
what  size  is  your  waist  ?  Mine  is  only  seventeen  inches ;  but  I 
laced  till  I  got  shingles  to  reduce  it  to  that.  I  know  a  doctor 
who  says  small  waists  are  neither  healthy  nor  beautiful;   but 
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then  they're  the  fashion,  and  men  are  such  awful  fools  about 
fashion.  ^  They  sneer  at  a  healthy  figure,  and  saddle  themselves 
every  day  with  ailing  wives,  all  deformed,  because  they're  accus- 
tomed to  see  women  so ;  and  then  they  call  us  silly  1  My  hus- 
band won't  think  me  silly  once  I  get  command  of  his  money, 

whatever  else  he  may  think  me.    Till  then "    She  made  a 

pretty  gesture  with  her  hands  and  laughed,  Beth  observing  her 
the  while  with  deep  attention  as  a  new  specimen. 

She  found  eventually  that  Geraldine  was  not  at  all  a  bad  girl, 
or  in  the  least  inclined  to  be  vicious,  her  conversation  notwith- 
standing ;  she  was  merely  a  shrewd  one  learning  how  to  protect 
herself  in  that  state  of  life  to  which  she  was  destined.  If  a  woman 
is  to  make  her  way  in  society  and  keep  straight,  she  must  have 
wits  and  knowledge  of  a  special  kind.  There  is  probably  no  more 
delightful,  high-minded,  charming-mannered,  honourable,  and 
trustworthy  woman  in  the  world  than  a  well-bred  English  woman ; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  there  can  be  nothing  more  vuJ gar-minded, 
coarse,  and  despicable  than  women  of  fashion  tend  to  become. 
There  is  no  meanness  nor  shabbiness,  not  to  mention  fraud,  that 
they  will  not  stoop  to  when  it  suits  themselves,  from  tricking  a 
tradesman  and  sweating  a  servant,  to  neglecting  their  children, 
deceiving  their  husbands,  and  slandering  their  friends.  They  are 
sheep  running  hither  and  thither  in  servile  imitation  of  each 
other,  without  an  original  thought  among  them  ;  the  froth  of  so- 
ciety, with  the  natural  tendency  of  froth  to  rise  to  the  surface  and 
thence  be  swept  aside — mere  bubbles  that  shine  a  moment  and 
then  burst.  It  is  fashion  that  unsexes  women  and  unmakes  men. 
To  be  in  the  world  of  fashion  and  of  it  is  to  degenerate ;  but  to  be 
in  it  and  not  of  it,  to  know  it  and  remain  untainted,  despising  all 
it  has  to  give,  makes  toward  solid  advance.  There  are  some  ugly 
stages  to  be  gone  through,  however,  before  the  advancement  is 
pronounced. 

The  six  girls  at  Miss  Blackbume's  were  all  daughters  of  people 
of  position,  all  enjoying  the  same  advantages,  and  under  the  same 
influences ;  but  three  of  them  were  already  shaping  themselves  into 
women  of  fashion,  while  the  other  three  were  tending  as  inevitably 
to  develop  into  women  of  fijie  character  and  cultivated  mind.  Beth 
was  attracted  to  all  such  women,  and  recognised  their  worth,  often 
long  before  they  appreciated  her  at  all.  She  was  seventh  among  the 
girls,  her  place  being  in  the  middle,  as  it  were,  with  three  on  either 
side  of  her,  teaching  her  all  they  could,  as  was  inevitable.  In  as- 
sociation with  the  budding  women  of  fashion  she  lost  the  first 
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fine  delicacy  of  maiden  modesty  of  mind,  but  the  example  of  the 
young  gentlewomen,  on  the  other  hand,  confirmed  her  taste  and 
settled  her  convictions.  The  ladies  who  kept  the  school  were  high- 
minded  themselves,  and  exemplary  in  every  possible  way,  and  if 
they  did  not  make  all  their  pupils  equally  so,  it  was  because  factors 
go  to  the  formation  of  character  with  which,  for  want  of  knowl- 
edge, no  one  can  reclion  at  present  The  influence  of  these  ladies 
upon  Beth  was  altogether  benign.  She  was  in  a  new  world  with 
them,  a  world  of  ease  and  refinement,  of  polished  manners,  of 
kindly  consideration,  where,  instead  of  being  harried  by  nagging 
rules,  stultified  by  every  kind  of  restraint,  and  lowered  in  her 
own  estimation  for  want  of  proper  respect  and  encouragement, 
she  was  allowed  as  much  liberty  as  she  would  have  had  in  a  well- 
ordered  home,  and  found  herself  and  her  abilities  of  special  inter- 
est to  each  of  her  teachers.  Instead  of  being  an  item,  a  part  of  a 
huge  piece  of  machinery,  to  be  strictly  kept  in  the  particular  place 
assigned  to  her.  whether  it  were  adapted  to  the  needs  of  her 
nature  or  not,  for  fear  of  putting  the  whole  mechanism  out  of 
order— her  present  and  future  being  less  considered  than  the 
smooth  working  of  the  machine — she  was  a  girl  again,  with  some 
character  of  her  own  to  be  formed  and  developed.  Here,  too,  she 
was  put  upon  her  honour  to  do  all  that  was  expected  of  her,  and 
the  immediate  consequence  of  this  in  her  case  was  the  most  scru- 
pulous exactness.  She  attached  herself  to  Miss  Ella,  attracted 
first  of  all  by  the  fact  that  she  was  a  Roman  Catholic.  How  she 
could  be  one  was  a  mystery  Beth  longed  to  solve,  but  Miss  Ella 
did  not  consider  it  loyal  to  Protestant  parents  to  influence  their 
daughters  at  school,  and  would  give  her  no  help  in  this;  in  every 
other  respect,  however,  Beth  found  her  exceedingly  kind  and 
sympathetic,  a  serene  strong  woman  who  began  to  curb  the 
exuberance  of  Beth's  naughtiness  from  the  first,  and  to  direct  the 
energy  of  which  it  was  the  outcome  into  profitable  channels. 

There  was  no  monotony  in  Miss  Blackbume's  establishment. 
The  girls  were  taken  in  turns  to  operas,  concerts,  picture  galleries, 
and  every  kind  of  exhibition  that  might  help  to  cultivate  their 
minds.  To  be  able  to  discuss  such  thingswas  apartof  theireduca- 
tion.  They  were  expected  to  describe  all  they  saw  fluently  and 
pleasantly,  but  without  criticism  enough  to  require  thought  and  pro- 
voke argument,  which  isapt  to  be  tedious;  and  thus  was  formed  the 
habit  of  chatting  in  the  genial,  light,  frothy  way  which  does  duty 
for  conversation  in  society.  Gteraldine  had  not  exaggerated  when 
slie  called  Miss  Blackbume's  school  a  forcing  house  for  the  mar- 
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r\m^^,  marktfi,  At  i\mi  iUtut  rymrruige  wa«  i\ie  only  career  open  to 
M  yoHiiig  My^  mui  Hut  tjhjtti^  of  her  education  wsm  to  make  her 
aiii'ttddive,  Tiui  iiuttfry  i^um  wsut  ilmi  ^>lid  acquiremento  were 
^^yoii/l  th«  ipUyumil  tiircuifih  of  a^rU,  be^ideiK  being  unnecessary. 
HfM/wy  itfi<'>4/ni pJiMh men tM,  therefore,  were  all  that  wai$  aimed  at; 
hilt  t^Mty  Uiui  Up  \m  thorou^j^h.  Mimic,  mnyg^ing,  drawing,  dancing, 
Vrmntlt,  Oernian,  Ilalian— wliatever  it  might  be— the  girl  who 
wim  Jeiirning  it  Uful  the  t^nmUmt  attention  from  her  master  or  mi»- 
it'iiim  diiring  the  Ummn ;  Mhe  wm  nuuie  to  do  it  as  much  by  the 
will  of  the  UmnUiif  uh  by  her  own  intelligence.  This  was  the  first 
ex|NirieiM'e  of  thorough  training  lUiih  had  ever  had,  and  she  en- 
Joy  i^d  it,  iiimI  would  have  woriced  harder  to  profit  by  it  than  Miss 
Hliiif|<l>uriu^  would  allow.  Am  it  was,  she  made  great  progress  with 
Uw  woi'U,  while  all  the  time  the  ntore  informal  but  most  valuable 
pHi't  of  \nH*  education,  which  wa«  directed  to  the  strengthening  of 
i^Vi^vy  womanly  attribute,  went  on  steadily  under  the  influence  of 
MiMlillla. 

It  would  have  bwen  well  for  Beth  if  slie  had  been  left  at  Miss 
HIiM'khurne'H  for  the  next  three  years;  but  just  when  the  rebel- 
lioUM  hnating  of  her  wingM  against  the  bars  had  ceased  and  they 
had  folded  theniNelveN  c!ontentedly  behitid  her  for  a  while,  just 
when  i\^^^  wild  lUghts  of  her  imagination  were  giving  way  to 
wholesome  hahitM  of  thought  and  her  own  vain  dreams  were  being 
dlNMlpated  by  the  hom^Nt  ambition  to  accomplish  something  actual, 
HJie  wu«  Mummontul  away.  Her  sister  Mildred  had  died  suddenly 
«>f  nuMiingitlw,  and  tlu^  immediate  oth>ct  of  the  shock  on  Mrs.  Cald- 
w«»ll,  who  luul  dearly  loved  her  eldest  daughter,  was  a  kindlier 
ftu^ling  for  Ht^th  and  a  wiHh  to  have  her  at  home— for  a  time,  at  all 
t^'onli*  and  lit^th  went  willingly,  under  the  ciiKJumstances.  She 
wyn^palhUod  deeply  with  her  nu>ther,  and  was  full  of  grief  herself 
for  lier  nUter,  to  wliom  h]u>  luwi  Ihhmi  tenderly  attached,  altliough 
tlu\v  luul  Ht^en  ho  little  of  tmoh  other.  Betli  was  not  yet  sixteen, 
auti  thiM  wail  the  thiinl  blow  that  detitli  had  dealt  her. 
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UiCTU  hud  a  natum)  love  of  onler,  and  lU  si^hool  she  had  learned 
the  utHM^jwity  for  it,  8he  did  not  mean  to  give  up  work  when  she 
went  hou\e ;  on  the  in^utr^^ry,  she  determiueil  to  do  more  than  ever. 
Mijw  KUa  had  t^iurht  her  to  W  deliWi^te,  neither  to  haste  nor  to 
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rest,  but  steadily  to  pursue.  She  insisted  that  things  to  be  well 
done  must  be  done  regularly,  and  Beth,  in  accordance  with  this 
precept,  mapped  out  her  day  so  as  to  make  tlie  most  of  it.  She 
got  up  at  seven,  opened  her  window  wider,  threw  the  clothes  back 
from  her  bed  to  air  it,  had  her  bath,  brushed  her  hair  in  four  divi- 
sions, fifty  strokes  on  each,  two  hundi-ed  in  all ;  left  nothing  un- 
tidy lying  about  her  room ;  did  her  good  reading,  the  psalms  and 
lessons ;  breakfasted,  made  her  bed,  studied  French,  went  out  for 
exercise,  sewed,  and  read  so  much— all  in  the  same  order  every 
day.  She  paid  particular  attention  to  her  personal  appearance, 
too,  that  being  the  one  of  her  mother's  principles  which  had  also 
been  most  particularly  enjoined  by  Miss  Blackburne.  At  both  of 
her  schools  marriage  was  the  great  ambition  of  most  of  the  girls. 
At  St.  Catherine's  it  meant  a  means  of  escape  from  many  hard- 
ships ;  to  Miss  Blackbume's  girls  it  ofFered  the  chance  of  a  better 
position  and  more  money  and  luxury.  There  was  a  uicer  tone 
among  the  Royal  Service  girls  and  more  reticence  in  their  discus- 
sions of  the  subject  than  at  Miss  Blackburne's,  where  the  girls 
were  not  at  all  high-minded,  and  talked  of  their  chances  with  the 
utmost  frankness,  not  to  say  coarseness ;  but  good  looks  were  held 
to  be  the  best,  if  not  tlie  only  means  to  the  end  in  both  sets.  Money 
and  accomplishments  might  help,  but  personal  appearance  was 
the  great  certainty,  and  Beth  was  naturally  impressed  with  this 
idea,  like  the  rest.  Marriage,  however,  was  far  from  being  the 
distinct  object  of  her  life — in  fact,  she  had  no  distinct  object  at 
all,  as  yet.  She  had  always  meant  to  do  something,  or  rather  to 
be  something,  but  further  than  that  she  had  not  got 

Miss  Blackbunie  had  paid  particular  attention  to  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  speaking  voice,  and  it  was  from  her  that  Beth  had 
learned  how  to  round  hers  to  richness  and  modulate  it  so  that  its 
natural  sweetness  and  charm  were  greatly  enhanced.  There  was 
considerable  difference  of  opinion  about  her  looks.  She  was  al- 
ways striking  in  appearance,  but  dre.'ia,  for  one  thing,  altered  her 
very  nmch,  and  the  state  of  her  mind  still  more.  People  who 
met  her  on  one  occasion  admired  her  exceedingly,  and  on  the  next 
wondered  why  they  had  thought  her  good-looking  at  all.  She 
had  the  mesmeric  quality  which  makes  it  impossible  to  escape 
observation,  and  her  pereonality  never  failed  to  interest  the  intel- 
lig(;nt,  whether  it  pleased  them  or  not;  but  she  was  only  at  her 
best  in  mind,  manner,  and  appearance  when  her  fitful  further 
faculty  was  active  ;  tljen,  indeed,  she  shone  with  a  strange  loveli- 
ness—u  light  to  be  felt  rather  than  seen,  and  not  to  be  described 
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at  alL  At  Kuch  tiine«  the  mere  physical  beauty  of  other  women 
went  out  in  }ier  immediate  neighbourhood,  and  was  no  more 
ilufUight  of.  It  wa«  not  until  she  was  quite  mature,  however,  that 
}ier  manufr  fiermanently  acquired  that  subtle,  indefinable  quality 
called  charm,  which  is  the  outcome  of  a  large,  tolerant  nature  and 
kindnf*SM  of  heart.  It  was  as  if  she  did  not  come  into  full  posses- 
sion of  her  true  self  until  she  had  experienced  numberless  other 
phascjs  of  being  common  to  the  race.  Hence  the  apx>arently  in- 
c^>ngruous  mixture  she  presented  in  the  earlier  stages  of  her  youth, 
her  sluggish  indifference  at  times,  her  excesses  of  energy  and  zeal, 
her  variations  of  taste. 

At  first,  after  she  left  school,  a»  was  inevitable,  her  self-disci- 
pline was  irksome  enough  at  times,  and  some  of  the  details  she 
shirk($<l;  but  not  for  long,  because  the  time  which  accustomed 
duties  sliould  have  occupied  hung  heavy  on  her  hands,  and  she 
felt  disHatisflixl  with  lierself,  rather  than  relieved,  when  she  neg- 
lected them.  Ho,  by  degrees,  her  habits  were  formed,  and  in  after- 
life slio  found  them  a  very  present  help  in  time  of  trouble — 
uncliors  which  kept  her  from  drifting  to  leeward,  as  she  must 
have  done  but  for  their  hold  upon  her.  Some  of  her  erratic  tricks 
were  not  to  be  cured,  but  they  came  to  be  part  of  the  day's  work 
rather  tlmn  a  hindrance  to  it.  She  saw  many  a  sunrise,  for  in- 
Htanoo,  and  revelled  with  uplifted  spirit  in  the  beauty  and  wonder 
of  the  hour;  but  the  soul  that  sang  responsive  to  the  glories  of 
the  Hunmicr  dawn — the  colour,  the  freshness,  the  perfume — was 
Ht<H)ped  at  noon  with  equal  energy  in  the  book  she  was  studying, 
HO  that  instead  of  losing  anything  she  gained  that  day  one  sunrise 

When  she  left  school  Beth  was  fastidiously  refined.  She  hur- 
ried over  all  the  hateful  words  and  passages  in  the  Bible,  Shake- 
sjM^arci,  or  any  other  book  she  might  be  reading.  The  words  she 
would  not  even  pronounce  to  herself,  so  strongly  did  her  delicate 
mind  revolt  from  a  vile  idea  and  sicken  at  the  expression  of  it. 
Hut  ncivortheless  she  pored  patiently  over  every  book  she  could 
get  that  had  a  great  rej)utatlon,  and  in  this  way  she  read  many 
not  UHiuilly  given  to  girls,  and  learned  certain  facts  of  life  not 
generally  8U])posed  to  be  of  soul-making  material;  but  she  took 
no  luirni.  The  soul  that  is  shaping  itself  to  noble  purpose — the 
growing  soul— trios  more  tlmn  is  proper  for  its  nourishment  in 
its  Hoai*eh  for  sustenance,  but  rejects  all  that  is  unnecessary  or 
injurious,  as  water  creatures  without  intelligence  reject  any  un- 
Huitable  Huhstanoe  they  collect  with  their  food. 
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Before  she  had  been  many  days  at  home  Beth  found  that  her 
ipother  had  made  a  new  acquaintance  who  came  to  the  house 
often  in  a  casual  way  like  an  intimate  friend.  He  came  in  on 
the  day  of  her  arrival  after  dinner,  and  was  introduced  to  Belh 
by  her  mother  as  "  the  doctor."  Beth  broke  into  smiles,  for  she 
recognised  her  long-ago  acquaintance  of  the  rocks,  the  doctor  of 
her  Hector  romance.  And  it  seemed  he  really  was  a  doctor ;  now 
that  was  a  singular  coincidence !  In  their  little  drawing-room 
she  discovered  him  to  be  a  bigger  man  than  she  had  supposed ; 
but  otherwise  he  was  like  her  first  impression  of  him,  striking 
because  of  his  colouring ;  the  red  and  white  of  his  complexion, 
which  was  unusually  clear  for  a  man,  and  the  lightness  of  his  gray- 
green  eyes  being  in  peculiar  contrast  to  the  blackness  of  his  hair. 
She  noticed  again,  too,  that  the  expression  of  his  face  when  he 
smiled  was  not  altogether  agreeable  because  his  teeth  were  too 
far  apart;  and  she  also  thought  his  finely  formed  hands  would 
have  looked  better  had  they  not  been  so  obtrusively  white. 

"  But  we  have  met  before,"  he  exclaimed  when  Beth  acknowl- 
edged the  introduction.  "You  are  the  young  lady  I  helped  on 
the  rocks  one  day,  quite  a  long  time  ago  now,  when  you  were  a 
little  girl." 

"  I  remember,"  Beth  said,  noticing  that  he  claimed  to  have 
helped  her  on  that  occasion,  and  remembering  also  that  she  had 
declined  his  help. 

"  You  never  told  me,  Beth,"  her  mother  said  reproachfully. 

"  There  was  really  nothing  to  fell,"  he  answered,  coming  to 
the  rescue. 

"What  a  day  that  was  I"  Beth  observed.  "Did  you  notice 
the  sea  ?  It  w:is  the  sort  of  sea  that  might  make  one  long  to 
bo  a  crab  to  live  in  it.  Though  a  crab  is  not  the  animal  that  I 
should  sjMscially  choose  to  be.  I  long  to  be  a  cat  sometimes.  To 
be  able  to  fluff  out  my  fur  and  spit  would  be  such  a  satisfaction. 
There  are  feelings  that  can  be  expressed  in  no  other  way.  And 
then  to  be  able  to  purr !  Purring  is  the  one  sound  in  Nature  that 
expresses  perfect  comfort  and  content,  I  think." 

"  Beth,  don't  talk  nonsense,"  her  mother  said  impatiently. 

"  Oh,  it's  not  nonsense  altogether,"  the  doctor  interposed.  "  It 
is  just  cheery  chatter,  and  that  is  good.  Miss  Beth  will  raise  your 
spirits  in  no  time  or  I'm  much  mistaken."  He  had  watohed  Beth 
with  gravity  while  she  was  speaking,  as  one  sees  people  wateh  an 
actress  critically,  obviously  marking  her  points  but  betraying  no 
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Mrs.  Caldwell  sighed  heavily.  "  The  doctor  has  been  so  good, 
Beth,"  she  said.  "  He  has  come  here  continually,  and  done  more 
to  cheer  me  than  anybody.*' 

"Oh,  now,  Mrs.  Caldwell,  you  exaggerate,"  he  remonstrated 

"with  a  smile.     "  But  it's  my  principle,  you  know,  to  be  cheery.    I 

always  say,  Be  Cheery  whatever  happens.    It's  no  use  crying  over 

spilled  milk ! " 

"  A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Your  sad  tires  in  a  mile-a," 

Beth  rattled  off  glibly,  and  again  the  doctor  considered  her. 

"  Now,  that's  good,"  he  said,  just  as  if  he  had  never  heard  it  be- 
fore.    "  And  it's  my  meaning  exactly.    Don't  let  your  spirits  go 

down " 

"  For  there's  many  a  girl  as  I  know  well 

A-looking  for  you  in  the  town," 

Beth  concluded,  her  spirits  rising  uproariously. 

"  Beth ! "  her  mother  remonstrated,  but  with  a  smile. 

"  The  worst  of  it  is,  the  ones  on  the  lookout  are  not  the  ones 
with  the  good  looks,"  the  doctor  observed,  also  smiling. 

"  But  they  are  the  ones  with  the  money,"  Beth  rejoined.  "  I 
wonder  how  it  is  that  plain  girls  so  often  have  money.  I  suppose 
the  money-grubbing  spirit  comes  out  in  ugliness  in  the  female 
branch." 

Tea  was  brought  in,  but  Beth  refused  to  take  any.  The  doctor 
tried  to  persuade  her. 

"You  had  better  change  your  mind,"  he  said.  "Ladies  are 
privileged  to  change  their  minds." 

"  I  know,"  said  Beth.  "  Ladies  are  privileged  to  be  foolish.  It 
is  almost  the  only  privilege  men  allow  them.  I  scorn  it  myself. 
At  school  we  were  warned  to  be  firm  when  once  we  had  said,  No, 
thank  you.  Miss  Ella  used  to  say  that  people  who  allowed  them- 
selves to  be  overpersuaded  and  changed  their  minds  lost  self- 
control  and  became  self-indulgent  eventually." 

"  Ah,  that  makes  me  think  of  my  poor  dear  mother,"  said  the 
doctor.  "  A  better  and  more  consistent  woman  never  lived.  Once 
she  said  a  thing  you  couldn't  move  her.  She  was  a  good  mother 
to  me !  I  was  always  her  favourite  son.  But,  like  other  young 
fellows,  I'm  afraid  I  didn't  half  appreciate  her  till  I  had  lost  her." 

"  All  the  same,  I  am  sure  you  were  all  that  a  good  son  should 
be,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  observed  sincerely. 

The  doctor's  eyes  shone  with  emotion. 

When  he  had  gone  Mrs.  Caldwell  began  to  discuss  him. 
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"  He  really  is  cheery,"  she  said ;  "  he  always  raises  my  spirits, 
and  I  am  sure  lie  is  good  and  kiad.  Did  you  see  how  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears  when  he  mentioned  his  mother  ?  He  is  hand- 
some, too,  don't  you  think  so  ?  Such  a  colour  1  And  always  so 
well  dressed,  lady  Benyon  admires  him  very  much.  But  he 
gets  on  with  every  one,  even  Uncle  James  I  What  do  you  think 
of  him,  Beth  f" 

"  I  think  he  looks  neat  to  the  point  of  nattiness,  which  is  finical 
in  a  man,"  Beth  answered. 

"Ah,  that  ia  because  you  are  not  accustomed  to  well-dressed 
men,"  her  mother  assured  her.  "  Here  in  Bainharbour  you  don't 
often  see  one." 

"  I  have  been  in  London  lately,"  Beth  observed. 

"  Beth,"  her  mother  began  emphatically,  "  tliat  is  so  like  you  I 
Will  you  never  get  out  of  the  habit  of  answering  so  f  You  are 
always  in  opposition,  and  it  is  too  conceited  of  you  at  your  age. 
I  did  hope  they  would  have  cured  you  of  the  trick  at  school ;  but 
no  sooner  do  you  get  home  than  you  begin  again  as  bad  as  ever." 

"  Well,  rather  than  displease  you,  mamma,  I'll  do  my  best  to 
hold  my  tongue  for  the  future  when  I  can't  say  what  you  want 
me  to  say,"  Beth  answered  cheerfully.  "1  came  home  to  be  a 
comfort  to  you,  and  if  I  can't  be  a  comfort  to  you  and  express 
myself  as  well,  why,  I  must  go  unexpressed." 

'■  Now  there  you  are  again,  Beth,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  cried  pee- 
vishly.   "Is  that  a  nice  thing  to  say  !" 

Beth  looked  at  her  mother  and  smiled  enigmatically.  Then 
she  reflected.    Then  her  countenance  cleared. 

"  Mamma,"  she  said.  "  your  hair  is  much  whiter  than  it  was, 
but  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  you  look  so  nice.  You  have  such  a 
pretty  complexion,  and  so  few  wrinkles,  and  such  even  teeth ! 
What  a  handsome  girl  you  must  have  been  I" 

Mrs.  Caldwell  smiled  complacently,  and  went  to  bed  in  high 
good  humour.  She  told  Bemadine  as  they  undressed  that  she 
thought  Beth  greatly  improved. 

But  Beth  herself  lay  long  awake  that  night,  tossing  and 
troubled,  feeling  far  from  satisfied  either  with  herself  or  any- 
btMly  else. 

The  next  morning  she  rose  early,  and  drew  up  her  plan  of  life. 
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CHAFTEK  XXXV, 

All  thai  fifNi  dajr  at  h#>f]rM^  wor^  on  Beib  wsm  wmed  with  an 
ii»|M>fUifMit^  y^iMmitifg  Uf  go  oot,  and  it  was  with  difficaltjr  that 
th^  %fA  ihffmf^h  htsr  mU^pptAnUsd  Xam\aL  8be  tbonglit  cf  the  sea, 
Ui^  •fif^f^,  t(i4!;  mh^t3ce  and  mAiiade  which  were  apt  to  he  so  sooth- 
iuf(  iff  \%i^  dull  tmtmm  that  she  ceased  to  pereeire  with  them,  and 
mt  pfumkii  wUf  i\%ti  pfjmumkm  of  her  further  facoltj  for  hliarfal 
ttumtenU,  Mte  fancied  the  sea  was  as  she  hest  Itfred  to  hare  it, 
}u'^  f$i^4mriUi  sea,  with  tinjr  warelets  bringing  the  tide  in  imper- 
i'A^fiWAy  ^/rer  the  rrjcks,  and  the  long  stretch  of  water  heyond 
}miriug  g$mi\y  up  to  the  Yufrmm  with  smooth,  anmffled  surface 
shin In^c  in  the  mxn.  When  she  had  done  her  work  she  fared  forth 
iif  the  m^^  Uf  sit  hy  it  ami  feel  the  healthy,  happy  freshness  of  it 
all  $i\nmi  her  and  in  hermAf  as  welL  She  went  to  the  rocks.  The 
tide  was  vAftmug  in.  The  water,  however,  was  not  molten  silver 
grt%y^  AS  she  had  imagined  it,  but  bright  dark  sapphire-blue,  with 
crisp  whiU?  cr<;sts  Ui  the  waves,  which  were  merry  and  tumbled 
It  wss  th^)  sea  for  an  active,  not  for  a  meditative  mood ;  its  voice 
r.alh^l  Ui  play  rather  than  to  that  prayer  of  the  whole  being  which 
cofrt<*s  of  the  cinitemplation  of  its  calmness ;  it  exhilarated  instead 
of  mHAh\ng^  and  made  her  joyous  as  she  had  not  been  since  she 
wunt  Ut  w;hrK)l,  Hhe  stood  long  on  the  rwks  by  the  water's  edge, 
n?tn?iitirig  im  the  tide  mlvanced,  watching  wave  after  wave  curve 
and  hollow  itself  and  break,  and  curve  and  hollow  itself  and 
hn^ak  aguiit.  The  sweet  ma  breeze  sang  in  her  ears  and  braced 
\u^T  with  its  freshiK5Ss,  wliile  the  continuous  sound  of  wind  and 
wiitiir  went  from  h<ir  consciousness  and  came  again  with  the  ebb 
iitid  How  of  lier  thoughts.  But  the  strength  and  swirl  of  the 
wiitiir,  its  timh'HM  forco,  its  incessant  voices  choiring  on  a  choral 
of  nunib<*rl<YNN  noUm,  invited  her,  fascinated  her,  filled  her  with 
longing  longing  Uy  trust  herself  to  the  waves,  to  lie  still  and  let 
them  MM'-k  her,  to  be  homo  out  by  them  a  little  way  and  brought 
biiek  again,  passive  yet  in  ecstatic  enjoyment  of  the  dreamy  mo- 
tion. The  longing  became  an  impulse.  She  put  her  hand  to  her 
tliroat  \a}  undo  her  dress,  but  she  did  not  undo  it ;  she  never  knew 
wtiy.  }(ad  slie  yielded  to  the  attraction  she  must  have  been 
drowned,  for  site  could  Nwini  but  little,  and  the  water  was  deeper 
than  Nhe  knew,  and  the  current  strong;  and  she  might  have 
yitilded  JuMt  as  slio  resitted,  for  no  reason  that  rendered  itself  into 
intelligible  thought. 
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She  turned  from  the  scene  of  her  strange  impulse  and  began 
to  wander  back  over  the  rocks,  suffering  the  while  from  that  dull 
drop  of  the  spirit  which  sets  in  at  the  reaction  after  momenta  of 
special  intensity ;  and  in  this  mood  she  came  upon  the  "  doctor," 
also  climbing  the  rocks. 

"  Now,  it  is  a  singular  coincidence  that  I  should  meet  you  here 
again,"  he  said. 

Beth  smiled.  "  I  am  afraid  those  nice  boots  of  yours  will  suf- 
fer on  these  sharp  rocks,"  she  remarked  by  way  of  saying  some- 
thing.    "  We  natives  keep  our  old  ones  for  the  purpose." 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  I  don't  keep  old  ones  for  any  purpose.  I  have 
an  objection  to  everything  old— old  people  included." 

Beth  had  a  book  under  her  arm,  and  he  coolly  took  it  from  her 
as  he  spoke,  and  read  the  title,  Dryden's  Poetical  Worka.  "Ah  I 
so  you  carry  the  means  of  improving  your  mind  at  odd  moments 
about  with  you.  Well,  I'm  not  surprised,  for  I  heard  you  were 
clever." 

Beth  smiled,  more  pleased  than  if  he  bad  called  her  beautiful ; 
but  she  wondered  if  Dryden  could  properly  be  called  improving. 

"  It  is  absurd  to  keep  a  girl  at  school  who  has  got  as  far  as  this 
kind  of  thing,"  he  added,  tapping  the  old  brown  book;  "but  it 
seems  to  me  they  don't  understand  you  much  at  home,  little 
lady." 

'■  What  makes  you  think  so  ?  "  Beth  asked  shrewdly. 

"  Oh,"  he  answered,  somewhat  disconcerted,  "  I  judge  from — 
from  things  I  hear  and  see." 

This  implied  sympathy,  and  again  Beth  was  pleased. 

It  was  late  when  she  got  in,  and  she  expected  her  mother  to  be 
annoyed,  but  Mrs.  Caldwell  was  all  smiles. 

"I  suppose  the  doctor  found  you?"  she  said.  "He  asked 
where  you  were,  and  I  said  on  the  rocks,  probably." 

"  That  accounts  for  the  singular  coincidence,"  Beth  observed  ; 
but,  girl-like,  she  thought  less  at  tbe  moment  of  the  little  insin- 
cerity than  of  the  compliment  his  following  her  implied. 

They  dined  that  evening  with  Lady  Benyon.  It  was  a  quiet 
little  family  party,  including  Uncle  James  and  Aunt  Grace  Mary. 
The  doctor  was  the  only  stranger  present.  He  looked  very  well 
in  evening  dress. 

"Striking,  isn't  he?"  Aunt  Grace  Mary  whispered  to  Beth. 
"  Such  colouring ! " 

"And  how  are  you,  Dan  ?"  was  Uncle  James's  greeting,  ut- 
tered with  an  affectation  of  cordiality  in  bis  unexpected  little 
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voice  that  interested  Beth.  She  wondered  what  was  toward.  She 
noticed,  too,  that  she  herself  was  an  object  of  special  attention, 
and  her  heart  expanded  with  gratification.  Very  little  kindness 
went  a  long  way  with  Beth. 

Dr.  Dan  took  her  in  to  dinner. 

*'By  the  way,"  he  said,  looking  across  the  table  at  Uncle 
James,  "  I  went  to  see  that  old  Mrs.  Prince,  your  keeper's  mother, 
as  I  promised.  She's  a  wonderful  old  woman  for  eighty-five.  I 
shouldn't  be  surprised  if  she  lived  to  a  hundred." 

"Dear,  dear!"  Uncle  James  ejaculated  with  something  like 
consternation. 

"I  seem  to  have  put  my  foot  in  it  somehow,"  Dr.  Dan  re- 
marked to  Beth  confidentiaUy. 

"  If  you  do  anything  to  keep  her  alive  you  will,"  Beth  an- 
swered. "Uncle  James  always  speaks  bitterly  about  elderly 
women — about  old  ones  he  is  perfectly  rabid.  He  seems  to  think 
they  rob  worthy  men  of  part  of  their  time  by  living  so  long." 

It  was  arranged  before  the  party  broke  up  that  the  doctor 
should  drive  Beth  to  Fairholm  in  the  Benyon  dogcart  to  lunch 
next  day.  Beth  was  surprised  and  delighted  to  find  herself  the 
object  of  so  much  consideration.  Dr.  Dan,  as  they  all  called  him, 
began  to  be  associated  in  her  mind  with  happy  days. 

"Have  you  come  to  live  here?"  she  asked  as  they  drove 
along. 

"  No,"  he  answered.  "  I  am  only  putting  in  the  time  until  I 
can  settle  down  to  a  practice  of  my  own.  I  have  just  heard  of 
one  which  I  shall  buy  if  I  can  get  an  appointment  I  am  trying 
for  in  the  same  place." 

"  What  is  the  appointment  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  It's  a  hospital  I  want  to  be  put  in  charge  of,"  he  answered 
casually — "a  small  affair,  but  I  should  get. a  regular  income  from 
it,  and  that  would  make  my  rent  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  secure. 
A  doctor  has  to  set  up  with  a  show  of  affluence." 

"  It  is  a  terrible  profession  to  me,  the  medical  profession,"  Beth 
said.     "  The  responsibilities  must  be  so  great  and  so  various." 

"  Oh,  I  never  think  of  that,"  he  answered  easily. 

"  I  should,"  Beth  rejoined. 

"  Yes,  you  would,  of  course,"  he  said ;  "  and  that  shows  what 
folly  it  is  for  women  to  go  in  for  medicine.  They  worry  about 
this  and  that,  things  that  are  the  patient's  lookout,  not  the  doc- 
tor's, and  make  no  end  of  mischief ;  besides  always  losing  their 
heads  in  a  difficulty."    Just  then  the  horse,  which  had  been  very 
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fidgety  all  the  way,  bolted.  The  blood  ruahed  into  the  doctor's 
face.  "Sit  tight  1  sit  tight!"  he  exclaimed.  "Don't  now — now 
don't  move,  and  make  a  fuss.     Keep  cool  I  " 

"Keep  cool  yourself,"  said  Beth,  dryly.     "  I'm  all  right." 

Dr.  Dan  glanced  at  her  sideways,  and  saw  that  she  was 
laughing. 

When  they  arrived  at  Fairholm  he  made  much  of  the  incident. 
"  If  I  hadn't  had  my  wita  about  me  there  would  have  been  a 
smash,"  he  vowed.  "  But  I  happened  to  be  on  the  spot  myself, 
and  Hiss  Beth  behaved  admirably.  Most  girls  would  have 
shrieked,  you  know,  but  she  behaved  heroically." 

This  was  all  rather  gusliing,  but  it  did  not  offend  Beth,  because 
she  associated  gush  with  Aunt  Grace  Mary,  who  had  always  been 
kind  to  her.  Gushing  people  are  usually  weak  and  amiable,  gush 
being  the  ill-judged  outcome  of  a  desire  to  please :  but  at  that 
happy  age  it  was  the  amiable  intention  that  Beth  took  into  ac- 
count. Her  desire  to  be  pleased,  which  had  so  seldom  been  grati- 
fied, had  become  a  danger  to  her  judgment  by  this  time ;  it  made 
her  apt  to  respond  to  any  attempt  to  please  her  without  consider- 
ing means  and  motives  which  should  have  discounted  her  appre- 
ciation. Everybody  was  trying  to  please  her  now.  and  all  her 
being  answered  only  too  readily.  She  spent  a  delightful  day  at 
Fairholm,  and  went  home  in  extravagantly  high  spirits. 

Dr.  Dan  called  early  the  next  morning  and  found  her  with  her 
hat  on,  just  going  out. 

"  How  are  you  this  misty  cold,  gray  day  !  "  he  asked. 

"  Oh,  very  bright,"  she  answered.  "  I  feel  as  if  I  were  the 
sun,  and  I'm  just  going  to  shine  out  on  the  world  to  en- 
liven it." 

"  May  I  accompany  you  ! "  he  asked. 

"Tlie  sun,  alas,  is  a  solitary  luminary,"  she  answered,  shaking 
her  head. 

"Then  I  shall  hope  for  better  luck  next  time,"  he  said,  and  let 
her  go  alone. 

In  the  evening  he  came  in  again  to  have  a  game  of  cribbage 
with  Mrs.  Caldwell.  Beth  was  sleepy  and  had  gone  to  bed  early. 
In  tlic  pauses  of  the  game  they  talked  about  her,  and  the  responsi- 
bilities of  a  family. 

"A  girl  wants  some  one  to  look  after  her,"  the  doctor  said, 
"especially  if  she  has  money." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  replied,  "girls  are  a  great  anx- 
iety.    Now  a  boy  you  can  put  into  a  profession  and  have  done 
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with  it     But  it  i»  not  so  easy  to  fiiid  a  suitable  husband  for  a 

**  But,  of  course,  if  she  has  a  little  money  it  makes  a  difference," 
he  observed,  '*  Only  she  should  have  some  one  to  advise  her  in 
the  spending  of  it  Now,  Miss  Beth,  for  instance,  will  be  as  much 
a  child  at  twenty-one  in  money  matters  as  she  is  now/' 

"  I  hope  we  shall  find  the  right  man  for  her  before  then,"  Mrs. 
Caldwell  answered  archly — *'not  that  I  think  her  aunt's  fortune 
will  cause  her  much  anxiety."  She  alluded  to  the  smallness  of 
the  sum. 

"  She  gets  some  of  the  interest,  I  suppose,  to  go  on  with,"  he 
said. 

*•  Just  enough  to  dress  on." 

Beth  saw  a  great  deal  of  Dr.  Dan  after  that  She  was  not  in 
the  least  in  love  with  him,  but  they  became  intimate  all  the  sooner 
on  that  account  A  girl  shrinks  more  shyly  from  a  man  she  loves 
than  from  one  for  whom  she  lias  only  a  liking ;  in  the  one  case 
every  womanly  instinct  is  on  the  alert,  in  the  other  her  feeling  is 
not  strong  enough  to  seem  worth  curbing.  Beth  was  fond  of 
men's  companionship,  and  Dr.  Dan's  assiduous  attentions  en- 
livened her,  made  her  brain  active,  and  brought  the  vision  and 
the  dream  within  reach ;  so  that  she  moved  in  a  happy  light,  but 
considered  the  source  of  it  no  more  than  she  would  have  consid- 
ered the  stick  that  held  the  candle  by  which  she  read  an  entran- 
cing IxKjk. 

There  are  idyllic  gleams  in  all  interesting  lives ;  but  life  as  we 
live  it  from  day  to  day  is  not  idyllic.  In  Beth's  case  there  was 
the  inevitable  friction,  the  shocks  and  jars  of  difficulties  and  dis- 
agro(^m(jnts  with  her  mother.  These  had  been  suspended  for  a 
tim(i  aft(^r  her  return,  but  began  to  break  out  again,  fomented 
very  often  by  Bornadine,  who  was  always  her  mother's  favourite, 
but  was  n(»ver  a  pleasant  child.  Dr.  Dan  came  one  very  wet  day, 
and  found  Beth  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  alone,  looking  miser- 
able. She  had  done  all  her  little  self-imposed  tasks  honestly,  but 
had  reaped  no  reward.  On  the  contrary,  thei*e  had  come  upon 
her  a  dreadful  vision  of  herself  doing  that  sort  of  thing  on  always 
into  old  age,  as  Aunt  Victoria  did  her  French,  with  no  object, 
and  to  no  purpose ;  and  for  the  first  time  she  formulated  a  feeling 
that  had  gradually  been  growing  up  in  her  of  late.  "  I  must  have 
more  of  a  life  than  this."  What  could  she  do,  however,  tied  to 
that  stupid  place,  without  a  suspicion  as  yet  that  she  had  it  in  her 
to  do  anything  special,  and  without  friends  to  help  her,  with  no 
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one  to  advise.  As  she  reflected,  the  hopelessness  of  it  all  wrung 
some  of  the  bitterest  tears  from  her  she  had  ever  shed.  If  her 
mother  would  only  send  her  back  to  Kiss  Blackburne  she  would 
be  learning  something,  at  all  events ;  but,  although  Mrs.  Cald- 
well had  said  nothing  deHnite  on  the  subject,  Beth  was  pretty 
certain  by  this  time  that  she  did  not  mean  to  let  her  return  to 
school. 

Beth  was  in  the  middle  of  this  misery  when  Dr.  Dan  arrived. 

"  How's  this  f  ■'  he  said.  "  Down  ?  You  should  have  the  win- 
dow open.  It's  not  cold  to-day,  though  it's  wet ;  and  the  room  is 
quite  stuffy.     Never  be  afraid  of  fresh  air,  you  know." 

"I'm  not,"  Beth  said,  "But  I  didn't  know  the  window  was 
shut.     Open  it  as  wide  as  you  like ;  the  wider  the  better  for  me." 

"That's  better,"  he  said,  aa  the  fresh  air  flowed  in.  "It's  sin- 
gular how  women  will  shut  themselves  up.  No  wonder  they  get 
out  of  spirits  I  Now,  I  never  let  myself  run  down.  When  one 
thing  goes  wrong,  I  just  take  up  another,  and  don't  bother. 
You'd  think  I  wasn't  having  much  of  a  time  here ;  but  I'm  aa 
happy  as  the  day  is  long ;  and  I  want  to  see  you  the  same."  He 
sat  down  beside  her  on  the  old-fashioned  sofa,  took  her  hand,  and 
began  to  stroke  it  gently.  "Cheer  up,  little  girl,"  he  added.  "I 
believe  you've  been  crying.     Aren't  they  kind  to  you  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  they're  kind  enough,''  Beth  answered,  soothed  by 
tlie  caress  ;  "at  least  they  mean  to  be.  The  misery  is  in  myself. 
1  feel  all  dissatisfied." 

"  Not  when  I'm  with  you,  do  you  J "  lie  asked  reproachfully. 

"  No,  I  don't  bother  about  myself  when  I  have  you  to  talk  to," 
Beth  answered.  "  You  come  in  fresh,  and  give  me  something  else 
to  think  about." 

"Then  look  here,  Beth,"  he  said,  putting  his  arm  round  her," 
"I  don't  think  I  can  do  better  than  take  you  away  with  me. 
You've  a  head  on  your  shoulders,  and  an  original  way  with  you 
that  would  be  sure  to  bring  people  about  the  house,  and  you're 
well  connected,  and  look  it ;  all  of  which  would  be  good  for  my 
practice.  Besides,  a  young  doctor  must  marry.  I'm  over  thirty, 
though  you  might  not  think  it.  Come,  what  do  you  say  t  You'd 
have  a  very  good  time  of  it  as  my  wife,  I  can  tell  you.  All  your 
own  way,  and  no  naming.  You  know  what  I  am— a  cheery  fel- 
low, never  put  out  by  anything.     Now  what  do  you  say  ?" 

■■  Are  you  asking  me  to  marry  you  ? "  said  Beth,  breaking  into 
a  smile.    The  position  struck  her  as  comical  rather  than  serious. 

"  Why,  what  else  1 "  he  replied,  smiling  alsa    "  I  see  you  are 
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recovering  your  spirits.  You'll  be  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long 
when  we're  married.  You'd  never  get  on  with  anybody  else  as 
you  do  with  me.  I  don't  think  anybody  else  would  understand 
you." 

Beth  laughed.  She  liked  him,  and  she  liked  to  be  caressed. 
Why  not  marry  him,  and  be  independent  of  every  one  ?  She 
hadn't  the  slightest  objection  at  the  moment ;  far  from  it,  for  she 
saw  in  the  offer  the  one  means  of  escape  she  was  likely  to  have 
from  the  long,  dull,  dreary  days  and  the  loneliness  which  was  all 
the  life  she  could  have  to  look  forward  to  when  he  had  gone. 
And  he  was  good-looking,  too,  and  nice ;  everybody  said  so.  Be- 
sides, they  would  all  be  pleased  if  she  accepted  him,  her  mother 
especially  so.  Now  that  she  came  to  think  of  it,  she  perceived 
that  this  was  what  they  had  been  suggesting  to  her  ever  since  her 
return. 

•*  It  is  settled,  then  ? ''  he  said,  stooping  forward  to  look  into  her 
face. 

She  looked  at  him  shyly,  and  laughed  again.  For  the  life  of 
her  she  could  not  keep  her  countenance,  although  she  felt  she  was 
behaving  in  the  silly,  giggling-girl  sort  of  way  she  so  much  de- 
spised. 

"That's  all  right,"  he  exclaimed,  looking  extremely  well 
pleased ;  and  at  that  moment  Mrs.  Caldwell  walked  into  the  room, 
just  in  time  to  witness  a  loverlike  caress.  Beth  jumped  up,  cov- 
ered with  confusion.  Mrs.  Caldwell  looked  from  one  to  the  other, 
and  waited  for  an  explanation. 

"We've  just  come  to  the  conclusion  that  we  can  not  live 
apart,"  Dan  said  deliberately,  rising  at  the  same  time  and  taking 
Beth's  hand. 

"  My  dear  child ! "  Mrs.  Caldwell  exclaimed,  embracing  Beth 
with  happy  tears  in  her  eyes.  "  This  is  a  joy !  I  do  congratulate 
you." 

Beth  became  suddenly  serious.  The  aspect  of  the  affair  had 
changed.  It  was  no  longer  a  game  of  the  moment,  but  a  settled 
business,  already  irrevocable.  She  wanted  to  explain  that  she 
had  not  actually  pledged  herself,  that  she  must  take  time  to  con- 
sider ;  but  her  heart  failed  her  in  view  of  her  mother's  delight. 
It  was  Beth's  great  weakness  that,  as  a  rule,  she  could  neither 
spoil  pleasure  nor  give  pain  to  save  herself  in  an  emergency. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 


When  Dan  came  to  see  her  the  next  morning  he  found  her  in 
a  very  mixed  mood.  Half  a  dozen  times  during  the  night  she 
bad  declined  to  many  him  in  a  painful  scene ;  but  just  as  often 
her  imagination  would  run  on  into  the  unknown  life  she  would 
have  to  lead  with  him.  She  saw  herself  in  white  satin  and  lace 
and  pearls,  a  slender  figure  at  the  head  of  a  long  dining  table,  in- 
teresting to  everybody ;  and  Dan  was  at  the  foot,  looking  quite 
distinguished  in  evening  dress,  with  his  glossy  black  hair  and 
wonderful  clear  skin.  She  had  gathered  the  nicest  people  in  the 
neighbourhood  about  her ;  and  on  her  right  there  was  a  shadowy 
person,  a  man  of  mark  and  knightly,  who  delighted  in  her  con-. 
versation. 

When  she  came  downstairs  to  receive  Dan  she  was  coughing, 
and  he  showed  his  devotion  by  being  greatly  concerned  about  her 
health.  He  said  she  must  have  port  wine  and  a  tonic,  and  be  out 
in  tlie  air  as  much  as  possible;  and  suggested  that  they  should  go 
for  a  walk  at  once,  as  it  was  a  lovely  day,  though  still  wet  under- 
foot 

■'  I  would  not  ask  you  to  walk  if  I  had  a  carriage  to  offer  you,"' 
he  said,  "for  I  liate  to  see  a  delicate  lady  on  foot  in  the  mud. 
But  you  shall  have  your  carriage  yet,  please  God,  all  iu  good 

"  Wliere  shall  we  go  ?  "  said  Beth  when  they  left  the  house. 

"Oh,  anywhere,"  he  answered.  "Take  me  to  one  of  your 
favourite  liaunts." 

She  thought  of  the  Fairholm  cliffs  for  a  moment,  but  felt  that 
they  were  sacred  to  many  recollections  with  which  she  would  not 
care  to  associate  this  new  experience.  "  I'll  show  you  the  chalyb- 
eate spring,"  she  said. 

They  turned  out  of  Orchard,  Street  and  went  down  the  hill  to 
tlie  Beck,  a  broad,  clear,  shallow  rivulet  that  came  round  a  sharp 
green  curve  between  high  banks,  well  wooded  with  old  trees,  all 
in  their  heavy  dark-green  summer  foliage.  As  they  crossed  the 
rustic  wooden  bridge  Beth  paused  a  little  to  look  up  at  the  trees 
unil  love  them,  and  down  into  the  clear  water  at  the  scarlet  stickle- 
backs lieading  upstream.  Her  companion  looked  at  her  in  sur- 
prise when  she  stopped,  and  tlien  followed  the  direction  of  her 
eyes.  All  he  saw,  however,  was  a  shallow  stream,  a  green  bank, 
and  some  trees. 
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the  Beck  below  slipping  between  its  banks,  soundless,  to  the  sea, 
enthralled  her. 

"  Isn't  this  lovely  ? "  she  ejaculated. 

"Yes,  it's  very  jolly — with  you,"  he  said. 

"  You  wouldn't  like  it  so  well  without  me  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  No,  I  should  think  not !  "  he  rejoined.  "  And  you  wouldn't 
like  it  as  well  without  me,  I  hope." 

"  No,"  Beth  responded.  "  It  makes  it  nicer  having  some  one 
to  share  it." 

"  Now  that's  not  quite  kind,"  he  answered  in  an  injured  tone. 
"  Some  one  is  any  one ;  and  I  shouldn't  be  satisfied  with  any- 
body but  you." 

"  Well,  but  I  am  satisfied  with  you,"  Beth  answered  dispas- 
sionately. 

He  took  her  hand,  laid  it  in  his  own  palm,  and  looked  at  it. 
It  was  a  child's  hand  as  yet,  delicately  pink  and  white. 

"  What  a  pretty  thing  1 "  he  said.  "  Oh,  you  smile  at  that !  " 
He  reached  up  to  put  a  lock  of  her  brown  hair  back  from  her 
cheek,  and  then  he  put  his  arm  around  her. 

Next  day  he  was  obliged  to  go  away,  Beth  never  thought  of 
inquiring  why  or  wherefore ;  but  she  heard  her  mother  and 
Lady  Benyon  talking  about  the  very  eligible  appointment  he  was 
hoping  to  get.  He  took  an  affectionate  leave  of  her.  When  he 
had  gone  she  went  off  to  the  sands,  and  was  surprised  to  find 
how  glad  she  was  to  be  alone  again.  The  tide  was  far  out,  and 
there  were  miles  and  miles  of  the  hard  buff  sand,  a  great  open 
space,  not  empty  to  Beth,  but  teeming  with  thought  and  full  of 
feeling.  Some  distance  on  in  front  of  her  there  was  a  solitary  fig- 
ure, a  man,  walking  with  bent  head  and  hands  folded  behind 
him,  holding  a  stick — Count  Gustav  Bartahlinsky's  favourite  at- 
titude when  deep  in  meditation.  Beth  hurried  on  and  soon  over- 
took him. 

"  Would  you  rather  be  alone,  Count  Gustav  ? "  she  said. 

He  turned  to  look  at  her,  then  smiled,  and  they  walked  on 
together. 

*'  So  they  are  going  to  marry  you  off  ?  "  he  said  abruptly. 

"  Yes,"  Beth  answered  laconically. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  be  married  ? " 

"  No,  I  do  not." 

"  Then  why  do  you  consent  ? " 

"  Because  I'm  weak  ;  I  can't  help  it,"  she  said. 

"  Nonsense ! " 
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"  I  can't,"  she  repeated.  "  I'm  firm  enough  about  some  things, 
but  in  this  I  vacillate.  When  I  am  alone  I  know  I  am  making  a 
mistake,  but  when  I  am  with  other  people  who  think  differently 
my  objection  vanishes." 

"  What  is  your  objection  !  "  he  asked. 

"  That  is  the  diflBculty,"  she  said.  "I  can't  define  it.  Do  you 
know  Dr.  Dan  ! " 

"I  can't  say  I  know  him,"  he  answered.  "I  have  met  him 
and  talked  to  him.  He  expresses  the  most  unexceptionable  opin- 
ions i  but  it  is  premature  to  respect  a  man  for  the  opinions  he  ex- 
presses :  wait  and  see  what  he  does.  Words  and  acts  don't  neces- 
sarily agree.  Sometimes,  however,  a  chance  remark,  which  has 
very  little  significance  for  the  person  who  makes  it,  is  like  an 
aperture  that  lets  in  light  on  the  whole  character,"  He  cogitated 
a  little,  then  added ;  "  Don't  let  them  hurry  you.  Take  time  to 
know  your  man,  and  if  you  are  not  satisfied  yourself,  if  there  is 
anything  that  jars  upon  you,  never  mind  what  other  people  think, 
have  nothing  to  do  with  him." 

When  Beth  went  home  she  found  her  mother  sitting  by  the 
drawing-room  window  placidly  knitting  and  looking  out.  "  I  am 
afraid  I  am  very  late,"  Beth  said.  "  I  have  been  on  the  sands 
with  Count  Gustav." 

"  Ah,  that  was  nice,  I  should  think,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  observed 
graciously.     "  And  what  were  you  talking  about  1 " 

"  Being  married,  principally,''  Beth  answered. 

Mrs,  Caldwell  beamed  above  her  knitting,  "And  what  did 
he  say  ? " 

"  He  strongly  advised  me  not  to  marry  if  I  didn't  want 
to." 

Mrs,  Caldwell  changed  countenance.  "  Did  he,  indeed  t "  she 
observed  with  a  snitf.  Then  she  reflected.  "  And  what  had  you 
been  saying  lo  draw  such  a  remark  from  him  V 

"  I  said  I  didn't  want  to  be  married,"  Beth  blurted  out  with  an 
effort. 

"  How  could  you  tell  Count  Gusfav  such  a  story,  Beth  ? "  Mrs. 
CaUhvcIl  asked,  shaking  her  head  reproachfully. 

"'  It  wiis  no  story,"  mamma. 

"  Nonsense,  Beth  I "  her  mother  rejoined.  "  It  is  nothing  but 
perverseness  that  makes  you  say  such  things.  You  feel  more 
interesting.  I  believe,  when  you  are  in  opposition.  If  I  had  re- 
fusetl  to  allow  you  to  be  married  you  would  have  been  ready  to 
run  away.    I  know  girls  1    They  all  want  to  be  married  and  they 
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all-  pretend  they  don't.  Why,  when  I  was  a  girl  I  thought  of 
nothing  else,  but  I  didn't  talk  about  it" 

"Perhaps  you  had  nothing  else  to  think  about,"  Beth  ven- 
tured. 

"  And  what  have  you  to  think  about,  pray  ? " 

Beth  clasped  her  hands  and  her  gray  eyes  dilated. 

"  Beth,  don't  look  like  that,"  her  mother  remonstrated.  *'  You 
are  always  acting,  and  it  is  such  a  pity,  as  you  will  find  when 
you  go  out  into  the  world,  I  am  afraid,  and  people  avoid  you." 

"  I  didn't  know  I  was  doing  anything  peculiar,"  Beth  said. 
"  And  how  am  I  to  help  it  if  I  don't  know  ? " 

"  Just  help  it  by  only  doing  as  you  are  told  until  you  are  able 
to  judge  for  yourself.  Look  at  the  silly  way  you  have  been  talk- 
ing this  afternoon  !  What  must  Count  Gustav  have  thought  of 
you  ?  Never  be  so  silly  again.  You  must  be  married  now,  you 
know.    When  a  girl  lets  a  man  kiss  her  she  has  to  marry  him." 

Beth  had  been  watching  her  mother's  fingers  as  she  knitted 
until  she  was  half  mesmerized  by  the  bright  glint  of  the  needles, 
but  now  she  woke  up  and  burst  out  laughing.  "  If  that  be  the 
case,"  she  said,  "  he  is  not  the  only  one  that  I  shall  have  to 
marry." 

Mrs.  Caldwell's  hands  dropped  on  her  lap,  and  she  looked  up 
at  Beth  in  dismay.     "  What  do  you  mean  ? "  she  said. 

"  Just  that,"  Beth  answered. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  have  allowed  men  to  kiss  you  ? " 
Mrs.  Caldwell  cried. 

Beth  looked  up  as  if  trying  to  keep  her  countenance. 

"  You  wicked  girl,  how  dare  you  ? " 

"  Well  mamma,  if  it  were  wicked,  why  didn't  you  warn  me  ? " 
Beth  said.     "  How  was  I  to  know  ? " 

"  Your  womanly  instincts  ought  to  have  taught  you  better." 

Unfortunately  for  this  theory,  all  Beth's  womanly  instincts  set 
in  the  opposite  direction.  Her  father's  ardent  temperament 
warred  in  her  with  Aunt  Victoria's  Puritan  principles,  and  there 
was  no  telling  as  yet  which  would  prevail. 

Beth  made  no  reply  to  that  last  assertion  of  her  mother's,  but 
remained,  half  sitting  oii  the  table,  with  her  feet  stretched  out  in 
front  of  her,  and  her  hands  supporting  her  on  either  side,  which 
brought  her  shoulders  up  to  her  ears.  It  was  a  most  inelegant 
attitude,  and  peculiarly  exasperating  to  Mrs.  Caldwell. 

"  Oh,  you  wicked,  you  bad,  you  abandoned  girl ! "  she  exclaimed, 
losing  her  temper  altogether ;  "  my  heart  is  broken  with  you !    Go 
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to  your  room  and  stay  there.  I  feel  as  if  I  could  never  endure 
the  sight  of  you  again." 

Beth  gathered  herself  together  slowly,  and  strolled  away  with 
an  air  of  indifference ;  but  as  soon  as  she  found  herself  alone  in 
her  own  room  with  the  door  shut  she  dropped  on  her  knees  and 
lifted  her  clasped  hands  to  heaven  in  an  agony  of  remorse  for 
having  tormented  her  mother  and  in  despair  about  that  wretched 
engagement.  "  O  Lord,  what  am  I  to  do  ? "  she  said,  "  what  am  I 
to  do  ? "  If  she  could  make  up  her  mind  once  for  all  either  way 
she  would  be  satisfied ;  it  was  this  miserable  state  of  indecision 
that  was  unendurable. 

Presently  in  the  room  below  she  thought  she  heard  her  mother 
sob  aloud.  She  listened,  breathless.  Her  mother  was  sobbing. 
Beth  jumped  up  and  opened  her  door.  What  should  she  do  ? 
Her  unhappy  mother,  heartbroken,  indeed  I  What  a  life  hers  was 
— a  life  of  hard  privation,  of  suffering  most  patiently  borne,  of  the 
utmost  self-denial  for  her  children's  sake,  of  loss,  of  loneliness,  of 
bitter  disappointment.  First  her  husband  taken,  then  her  dearest 
child ;  her  ungrateful  boys  not  overkind  to  her ;  and  now  this 
last  blow  dealt  her  by  Beth  just  when  the  prospect  of  getting  her 
well  married  was  bringing  a  gleam  of  happiness  into  her  mother  s 
life.  The  piteous  sobs  continued.  Beth  stole  downstairs,  bent  on 
atoning  in  her  own  person  by  any  sacrifice  for  all  the  sorrows,  no 
matter  by  whom  occasioned,  which  she  felt  were  culminating  in 
this  final  outbui'st  of  grief.  She  found  her  mother  standing  be- 
side the  high  old-fashioned  mantelpiece,  leaning  her  poor  head 
against  it. 

"  Mamma,"  Beth  cried,  ''  do  forgive  me.  I  never  meant  to — I 
never  meant  to  hurt  you  so.  I  will  do  anything  to  please  you  I 
I  was  only  teasing  you  about  kissing  men.  I  haven't  been  in  the 
habit  of  kissing  any  one.  And  of  course  I'll  marry  Dan  as  soon  as 
you  like.     And  we'll  all  be  happy — there ! " 

Mrs.  Caldwell  held  out  her  arms,  and  Beth  sprang  into  them 
had  hugged  her  tight,  and  burst  into  tears. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

That  autumn  Beth  was  married  to  Daniel  Maclure,  M.  D.,  etc., 
etc.  At  the  time  of  her  marriage  she  hardly  knew  what  his  full 
name  was.    She  had  always  heard  him  called  *'  the  doctor "  or 
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"  Dr.  Dan,"  and  had  never  thought  of  him  as  anything  else,  nor  did 
she  know  anything  else  about  him — his  past,  his  family,  or  his  pros- 
pects, which,  considering  her  age,  is  not  surprising ;  but  what  did 
surprise  her  in  after-years  when  she  discovered  it  was  to  find  that 
her  friends  who  made  the  match  knew  no  more  about  him  than 
she  did.  He  had  scraped  acquaintance  with  her  brother  Jim  in  a 
public  billiard  room  in  Rainharbour,  and  been  introduced  by  him 
to  the  other  members  of  her  family,  who,  because  his  address  was 
good  and  his  appearance  attractive,  had  taken  it  for  granted  that 
everything  else  concerning  him  was  equally  satisfactory. 

Beth  decided  to  keep  her  surname  for  her  father's  sake,  and 
also  because  she  could  not  see  why  she  should  lose  her  identity 
because  she  had  married.  Everybody  said  it  was  absurd  of  her ; 
but  she  was  determined,  and  from  the  time  of  her  marriage  she 
signed  herself  Elizabeth  Caldwell  Maclure. 

Dan  confided  to  Mrs.  CaldweU  that  he  was  troubled  by  some 
few  small  debts  which  he  was  most  anxious  to  pay  in  order  that 
he  might  start  his  married  life  clear,  and  the  poor  lady  generously 
reduced  her  slender  income  by  selling  some  shares  to  raise  the 
money  for  him.  When  he  accepted  it  his  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
as  was  usual  with  him  in  moments  of  emotion. 

"  O  mamma ! "  Beth  exclaimed,  when  she  heard  of  the  sacri- 
fice, "  how  could  you  I  I  do  not  deserve  such  generosity,  for  I 
have  never  been  any  comfort  to  you,  and  I  shall  always  be  miser- 
able about  it,  thinking  how  badly  you  want  the  money." 

"  There  will  be  one  mouth  less  to  feed  when  you  have  gone, 
you  know,  Beth,"  Mrs.  Caldwell  answered  bravely,  "and  I  shall 
be  the  happier  for  thinking  that  you  start  clear.  Debt  crushed 
us  our  whole  married  life.  I  shall  be  the  easier  if  I  know  you 
haven't  that  burden  to  bear.  Besides,  Dan  will  repay  me  as  soon 
as  he  can.    He  is  a  thoroughly  good  fellow." 

"  You  shall  be  repaid,  mamma,  in  more  ways  than  one  if  I 
live,"  Beth  vowed. 

Uncle  James  Patten  doled  out  a  five-pound  note  to  Beth  by 
way  of  a  wedding  present  from  the  long  rent  roll  her  mother 
should  have  inherited. 

"This  is  to  help  with  your  trousseau,  but  do  not  be  extrava- 
gant," he  said  in  his  pleasant  way.  "  As  a  wife  of  a  professional 
man  you  will  descend  from  my  class  to  the  class  below — the  mid- 
dle class — and  you  should  dress  according  to  your  station.  But 
you  are  doing  as  well  as  we  could  expect  you  to  do  considering 
your  character  and  conduct.    Some  doubted  if  you  would  ever 
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receive  an  offer  of  marriage,  or  have  the  sense  to  accept  it  if  one 
were  made  you ;  but  I  always  said  you  would  have  the  doctor  if 
he  would  have  you." 

Beth's  impulse  was  to  throw  the  note  at  him,  but  she  restrained 
herself  on  her  brother  Jim's  account.  It  was  suspected  that 
Uncle  James  was  only  waiting'  for  a  plausible  excuse  to  disinherit 
Jim,  and  he  found  it  the  next  time  Jim -stayed  at  Fairholm. 
They  were  in  the  drawing-room  together  one  day,  and  a  maid  was 
mending  the  flra  Uncle  James  was  sitting  at  a  writing  table  with 
a  mirror  in  front  of  hina,  and  he  declared  that  in  tliat  mirror  he  dis- 
tinctly saw  his  nephew  chuck  the  maid  servant  under  the  chin, 
which  was  conduct  such  as  Mr.  James  Patten  could  not  be  ex- 
pected to  tolerate  in  his  heir,  so  he  altered  his  will,  and  after  that 
all  communication  ceased  between  thetwo  families,  except  such 
as  Aunt  Grace  Mary  managed  to  carry  on  surreptitiously. 

Aunt  Grace  Mary  was  very  generous  to  Beth,  and  so  also  waB 
old  Lady  Benyon,  Had  it  not  been  for  these  two  Beth  would 
have  left  home  ill  provided  for ;  thanks  to  them,  however,  she  wae 
spared  that  humiliation,  and  went  with  an  ample  outfit. 

In  the  days  preceding  her  marriage  Beth  sometimes  thought 
of  Chai'lotte  and  of  the  long  fiction  of  that  wonderful  time  when 
they  were  friends.  Her  busy  brain  had  created  many  another 
story  since  then,  but  none  that  had  the  fascination  of  that  first 
sustained  efFort.  Hector's  mysterious  establishment  on  the  other 
side  of  tlie  headland,  the  troubles  in  Spain,  the  wicked  machina- 
tions of  their  enemies,  the  Secret  Service  of  Humanity,  the  horses, 
yacht,  and  useful  doctor,  who  had  not  held  a  high  place  in  their  esti- 
mation, being  merely  looked  upon  as  a  trustworthy  tool  of  Hec- 
tor's; yet  it  was  he  wliom  Beth  was  to  marry  1  She  wondered 
what  Charlotte  would  think  of  her  when  she  heard  it,  and  of  Hec- 
tor, and  the  whole  story ;  but  she  never  knew,  fwr  Charlotte  was 
at  school  in  France  during  this  period  and  never  came  into  Beth's 
life  again. 

During  the  early  days  of  her  married  life  a  sort  of  content  set- 
tled upon  Beth ;  a  happy  sense  of  well-being,  of  rest,  and  satisfac- 
tion came  to  her,  and  that  strange  vague  yearning  ache,  the 
presence  of  which  made  all  things  incomplete,  was  laid.  The  at- 
mosphere in  which  she  now  Uved  was  sensuous,  not  spiritual,  and 
allliough  she  was  unaware  of  this,  she  felt  its  influence.  Dan 
made  much  of  her,  and  she  liked  that ;  but  the  vision  and  the 
dream  had  ceased.  Her  intellectual  activity  was  stimulated, 
however,  and  it  wafl  not  long  before  she  began  to  think  for  her- 
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self  more  clearly  and  connectedly  than  she  had  ever  done  be- 
fore. 

They  spent  the  first  few  weeks  in  London  in  a  whirl  of  excite- 
ment, living  at  sumptuous  restaurants  and  going  to  places  of 
amusement  every  night,  where  Beth  would  sit  entranced  with 
music,  singing,  dancing,  and  acting,  never  taking  her  eyes  from 
the  stage,  and  yearning  in  her  enthusiasm  to  do  the  same  things 
herself,  not  doubting  but  that  she  could  either,  so  perfectly  had 
she  the  power  to  identify  herself  with  the  performers  and  realize, 
as  from  within,  what  their  sensations  must  be. 

When  she  had  been  in  London  as  a  girl  at  school  she  had  seen 
nothing  but  the  bright  side  of  life — the  wholesome,  happy,  young 
side.  A  poor  beggar  to  be  helped,  or  a  glimpse  in  the  street  of  a 
sorrowful  face  that  saddened  her  for  a  moment,  was  the  worst 
she  knew  of  the  great  wicked  city ;  but  now,  with  Dan  for  a  com- 
panion, the  realities  of  vice  and  crime  were  brought  home  to  her ; 
she  learned  to  read  signs  of  depravity  in  the  faces  of  men  and 
women,  and  to  associate  certain  places  with  evil  doers  as  their  es- 
pecial haunts.  Her  husband's  interest  in  the  subject  was  inex- 
haustible ;  he  seemed  to  think  of  little  else.  He  would  point  out 
people  in  places  of  public  amusement,  and  describe  in  detail  the 
loathsome  lives  they  led.  Every  well-dressed  woman  he  saw  he 
suspected.  He  would  pick  out  one  because  she  had  yellow  hair, 
and  another  because  her  two  little  children  were  precocious  and 
pretty,  and  declare  them  to  be  "  kept  women."  That  a  handsome 
woman  could  be  anything  but  vicious  had  apparently  never  oc- 
curred to  him.  He  was  very  high-minded  on  the  subject  of  sin 
if  the  sinner  were  a  woman,  and  thought  no  degradation  sufficient 
for  her.  In  speaking  of  such  women  he  used  epithets  from  which 
Beth  recoiled.  She  allowed  them  to  pass,  however,  in  considera- 
tion of  the  moral  exasperation  that  inspired  them,  and  the  per- 
sonal rectitude  his  attitude  implied.  The  subject  had  a  horrible 
kind  of  fascination  for  her ;  she  hated  it,  yet  she  could  not  help 
listening,  although  her  heart  ached  and  her  soul  sickened.  She 
listened  in  silence,  however,  neither  questioning  nor  discussing, 
but  simply  attending,  collecting  material  for  which  she  had  no 
use  at  the  moment,  and  storing  it  without  design — material  which 
she  would  find  herself  forced  to  turn  to  account  eventually,  but 
in  what  way  and  to  what  purpose  there  was  no  knowing  as  yet. 

They  were  to  live  at  Slane,  an  inland  town  near  Morning- 
quest,  where  modem  manufactures  had  competed  successfully 
with  ancient  agricultural  interests  and  altered  the  attitude  of  the 
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landed  gentry  toward  trade  and  toward  the  townspeople,  be- 
guiling them  to  be  less  exclusive  because  there  was  money  in  the 
town,  self-interest  weighing  with  them  all  at  once  in  regard  to 
the  neighbours  whom  Christian  precept  had  vainly  urged  them 
to  recognise. 

Dr.  Maclure  had  taken  an  old-fashioned  house  in  a  somewhat 
solitary  position  on  the  outskirts  of  Slane,  but  near  enough  to 
the  town  to  secure  paying  patients,  as  he  hoped,  while  far  enough 
out  of  it  to  invite  county  callers.  It  stood  just  on  the  highroad, 
from  which  it  was  only  divided  by  a  few  evergreen  shrubs  and 
an  iron  railing ;  but  it  was  picturesque,  nevertheless,  with  creep- 
ers, magnolia,  wistaria,  and  ivy  clustering  on  the  dark-red  bricks. 
At  the  back  there  was  a  good  garden,  and  in  front  across  the  road 
were  green  meadows,  with  hedgerows,  a  tangle  of  holly,  haw- 
thorn, and  bramble,  and  old  trees,  surviving  giants  of  a  forest 
long  uprooted  and  forgotten.  It  was  a  rich  and  placid  scene,  in- 
finitely soothing  to  one  fresh  from  the  turmoil  of  the  city,  and 
weary  of  the  tireless  motion,  the  incessant  sound  and  tumult  of 
the  sea.  When  Beth  looked  out  upon  the  meadows  first,  she 
sighed  and  said  to  herself,  "  Surely,  surely  one  should  be  happy 
here ! " 

The  house  was  inconveniently  arranged  inside  and  had  less 
accommodation  than  its  outside  pretensions  promised ;  but  Beth 
was  delighted  with  it  all  and  took  possession  of  her  keys  with 
pride.  She  was  determined  to  be  a  good  manager  and  make  her 
housekeeping  money  go  a  long  way.  Her  dream  was  to  save  out 
of  it  and  have  something  over  to  surprise  Dan  with  when  the 
bills  were  paid.  To  her  chagrin,  however,  she  found  that  she 
was  not  to  have  any  housekeeping  money  at  all. 

"You  are  too  young  to  have  the  care  of  managing  money," 
said  Dan.  "  Just  give  the  orders  and  I'll  see  about  paying  the 
bills." 

But  the  system  did  not  answer.  Beth  had  no  idea  what  she 
ought  to  be  spending,  and  either  the  bills  were  too  high  or  the 
diet  was  too  low,  and  Dan  grumbled  perpetually.  If  the  house- 
keeping were  at  all  frugal  he  was  anything  but  cheery  during 
meals,  but  if  she  ordered  him  all  he  wanted  there  were  sure  to  be 
scenes  on  the  day  of  reckoning.  He  blamed  her  bad  manage- 
ment and  she  said  nothing ;  but  she  knew  she  could  have  man- 
aged on  any  reasonable  sum  to  which  he  might  have  limited  her. 
She  had  too  much  self-respect  to  ask  for  money,  however,  if  he 
did  not  choose  to  give  it  to  her. 
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It  surprised  her  to  find  that  what  he  had  to  eat  was  a  matter  of 
great  importance  to  him.  He  fairly  gloated  over  things  he  liked, 
and,  in  order  to  indulge  him  and  keep  the  bills  down  besides,  she 
went  without  herself ;  and  he  never  noticed  her  self-denial.  He 
was  apt  to  take  too  much  of  his  favourite  dishes  and  was  con- 
stantly regretting  it.  "  I  wish  I  had  not  eaten  so  much  of  that 
cursed  vol  au  vent ;  it  never  agrees  with  me,"  he  would  say ;  but 
he  would  eat  as  much  as  ever  next  time.  Beth  could  not  help  ob- 
serving such  traits.  She  did  not  set  them  down  to  his  personal 
discredit,  however,  but  to  the  discredit  of  his  sex  at  large.  She 
had  always  heard  that  men  were  self-indulgent,  and  Dan  was  a 
man.  That  was  the  nearest  she  came  to  blaming  him  at  first 
Being  her  husband  had  made  a  difference  in  her  feeling  for  him  ; 
before  their  marriage  she  was  not  so  tolerant. 

Her  housekeeping  duties  by  no  means  filled  her  day.  An  hour 
or  so  in  the  morning  was  all  they  occupied  at  most,  and  the  time 
must  have  hung  heavy  on  her  hands  had  she  had  no  other  pur- 
suit to  beguile  her.  Fortunately  she  had  no  intention  of  allow- 
ing her  plans  for  the  improvement  of  her  mind  to  lapse  simply 
because  she  had  married.  On  the  contrary,  she  felt  the  defects  of 
her  education  more  keenly  than  ever,  and  expected  Dan  to  sym- 
pathize with  her  in  her  efforts  to  remedy  them.  He  came  in  one 
day  soon  after  they  were  settled  and  found  her  sitting  at  the  end 
of  the  dining-room  table  with  her  back  to  the  window  and  a  num- 
ber of  books  spread  out  about  her. 

"  This  looks  learned,"  he  said.    "  What  are  you  doing  ? " 

*'  I  am  looking  for  something  to  study,"  she  answered.  "  What 
writers  have  helped  you  most  ? " 

*'  Helped  me  most — how  do  you  mean  ? " 

**Well,  helped  you  to  be  upright,  you  know,  to  make  good 
resolutions,  and  keep  straight." 

*'  Thank  you,"  he  said,  "  I  have  not  felt  the  need  of  good  reso- 
lutions, and  this  is  the  first  hint  I  have  had  that  I  require  any. 
If  you  will  inquire  among  my  friends  I  fancy  you  will  find  that 
I  have  the  credit  of  going  pretty  straight  as  it  is." 

"  O  Dan,"  Beth  exclaimed,  *'  you  quite  misunderstand  me !  I 
never  meant  to  insinuate  that  you  are  not  straight.  I  was  only 
thinking  of  the  way  in  which  we  all  fall  short  of  our  ideals." 

**  Ideals  be  hanged  ! "  said  Dan.  "  If  a  man  does  his  duty  that's 
ideal  enough,  isn't  it  ? " 

"  I  should  think  so,"  Beth  said  pacifically. 

Dan  went  to  the  mantelpiece  and  stood  there  studying  himself 
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with  interest  in  the  glass.  "  A  lady  told  me  the  other  day  I  looked 
like  a  military  man,"  he  said,  smoothing  his  glossy  black  hair 
and  twisting  the  ends  of  his  long  mustache. 

'*  Well,  I  think  you  look  much  more  military  than  medical,-' 
Beth  replied,  considering  him. 

*'  I'm  glad  of  that,"  he  said,  smiling  at  himself  complacently. 

"  Are  you  ? "  Beth  exclaimed  in  surprise.  "  Why  ?  A  medical 
man  has  a  finer  career  than  a  military  man,  and  should  have  a 
finer  presence  if  ability,  purpose,  and  character  count  for  any- 
thing toward  appearance.  Personally  I  think  I  should  wish  to 
look  like  what  I  am  if  I  could  choose." 

"  So  you  do,"  he  rejoined,  adjusting  his  hat  with  precision  as 
he  spoke  and  craning  his  neck  to  see  himself  sideways  in  the 
glass.  *'You  look  like  a  silly  little  idiot;  but  never  mind. 
That's  all  a  girl  need  be  if  she's  pretty,  and  if  she  isn't  pretty 
she's  of  no  account ;  so  it  doesn't  matter  what  she  is." 

When  he  had  gone,  Beth  sat  for  a  long  time  thinking ;  but 
she  did  no  more  reading  that  day,  nor  did  she  ever  again  consult 
Dan  about  the  choice  of  books  or  expect  him  to  sympathize  with 
her  in  her  work. 

For  the  first  few  mouths  of  her  married  life  she  had  no  pocket- 
money  at  all.  Aunt  Grace  Mary  slipped  two  sovereigns  into  her 
hand  when  they  parted,  but  those  Beth  kept,  she  hardly  knew 
why,  as  she  had  her  half  year's  dividend  to  look  forward  to. 
About  the  time  that  her  money  was  due,  Dan  began  to  talk  inces- 
santly of  money  difiiculties.  Bills  were  pi*essing  and  he  did  not 
know  where  on  earth  to  look  for  a  five-pound  note.  He  did  not 
think  Beth  too  young  to  be  worried  morning,  noon,  and  night  on 
the  subject,  although  she  took  it  very  seriously.  One  morning, 
after  he  had  made  her  look  anxious,  he  suddenly  remembered  a 
letter  he  had  for  her  and  handed  it  to  her.  It  was  from  the  law- 
yer, and  contained  a  cheque  for  twenty-five  pounds,  her  long- 
looked- for  ward-to  pocket  money. 

"  Will  this  be  of  any  use  to  you  ? "  Beth  asked,  handing  him 
tlie  cheque. 

His  countenance  cleared.  "  Of  use  to  me  ?  I  should  think  it 
would ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  It  will  just  make  all  the  difference. 
You  miLst  sign  it,  though." 

When  she  had  signed  it  he  put  it  in  his  pocketbook,  and  his 
spirits  went  up  to  the  cheery  point.  He  adjusted  his  hat  at  the 
glass  over  the  dining-room  mantelpiece,  lit  a  shilling  cigar,  and 
went  off  to  his  hospital  jauntily.    Beth  was  glad  to  have  relieved 
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him  of  his  anxiety.  She  half  hoped  he  might  give  her  something 
out  of  the  cheque,  if  it  were  only  a  pound  or  two,  she  wanted 
some  little  things  so  badly ;  but  he  never  offered  her  a  penny. 
She  thought  of  Aunt  Grace  Mary's  two  sovereigns,  but  the  dread 
of  having  nothing  in  case  of  an  emergency  kept  her  from  spend- 
ing them. 

There  was  one  thing  Dan  did  which  Beth  resented.  He  opened 
her  letters. 

"  Husband  and  wife  are  one,"  he  said.  "  They  should  have 
no  secrets  from  each  other.  I  should  like  you  to  open  my  letters, 
too,  but  they  contain  professional  secrets,  you  see,  and  that 
wouldn't  do." 

He  spoke  in  what  he  called  his  cheery  way,  but  Beth  had 
begun  to  feel  that  there  was  another  word  which  would  express 
his  manner  better,  and  now  it  occurred  to  her. 

"  You  have  no  right  to  open  my  letters,"  she  said  ;  *'  and  being 
facetious  on  the  subject  does  not  give  you  any." 

*'  But  if  I  choose  to  ? "  he  said. 

"  It  will  be  a  breach  of  good  taste  and  good  feeling,"  she  an- 
swered. 

No  more  was  said  on  the  subject,  and  Dan  did  not  open  her 
letters  for  a  little,  but  then  he  began  again.  He  had  always  some 
excuse,  however — either  he  hadn't  looked  at  the  address,  or  he  had 
been  impatient  to  see  if  there  were  any  message  for  himself,  and 
so  on ;  but  Beth  was  not  mollified  although  she  said  nothing,  and 
her  annoyance  made  her  secretive.  She  would  watch  for  the 
postman  and  take  the  letters  from  him  herself,  and  conceal  her 
own,  so  that  Dan  might  not  even  know  that  she  had  received  any. 

She  had  a  diflBculty  with  him  about  another  matter,  too.  His 
loverlike  caresses  while  they  were  engaged  had  not  been  dis- 
tasteful to  her ;  but  after  their  marriage  he  kept  up  an  incessant 
billing  and  cooing,  and  of  a  coarser  kind,  which  soon  satiated  her. 
She  was  a  nicely  balanced  creature,  with  many  interests  in  life, 
and  love  could  be  but  one  among  the  number  in  any  case ;  but 
Dan  almost  seemed  to  expect  it  to  be  the  only  one. 

**  Oh,  dear !  must  I  be  embraced  again  ? "  she  exclaimed  one 
day,  with  quite  comical  dismay,  on  being  interrupted  in  the  mid- 
dle of  a  book  that  was  interesting  her  at  the  moment. 

Dan  looked  disconcerted.  In  his  cheerful  masculine  egotism 
it  had  not  occurred  to  him  that  Beth  might  find  incessant  demon- 
strations of' affection  monotonous.  He  would  smile  at  pictures  of 
the  waning  of  the  honeymoon,  where  the  husband  returns  to  his 
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book  and  his  dog,  and  the  wife  sits  apart  sad  and  neglected.  It 
was  inevitable  that  the  man  should  tire ;  he  had  other  things  to 
think  of ;  but  that  the  wife  should  be  the  first  to  be  bored  waa  in- 
credible, and  worse — it  was  unwomanly. 

Dan  went  to  the  mantelpiece  and  stood  looking  down  into  the 
fire,  and  his  gray-green  eyes  became  suffused. 

"  Have  I  hurt  you,  Dan  ! "  Beth  exclaimed,  jumping  up  and 
going  to  him. 

"Hiirtmel"  he  said,  taking  out  his  pocket  handkerchief,  "that 
is  not  the  word  for  it.     Tou  have  made  me  very  unhappy," 

"Oh,"  said  Beth,  her  own  inclinations  disregarded  at  once,  "I 
am  sorrj- ! " 

But  he  had  satiated  her  once  for  all,  and  she  never  recovered 
any  zest  for  Lis  caresses.  She  found  no  charm  or  freshness  in 
them,  especially  after  she  perceived  that  they  were  for  his  own 
gratification  irrespective  of  hers.  But  the  privileges  of  love  are 
not  to  be  wrested  from  us  with  impunity.  Habits  of  dutiful  sub- 
1  destroy  the  power  to  respond,  and  all  that  they  leave  to 
e  of  the  warm  reality  of  love  at  last  is  a  cold  pretence.  By 
degrees,  as  Beth  felt  forced  to  be  dutiful,  she  ceased  to  be  affec- 
tionate. 

Although  Dan  dressed  to  go  out  with  scrupulous  care,  he  took 
no  trouble  to  make  himself  nice  in  the  house.  Care  in  dress  was 
not  in  him  a  necessary  part  and  expression  of  a  refined  nature, 
but  an  attempt  to  win  consideration.  He  never  dressed  for  dinner 
when  they  were  alone  together.  It  was  a  trouble  rather  than  a 
refreshment  to  biin  to  get  rid  of  the  dust  of  the  day  and  the  asso- 
ciations of  his  walking  dress.  This  was  a  twofold  disappointment 
to  Beth.  She  had  expected  him  to  have  the  common  politeness 
to  dress  for  her  benefit,  and  she  was  not  pleased  to  find  that  the 
punctiliousness  he  displayed  in  the  matter  on  occasion  was 
merely  veneer.  It  was  a  defect  of  breeding  that  struck  her  un- 
pleasantly. Tliey  had  been  poor  enough  at  home,  but  Beth  had 
been  accustomed  all  her  life  to  have  delicate  china  about  her, 
and  pictures  and  books  ;  to  walk  on  soft  carpets  and  sit  in  easy- 
chairs;  possessions  of  a  sujwrior  class  which,  in  her  case,  were 
symbols  bespeaking  refinement  of  taste  and  habits  from  which 
her  soul  liad  derived  satisfaction  even  while  her  poor  little  frag- 
ile body  starved.  She  dressed  regularly  and  daintily  herself, 
and  Dan  at  the  bottom  of  the  table  in  his  morning  coat  was  an 
offence  to  her.  She  said  nothing,  however,  and  his  manners  still 
further  deteriorated.    One  night,  after  she  had  gone  to  her  room, 
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he  walked  in  with  his  hat  on,  smoking  a  cigar.  But  this  last  dis- 
courtesy roused  her  to  rebel. 

"  This  is  my  bedroom,"  she  said  insignificantly. 

*'  I  know,"  he  answered. 

*'  You  know — yet  you  keep  your  hat  on,  and  you  are  smoking," 
she  proceeded. 

"Why,"  he  rejoined,  **and  if  I  do,  what  then  ?  I  know  ladies 
who  let  their  husbands  smoke  in  bed." 

"  Probably,"  she  said ;  "  I  have  heard  of  more  singularly  coarse 
things  than  that  even.  But  I  am  accustomed  to  pure  air  in  my 
room,  and  I  must  have  it." 

"  And  suppose  I  should  choose  to  stay  here  and  smoke  ? "  he 
said. 

"  Of  course  I  could  not  prevent  you,"  she  answered ;  "  but  I 
should  go  and  sleep  in  another  room." 

*'  H'm  ! "  he  grunted.     "  You're  mighty  particular." 

But  he  went  away  all  the  same,  and  did  not  appear  tliere  again 
either  with  his  hat  on  or  smoking  a  cigar. 

Beth  suffered  miserably  from  the  want  of  proper  privacy  in 
her  life.  She  had  none  whatever  now.  It  had  been  her  habit  to 
read  and  reflect  when  she  went  to  bed,  to  prepare  for  a  tranquil 
night  by  setting  aside  the  troubles  of  the  day,  and  purifying  her 
mind  systematically  even  as  she  washed  her  body ;  but  all  that 
was  impossible  if  her  husband  were  at  home.  He  would  break  in 
upon  her  reading  with  idle  gossip,  fidget  about  the  room  when 
slie  wished  to  meditate,  and  leave  her  no  decent  time  of  privacy 
for  anything.  He  had  his  own  dressing-room,  where  he  was 
secure  from  interruption ;  but  never  had  the  delicacy  to  compre- 
hend that  his  presence  could  be  any  inconvenience  to  Beth.  And 
it  was  worse  than  an  inconvenience.  It  was  a  positive  hardship 
— never  to  be  sure  of  a  moment  alone. 

One  afternoon  when  she  had  locked  herself  in  her  bedroom  he 
came  and  turned  the  handle  of  the  door  noisily. 

"  Open  the  door,"  he  said. 

"  Do  you  want  anything  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Open  the  door,"  he  repeated. 

She  obeyed,  and  he  came  in  and  glanced  round  suspiciously. 

"  What  were  you  doing  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  *'  this  is  intolerable ! " 

"  What  is  intolerable  ? "  he  demanded. 

"  This  intrusion,"  she  replied.  "  I  want  to  be  alone  for  a  little. 
Can't  you  understand  that  ? " 
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"No,  I  can  not  understand  a  wife  locking  her  husband  out  of 
her  room,  and  what's  more,  you've  no  business  to  do  it  I've  a 
legal  right  to  come  here  whenever  I  choose," 

Then  Beth  began  to  realize  what  the  law  of  man  was  with  re- 
gard to  her  person. 

"I  never  intrude  upon  you  when  you  shut  yourself  up,"  she 
remonstrated. 

"Oh,  that  is  different,"  he  answered  arrogantly.  "I  may  have 
brainwork  to  do,  or  something  important  to  think  about.  There 
is  no  comparison." 

Beth  went  to  her  dressing  table,  sat  down  in  front  of  it.  folded 
her  hands,  and  waited  doggedly. 

He  looked  at  her  for  a  little,  then  he  said :  "  I  don't  understand 
your  treatment  of  me  at  all,  Beth.  But  there's  no  understanding 
women."  He  spoke  as  if  it  were  the  women's  fault,  and  to  their 
discredit  that  he  couldn't  understand  them. 

Beth  made  no  answer,  and  he  finally  took  himself  off,  slam- 
ming the  door  after  him. 

"Thank  goodness!"  Beth  exclaimed.  "One  would  think  he 
had  bought  me." 

Then  she  sat  wondering  what  she  should  do.  She  must  have 
some  comer  where  she  would  be  safe  from  intrusion.  He  had  his 
consulting  room,  a  room  called  his  laboratory,  a  surgery,  and  a 
dressing-room,  where  no  one  would  dream  of  following  him  if  he 
shut  the  door ;  she  had  literally  not  a  comer.  She  left  her  bed- 
room and  walked  through  the  other  rooms  on  the  same  floor,  as 
she  considered  the  matter ;  then  she  went  up  to  the  next  floor, 
where  the  servants  slept.  Above  that  again  there  was  an  attic 
used  as  a  box  room,  and  she  went  up  there  too.  It  was  a  barn  of 
a  place,  supported  by  pillars,  and  extending  apparently  over  the 
whole  of  the  story  below.  The  roof  sloped  to  the  floor  on  either 
side,  and  the  wliole  place  was  but  ill-lighted  by  two  small  win- 
dows looking  to  the  north.  Dr.  Maclure  had  taken  over  the  house 
as  it  stood,  furniture  and  all,  from  the  last  occupants,  by  whom 
this  great  attic  liad  evidently  been  used  as  a  lumber  room.  There 
were  various  pieces  of  fumiture  in  it— tables,  chaira,  and  drawers 
■ — some  broken,  some  in  fair  condition.  At  the  farther  end,  oppo- 
site to  the  door,  there  was  a  pile  of  packing  cases  and  travelling 
trunks.  Beth  had  always  thought  that  they  stood  up  against  the 
wall,  but  on  going  over  to  them  now  she  discovered  that  there 
was  a  space  behind.  The  pile  was  too  high  for  her  to  see  over  it, 
but  by  going  down  on  her  hands  and  knees  where  the  sloping 
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roof  was  too  low  for  her  to  stoop  she  found  she  could  creep  round 
it.  It  was  the  kind  of  thing  a  child  would  have  done — but  what 
was  Beth  but  a  child  ?  On  the  other  side  of  the  pile  it  was  almost 
dark.  She  could  see  something,  however,  when  she  stood  up, 
which  looked  like  a  mark  on  the  whitewash,  and  on  running  her 
hand  over  it  she  discovered  it  to  be  a  narrow  door  flush  with  the 
wall.  There  was  no  handle  or  latch  to  it,  but  there  was  a  key 
which  had  rusted  in  the  keyhole  and  was  not  to  be  turned.  The 
door  was  not  locked,  however,  and  Beth  pushed  it  open  and  found 
herself  in  a  charming  little  room  with  a  fireplace  at  one  end  of  it, 
and  opposite,  at  the  other  end,  a  large  bow  window.  Beth  was 
puzzled  to  understand  how  there  came  to  be  a  room  there  at  all. 
Then  she  recollected  a  sort  of  tower  there  was  at  the  side  of  the 
house,  which  formed  a  deep  embrasure  in  the  drawing-room,  a 
dressing-room  to  the  visitor's  room,  and  a  bath-room  on  the  floor 
above.  The  window  looked  out  on  the  garden  at  the  back  of  the 
house.  A  light  iron  balcony  ran  round  it,  the  rail  of  which  was 
so  thickly  covered  with  ivy  that  very  little  of  the  window  was 
visible  from  below.  Beth  had  noticed  it,  however,  only  she 
thought  it  was  a  dummy,  and  so  also  did  Dan.  The  little  room 
looked  bright  and  cosy  with  the  afternoon  sun  streaming  in.  It 
seemed  to  have  been  occupied  at  one  time  by  some  person  of  fas- 
tidious taste,  judging  by  what  furniture  remained — a  square 
Chippendale  table  with  slender  legs,  two  high-backed  chairs  cov- 
ered with  old-fashioned  tapestry,  and  a  huge  mahogany  bookcase 
of  the  same  period  with  glass  doors  above  and  cupboards  below. 
The  high  white  mantlepiece,  adorned  with  vases  and  festoons  of 
flowers,  was  of  Adam's  design,  and  so  also  was  the  dado  and  the 
cornice.  The  walls  were  painted  a  pale  warm  pink.  A  high 
brass  fender,  pierced,  surrounded  the  fireplace,  and  there  were  a 
poker,  tongs,  and  shovel  to  match,  and  a  small  brass  scuttle  still 
full  of  coals.  There  were  ashes  in  the  grate,  too,  as  if  the  room 
had  only  lately  been  occupied.  The  boards  were  bare,  but  white 
and  well-fitting,  and  in  one  corner  of  the  room  there  was  a  piece 
of  carpet  rolled  up. 

Beth  dropped  on  to  one  of  the  dusty  chairs  and  looked  round. 
Everything  about  her  was  curiously  familiar,  and  her  first  im- 
pression was  that  she  had  been  there  before.  On  the  other  hand, 
she  could  hardly  believe  in  the  reality  of  what  she  saw ;  she 
thought  she  must  be  dreaming,  for  here  was  exactly  what  she  had 
been  pining  for  most  in  the  whole  wide  world  of  late — a  secret 
spot,  sacred  to  herself,  where  she  would  be  safe  from  intrusion. 
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She  went  downstairs  for  some  oil  for  the  lock,  and  patiently 
worked  at  it  until  at  last  she  succeeded  in  turning  the  key.  Then, 
as  it  was  too  late  to  do  anything  more  that  day,  she  locked  the 
door  and  carried  the  key  off  in  her  pocket  triumphantly. 

Half  the  night  she  lay  awake  thinking  of  her  secret  chamber ; 
and  as  soon  as  Dan  had  gone  out  next  morning  and  she  had  done 
her  housekeeping  she  stole  upstairs  with  duster  and  brush,  and 
began  to  set  it  in  order.  All  her  treasures  were  contained  in  some 
old  trunks  of  Aunt  Victoria's,  which  were  in  the  attic,  but  had 
not  been  unpacked  because  she  had  no  place  to  put  the  things. 
Dan  had  seen  some  of  these  treasures  at  Eaioharbour,  and  con- 
sidered them  old  rubbish,  and,  not  thinking  it  likely  that  there 
would  be  anything  else  in  the  boxes,  he  had  taken  no  further  in- 
terest in  them.  He  would  like  to  have  left  them  behind  altogether, 
and  even  tried  to  laugh  Beth  out  of  what  he  called  her  sentimental 
attachment  to  odds  and'ends;  but  as  most  of  the  things  had  be- 
longed to  Aunt  Victoria,  she  took  his  ridicule  so  ill  that  he  wisely 
let  the  subject  drop.  He  had  been  somewhat  hasty  in  his  estima- 
tion of  the  value  of  the  contents  of  the  boxes,  however,  for  there 
were  some  handsome  curios,  a  few  miniatures  and  pictures  of 
great  artistic  merit,  some  rare  editions  of  books,  besides  laces, 
jewels,  brocades,  and  other  stuffs  in  them. 

When  Beth  had  swept  and  dusted,  she  put  down  the  carpet. 
Tlieii  slie  began  to  unpack.  Among  the  first  things  she  found 
were  the  old  French  hooks,  a  quarto  Bible  with  the  Apocrypha  in 
it,  Sbakesi>eare  in  several  volumes,  and  her  school  books  and  note- 
books ;  some  ornaments,  some  beautiful  old  curtains,  and  a  large 
deep  rug,  like  a  Turkey  carpet,  in  crimson  and  green  and  purple 
and  gold,  worked  by  Aunt  Victoria.  This  she  spread  before  the 
fireplace.  The  doorway  she  covered  with  a  curtain,  and  two  more 
she  liung  on  either  side  of  the  window,  so  that  they  could  not  be 
seen  from  below.  Her  books  of  reference,  desk,  notebooks,  and 
writing  materials  she  put  on  the  table,  arranged  the  ornaments  on 
the  mantelpiece,  and  hung  the  miniatures  and  pictures  on  the 
walls.  Then  she  sat  down  and  looked  about  her,  well  pleased  with 
the  whole  effect,  "  Now,"  she  exclaimed,  "  I  am  at  home,  thank 
God  !  I  shall  be  able  to  study,  to  read  and  write,  think  and  pray 
at  last,  undisturbed." 


378  THE  BETH  BOOK. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

As  Dan  sympathized  with  none  of  Beth's  tastes  or  interests, 
and  seemed  to  have  none  of  his  own  with  which  she  could  sym- 
pathize, their  stock  of  conversation  was  soon  exhausted,  and  there 
was  nothing  like  companionship  in  their  intercourse.  If  Beth 
had  had  no  resources  in  herself  she  would  have  had  but  a  sorry 
time  of  it  in  those  days,  especially  as  she  received  no  kindness  from 
any  one  in  Slane.  Some  of  the  other  medical  men's  wives  called 
when  she  first  arrived,  and  she  retiu^ned  their  calls  punctually, 
but  their  courtesy  went  no  further.  Mrs.  Carne,  the  wife  of  the 
leading  medical  practitioner,  asked  her  to  lunch,  and  Mrs.  Jef- 
freys, a  surgeon's  wife,  asked  her  to  afternoon  tea ;  but  as  these  in- 
vitations did  not  include  her  husband,  she  refused  them.  She  in- 
vited these  ladies  and  their  husbands  in  return,  however,  but  they 
both  pleaded  previous  engagements. 

After  the  Maclures  had  been  some  little  time  at  Slane,  Lady 
Benyon  bethought  her  of  an  old  friend  of  hers,  one  Lady  Beg, 
who  lived  in  the  neighboiu^hood,  and  asked  her  to  call  upon  Beth, 
which  she  did  forthwith,  for  she  was  one  of  those  delightful  old 
ladies  who  like  nothing  better  than  to  be  doing  a  kindness.  She 
came  on  the  following  Sunday  with  an  invitation  to  lunch  already 
written,  in  case  she  should  find  no  one  at  home. 

Dan  was  delighted.  *'We  shall  meet  nothing  but  county 
people  there,"  he  said,  "  and  that's  the  proper  set  for  us.  They 
always  do  the  right  thing,  you  see.  They're  the  only  people 
worth  knowing." 

"But  Beg  is  miles  away  from  here,"  Beth  said;  "how  shall 
we  go  ? " 

"We'll  go  in  the  dogcart,  of  course,"  Dan  answered. 

He  had  set  up  a  dogcart  on  their  arrival,  but  this  was  the  first 
time  he  had  proposed  to  take  Beth  out  in  it. 

As  they  drove  along  on  Sunday  morning  in  the  bright  sun- 
shine, Dan's  spirits  overflowed  in  a  characteristic  way  at  the 
prospect  of  meeting  "  somebody  decent,"  as  he  expressed  it,  and 
he  made  remarks  about  the  faces  and  figures  of  all  the  women 
they  passed  on  the  road,  criticising  them  as  if  they  were  cattle  to 
be  sold  at  so  much  a  point. 

"  That  little  girl  there,"  he  said  of  one,  whom  he  beamed  upon 
and  ogled  as  they  passed,  "  reminds  me  of  a  fair-haired  little  devil 
I  picked  up  one  night  in  Paris.    Gad,  she  was  a  bad  un  1  up  to 
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.   more  tricks  than  any  other  1  ever  knew.    She  used  to "  here 

followed  a  description  of  some  of  her  peculiar  practices. 

"Iwish  you  would  not  tell  me  tbeae  things,"  Beth  remon- 
strated. 

But  he  only  laughed.  "  You  know  you're  amused,"  he  said, 
"  It's  just  your  conventional  affectation  that  makes  you  pretend  to 
object.  That's  the  way  women  drive  their  husbands  elsewhere 
for  amusement ;  they  won't  take  a  proper  intelligent  interest  in 
life,  so  there's  nothing  to  talk  to  them  about  I  agree  with  the 
advanced  party.  They're  always  preaching  that  women  should 
know  the  world.  Women  who  do  know  the  world  have  no  non- 
sense about  them,  and  are  a  jolly  sight  better  company  than  your 
starched  Puritans  who  pretend  to  know  nothing.  It's  the  most 
interesting  side  of  life  after  all,  and  the  most  instructive  ;  and  I 
wonder  at  your  want  of  intelligence,  Beth.  You  shouldn't  be 
afraid  to  know  the  natural  history  of  humanity." 

"  Nor  am  I,"  Beth  answered  quietly,  "nor  the  natural — or  un- 
natural— depravity  eitlier,  which  is  what  you  really  mean,  I 
believe.  But  knowing  of  it  and  delighting  in  it  as  a  auhject  of 
conversation  are  two  very  different  things.  Jesting  about  that  side 
of  life  affects  me  like  mud  ou  a  clean  coat.  I  resent  being  splashed 
with  it,  and  try  to  get  rid  of  it,  but,  unfortunately,  it  sticks  and 
stains." 

"  Oh,  you're  quite  right,"  Dan  answered  unctuously.  "  It's 
just  shocking  the  stories  that  are  told."  And  for  the  rest  of  the 
way  he  discoursed  about  morals,  illustrating  his  meaning  as  he 
proceeded  with  anecdotes  of  the  choicest  description. 

When  they  arrived  at  Beg  House  they  found  the  company 
moi-e  mixed  tlian  Dan  bad  anticipated.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Came  were 
there,  3Ir.  and  Mrs.  Jeffreys,  and  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  Miss  Petterick. 
Mr.  Petterick  was  a  solicitor  of  bumptious  manners  and  doubtful 
reputation,  whom  the  whole  county  hated,  but  tolerated  because 
of  his  wealth  and  shrewdness,  either  of  which  they  liked  to  be  in  a 
position  to  draw  upon  if  necessary.  But  besides  these  towns- 
people there  were  Sir  George  and  Lady  Galbraith,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Kilroy,  of  Iiverthori>e,  and  Mrs.  Oi-ton  Beg,  a  widowed  daughter- 
in-law  of  Lady  Beg's. 

Dr.  Maclure  immediately  made  up  to  Sir  George  Galbraith, 
who  was  also  a  medical  man,  and  of  great  repute  in  his  own  line. 
He  was  a  county  magnate  besides,  and  a  man  of  wealth  and  im- 
portance by  reason  of  a  baronetcy  somewhat  unexpectedly  inher- 
ited, and  a  beautiful  country  seat    He  continued  to  practise,  how- 
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p,vt^r^  UfV  UfV(9  of  Win  profemum^  but  UNed  it  a«  a  means  of  doing 
y^tnH\  mtfi'TT  ifian  cm  a  »<;tircM;  of  inC/Ome,  In  appearance;  he  wa8  a 
taflf  r/iUM?r  awkward  nian^  with  a  fine  head  and  a  strong,  plain 
1m'i\  \\i^  n\H}kii  in  that  doIiJi^jrate  Hcotch  way  which  ha« a  ring  of 
nUw^Miy  \u  \if\nt\  inspfn;Mc^;nfldence;  and  the  contrast  between 
his  inantM5r  and  JMn's  struck  Beth  unpleasantly.  She  wished 
I)an  would  >>e  h;ss  eifusive  ;  it  was  almost  as  if  he  were  cringing 
/I rid  s)h)  thought  lie  sliould  have  waited  for  Sir  George  Gal- 
braitli,  w)io  wfts  the  older  man,  to  have  made  the  first  ad- 
v«n<uv 

H<*t.)i  iierself  wits  at  lier  case  as  soon  as  she  came  among  these 
pfiophi.  It  was  tlie  social  atmosphere  to  which  she  had  been  ac- 
custoiiMid.  Mrs.  Carne,  Mrs.  Jeffreys,  and  Mrs.  Petterick  were 
oti  their  bust  behfiviour,  but  Beth  had  only  to  be  natural.  The 
county  people  were  all  nic^e  to  her,  and  the  other  town  ladies,  who 
had  hiMierio  slighted  her,  looked  on  and  wondered  to  see  her  so 
well  received.  At  luncheon,  as  there  were  not  gentlemen  enough 
to  go  round,  she  sat  between  Bir  George  Galbraith  and  Mrs.  Orton 
Beg.  Mrs.  Kllroy  sat  opposite.  Sir  George  had  known  Mrs.  Kil- 
roy  all  her  life.  It  was  he,  in  fact,  who  nicknamed  her  and  her 
lirol.her  the  Heavenly  Twins  in  the  days  when,  as  children,  they 
tiNed  to  ))e  the  deligh^-of  their  grandfather,  the  old  Duke  of  Morn- 
Ingquest,  and  the  terror  of  their  parents,  Mr.  and  Lady  Adeline 
llatniKoti-Wells. 

As  soon  OS  thoy  were  seated  Mrs.  Kilroy  attacked  Sir  George 
on  some  Htd)J(H«t  which  they  had  prtwiously  discussed,  and  there 
enwueil  a  liUle  playful  war  of  wortls. 

"Oh,  you're  Just  a  phrase-maker,"  Mrs.  Kilroy  exclaimed  at 
lusi,  llnding  herself  worsted ;  **  and  phrases  prove  nothing." 

''  What  is  a  phrase-maker  ? "  ho  asked  with  a  twinkle. 

"  \Vhy»  a  phrase  maker  is  a  person  who  recklessly  launches  a 
saying,  \vinjivd  by  wit,  and  of  superior  biwity  and  distinctness, 
but  not  tieeesMiunly  true-  a  saying  which  flies  dii*ei*t  to  the  mind, 
atui,  beitig  of  u  euttit\g  natun\  oarvi^  an  indelible  impression 
theiv,'*  said  Mrs.  KiU'oy;  "  an  imprison  which  numbs  tlie  intel- 
leet  and  pivvents  us  riMWoning  for  ouinselves.  Opinion  is  formed 
for  the  tnoMt  \\k\v\  of  phraai^— not  of  knowleiige  and  observation. 
The  thit\gs  |HH>ple  say  snuirtly  are  quott^l  not  because  tliey  are 
true  but  Uvause  they  ivre  snuu't  A  lie  well  put  will  carry  con- 
viction to  the  uvtvt»agt>  mind  more  sun>ly  tlian  a  goixl  reason  if  ill 
exp»>SHstHl,  Uvaust^  nuvst  |HH>ple  have  an  a^thetic  sense  that  is  sat- 
i»lled  by  a  happy  phi^v  upon  words,  but  few  have  reason  enough 
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to  discriminate  when  the  brilliant  ingenuity  of  the  phrase-maker 
is  pitted  against  a  plain  statement  of  the  bald  truth." 

"  As,  for  instance !  "  asked  Sir  George. 


Mrs.  Kilroy  responded  glibly.  "  That  ia  quoted  everywhere,  and 
I  liave  never  heard  it  questioned,  yet  it  is  a  flagrant  case  of  con- 
founding smartness  with  accuracy,  for  it  is  not  the  least  true. 
Love  of  the  kind  that  Byron  meant  is  quite  as  much  a  thing 
apart  from  woman's  life  aa  from  man's  ;  more  men,  in  fact,  make 
the  pursuit  of  it  their  whole  existence  than  women  do." 

"  That  ia  true  of  love,"  said  Sir  George  thoughtfully.  "  Love 
is  certainly  not  a  modern  woman's  whole  existence,  and  she  never 
dies  of  it  She  feels  it  strongly,  but  it  does  not  swamp  her.  In  a 
bad  attack  she  may  go  to  bed  young  one  night  and  rise  next 
day  with  gray  hairs  in  her  head,  and  write  a  book  about  it ;  but 
then  she  ^covers.  And  I  think  you  are  right  about  phrases  too. 
'Syllables  govern  the  world,'  John  Selden  said;  but  'phrases' 
would  have  been  the  better  word.  Phrases  are  the  keynotes  to 
life ;  they  set  the  tune  to  which  men  insensibly  shape  their  course, 
and  so  rule  us  for  good  or  ill.  Tliis  is  a  time  of  talk,  and  formi- 
dable is  tlie  force  of  phrases.  Catchwords  are  creative ;  tliey  do 
not  prove  that  a  thing  is ;  they  cause  it  to  be." 

"  Then  an  unscrupuhnis  phrase-maker  may  he  a  danger  to  the 
community,"  Both  observed. 

"  Yes,"  said  Sir  Ge<>r(!:e  ;  "  but,  on  the  other  hand,  one  who  is 
scrupulous  would  be  a  philanthropist  of  extraordinary  power." 

"  Now  isn't  that  like  his  craft  and  subtlety,  Evadne  ! "  said 
Mrs.  Kilroy  trt  Lady  Galbraitb.  "  He  has  been  gi-adually  work- 
ing up  to  that  in  order  to  make  Mrs.  Machire  suppose  I  intended 
to  pay  him  a  compliment  when  I  called  him  a  phrase-maker." 

'■  You  are  takiuf;  a  mean  advantage  of  an  honest  attempt  on 
my  part  to  arrive  at  the  truth,"  said  Sir  George. 

"  I  believe  you  blundered  into  that  without  seeing  in  the  least 
where  you  were  going,"  Beth  observed  naively. 

Kverybody  smiled  except  Dan,  who  told  her  on  the  way  home 
she  had  made  a  great  mistake  to  say  su<')i  a  thing,  and  she  must 
be  caivful  in  future  or  she  would  give  offence  and  make  e 

"No  fear— with  people  like  that,"  said  Beth.     "They  all  i 
dcrstood  me." 
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"Which  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  your  husband  does  not,"  i 
said  Dan,  assuming  his  hurt  expression.  "  Very  well.  Go  your  / 
own  way.    But  you'll  be  sorry  for  it." 

"  What  a  delightful  person  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  is  I "  Beth  observed, 
to  make  a  diversion ;  *'  and  so  nice-looking,  too  I  " 

"  You  are.  easily  pleased  I  Why,  she's  forty  if  she's  a  day ! " 
Dan  ejaculated,  speaking  as  if  that  were  to  her  discredit,  and 
must  deprive  her  of  any  consideration  from  him. 

The  next  excitement  was  a  military  ball.  Dan  determined  to 
go,  and  Beth  was  ready  enough ;  she  had  never  been  to  a  ball. 

"  But  how  about  a  dress  ? "  she  said.  *'  There  has  been  such  a 
sudden  change  in  the  fashion  since  mine  were  made  I'm  afraid  I 
have  nothing  that  will  do." 

."  Then  get  a  new  one,"  Dan  said. 

"  What,  and  add  to  the  bills  ? "  Beth  objected.    ' 

"Oh,  bother  the  bills!"  he  answered  in  the  tone  he  called 
cheery.  '*  IVe  had  them  coming  in  all  my  life,  and  I'm  still  here. 
Get  a  thing  when  you  want  it,  and  pay  for  it  when  you  can — 
that's  my  motto.  Why,  my  tailor's  bill  alone  is  up  in  the  him- 
dreds." 

''  But  that  was  the  bill  mamma  gave  you  the  money  to  settle  I " 

Beth  exclaimed. 

"  I  know,"  he  answered  casually.  "  I  got  the  money  out  of 
her  for  that,  but  I  had  to  spend  it  on  your  amusement  in  town, 

my  dear." 

"  Oh !  ■'  Beth  ejaculated—"  how  could  you  ? " 

"  How  could  I  ? "  he  answered  coolly.  "  Well,  I  couldn't,  of 
course,  if  I  hadn't  been  clever,  but  I  can  always  get  anything  I 
like  out  of  old  ladies.  They  dote  on  me.  You've  only  got  to 
amuse  them,  you  know,  and  pour  in  a  little  sentiment  on  occa- 
sion. Let  them  understand  you've  been  rather  a  naughty  man, 
but  you  know  what's  right— that  always  fetches  them.  Your 
mother  would  have  sold  out  all  she  had  to  help  me  when  she 
found  I  meant  to  repent  and  settle.  But,  of  course,  I  wouldn't 
take  anything  that  was  not  absolutely  necessary,"  he  added  mag- 
nanimously. 

Beth  compressed  her  lips  and  frowned.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say 
you  obtained  money  from  a  poor  woman  like  my  mother  for  a 
special  purpose  which  she  approved,  and  spent  that  money  on 
something  else  ? "  she  asked. 

Dan  changed  countenance.  "I  got  the  money  from  your 
mother  to  pay  my  tailors  bill,  but  the  circumstance  of  your 
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spending  more  money  in  town  than  1  could  afford  compelled  me 
fo  use  it  for  another  purpose,"  he  answered  in  rather  a  blustering 
tone. 

"  I  spent  no  money  in  town."  Beth  said. 

"I  had  to  spend  it  on  you,  then,"  he  rejoined,  "and  a  nice 
lament  you  would  have  made  if  I  hadn't  I  But  it's  all  the  same. 
Husband  and  wife  are  one ;  and  I  maintain  that  the  money  was 
given  to  me  to  pay  a  just  debt,  and  I  paid  a  just  debt  with  it 
Now,  what  have  you  to  say  against  that  to  the  disparagement  of 
your  husband  ? " 

He  looked  Beth  straight  in  the  face  as  he  spoke,  aa  if  the 
nature  of  the  transaction  would  be  changed  by  staring  her  out 
of  countenance;  and  she  returned  bis  gaze  unflinchingly;  but 
not  another  word  would  she  say  on  the  subject  There  is  a  sad 
majority  of  wives  whose  attitude  toward  their  husbands  must  be 
one  of  contemptuous  toleration— toleration  of  their  past  depravity 
and  of  their  present  deceits  whatever  form  they  may  taka  Such 
a  wife  looks  upon  her  husband  as  a  hopeless  incurable,  because 
she  knows  that  he  has  not  the  sense,  even  if  he  had  the  strength 
of  character,  lo  mend  his  moral  defects.  Beth  fully  realized  her 
husband's  turpitude  with  regard  to  the  money,  and  also  realized 
the  futility  of  trying  to  make  him  see  his  own  conduct  in  the 
matter  in  any  light  not  flattering  to  himself ;  and  she  was  deeply 
pained.  She  had  taken  it  for  granted  that  Dan  would  pay  in- 
terest on  the  money,  but  had  not  troubled  herself  to  find  out  if  he 
were  doing  so,  as  she  now  thought  that  she  ought  to  have  done, 
for  clearly  she  should  have  paid  herself  if  he  did  not  True,  she 
never  had  any  money,  but  that  was  no  excuse,  for  there  were 
honest  ways  of  making  money,  and  make  it  she  would.  She  was 
on  her  way  upstairs  to  her  secret  chamber  to  think  the  matter  out 
undisturbed,  when  she  came  to  this  determination ;  and  as  soon 
as  she  had  shut  herself  in  she  sank  upon  her  knees  and  vowed  to 
God  solemnly  to  pay  back  every  farthing,  and  the  interest  in  full, 
if  she  had  to  work  her  fingers  to  the  bone.  Curiously  enough,  it 
was  with  her  fingers  she  first  thought  of  working,  not  with  her 
brain.  She  had  seen  an  advertisement  in  a  daily  paper  of  several 
depots  for  the  sale  of  "  lady's  work  "  in  London  and  other  places, 
and  she  determined  at  once  to  try  that  method  of  making  money. 
Work  of  all  kinds  came  easily  to  her,  and  happily  she  still  had 
her  two  sovereigns  which  would  be  enough  to  lay  in  a  stock  of 
materials  to  begin  with.  Her  pin  money  Dan  regularly  appro- 
priated as  soon  as  it  arrived,  with  the  facetious  remark  that  it 
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would  just  pay  for  her  keep ;  and  so  far  Beth  had  let  him  have  it 
without  a  munnur,  yielding  in  that  as  in  all  else,  however  much 
against  her  own  inclinations,  for  gentleness,  and  also  with  a 
vague  notion  of  making  up  to  him  in  some  sort  of  way  for  his 
own  shortcomings,  which  she  could  not  help  fancying  must  be  as 
great  a  trouble  to  him  as  they  were  to  her.  She  had  grown  to 
have  a  very  real  affection  for  Dan,  as  indeed  she  would  have  had 
for  any  one  who  was  passably  kind  to  her ;  but  her  estimate  of 
his  character,  as  she  gradually  became  acquainted  with  it,  was 
never  influenced  by  her  affection,  except  in  so  far  as  she  pitied 
him  for  traits  which  would  have  made  her  despise  another  man. 

Since  her  marriage  she  had  given  up  her  free  wild  wandering 
habits.  She  would  go  into  the  town  to  order  things  at  the  shops  in 
the  morning,  and  take  a  solitary  walk  out  into  the  country  in  the 
afternoon,  perhaps,  but  without  any  keen  enjoyment.  Her  natu- 
ral zest  for  the  woods  and  fields  was  suspended.  She  had  lost 
touch  with  Nature.  Instead  of  looking  about  her  observantly,  as 
had  been  her  wont,  she  walked  now,  as  a  rule,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
on  the  ground,  thinking  deeply.  She  was  losing  vitality,  too ; 
her  gait  was  less  buoyant,  and  she  was  becoming  subject  to 
aches  and  pains  she  had  never  felt  before.  Dan  said  they  were 
neuralgic,  and  showed  that  she  wanted  a  tonic,  but  troubled  him- 
self no  more  about  them.  He  always  seemed  to  think  she  should 
be  satisfied  when  he  found  a  name  for  her  complaint.  She  had 
also  become  much'  thinner,  which  made  her  figure  childishly 
young,  but  in  the  face  she  looked  old  for  her  age — five-and-twenty 
at  least — although  she  was  not  yet  eighteen. 

There  was  one  particularly  strong  and  happy  point  in  Beth's 
character ;  she  wasted  little  or  no  time  in  repining  for  the  thing 
that  was  done.  All  her  thought  was  how  to  remedy  the  evil  and 
make  amends;  so  now,  when  she  had  recovered  from  the  first 
shock  of  her  husband's  revelation,  she  put  the  thought  of  it  aside, 
pulled  herself  together  quickly,  and  found  relief  in  setting  to  work 
with  a  will.  The  exertion  alone  was  inspiriting,  and  rearoused 
the  faculty  which  had  been  dormant  in  her  lately.  She  went  at 
once  to  get  material  for  her  work,  and  stepped  out  more  briskly 
than  she  had  done  for  many  a  day.  She  perceived  that  the  morn- 
ing air  was  fresh  and  sweet,  and  she  inhaled  deep  draughts  of  it, 
and  rejoiced  in  the  sunshine.  Just  opposite  their  house,  across 
the  road,  on  the  other  side  of  a  wooden  paling,  the  parklike 
meadow  was  intensely  green ;  old  horse-chestnuts  dotted  about 
it  made  refreshing  intervals  of  shade  ;  in  the  hedgerows  the  tall 
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elms  stood  out  clear  agaiast  the  sky,  and  the  gnarled  oaks  cast 
fantastic  sliadows  on  the  grass,  ■while  beyond  it,  at  the  farther 
side  of  the  meadow  by  the  brook,  the  row  of  Canadian  poplars 
which  bordered  it  kept  up  a  continuous  wliispering,  as  was  their 
wont,  even  on  the  stillest  days.  When  Beth  fliBt  heard  them 
they  spoke  a  language  to  her  which  she  comprehended  but  could 
not  translate  ;  but  the  immediate  effect  of  her  life  with  Dan  had 
been  to  deaden  her  perception,  so  that  she  could  not  comprehend. 
Then  the  whispering  became  a  mere  rustle  of  leaves,  appealing  to 
nothing  but  her  sense  of  hearing,  and  her  delight  in  their  mur- 
mur lapsed  when  its  significance  was  lost  to  her  spirit. 

But  that  morning'  Nature  spoke  (o  her  again,  and  her  eyes  were 
opened.  She  saw  the  gray-green  poplars,  the  gnarled  oaks,  the 
dark  crests  of  the  elms  upraised  against  the  radiant  blue  of  the 
sky,  and  felt  a  thrill-Uke  triumph  as  she  watched  the  great  masses 
of  cloud,  dazzlingly  whit«,  floating  in  infinite  space  majestically. 
The  life  about  her,  too— the  twittering  of  birds  in  the  hedgerows ; 
an  Aldemey  cow  with  its  calf  in  the  fields;  a  young  colt  career- 
ing wildly,  startled  by  a  passing  train ;  a  big  dog  that  saluted  her 
with  friendly  nose  as  he  trotted  by— all  these  said  something  to 
her  which  made  her  feel  that,  let  what  might  happen,  it  was  good 
to  be  alive. 

On  her  way  into  town  she  thought  out  a  piece  of  work,  some- 
thing move  original  and  effective  than  the  tilings  usually  sold  iu 
fancy-work  shops,  which  did  not  often  please  her.  When  she  had 
bought  all  that  she  required  there  was  very  little  of  her  two  pounds 
left;  but  she  returned  in  high  spirits,  carrying  the  rather  hirge 
parcel  herself,  lest,  if  it  were  sent,  it  should  arrive  when  Dan  was 
at  home  and  excite  his  curiosity.  He  always  appeared  if  he  heard 
the  door  hell  ring,  and  insisted  on  knowing  who  or  what  had 
come,  an  inquisitive  trick  that  irritated  Beth  into  baffling  him 
whenever  she  could. 

She  carried  her  precious  packet  up  to  her  secret  chamber  and 
set  to  work  at  once.  Dan,  when  he  came  in  to  lunch,  was  sur- 
prised to  And  her  unusually  cheerful.  After  the  temper  she  had 
displayed  at  breakfa.st,  he  had  expected  to  have  anytliing  but  a 
[ilcasjint  time  of  it  for  a  little.  Seeing  her  in  good  spirits  put  him 
also  into  a  genial  mood,  and  he  began  at  once  to  talk  about  him- 
self, his  favourite  topic. 

"  "Well.  I've  had  a  rattling  hard  day,"  he  observed.  "  You'd  be 
sTirpriscd  at  the  amount  I've  done  in  the  time.  I  don't  believe 
any  other  man  here  could  have  done  it.    I  was  at  that  confounded 
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hospital  a  couple  of  hours,  and  after  that  I  had  a  round.  People 
are  beginning  to  send  for  me  now  as  the  last  from  school.  They 
think  I'm  up  to  the  latest  dodges.  The  old  men  won't  like  it.  I 
had  to  go  out  to  the  Pettericks  to  see  that  girl  Bertha  again.  Their 
family  doctor  could  make  nothing  of  her  case ;  but  it's  simple 
enough.  The  girl's  hysterical,  that's  what  she  is;  and  I  know 
what  I'd  like  to  prescribe  for  her,  and  that's  a  husband,  he  I  he ! 
Soon  cure  her  hysterics  I    As  to  the  old  girl — her  mother — she's 

got "    Then  followed  a  minute  description  of  her  ailments, 

told  in  the  baldest  language.  Of  two  words  Dan  always  chose 
the  coarsest  in  talking  to  Beth  now  that  they  were  married,  which 
had  made  her  writhe  at  first ;  but  when  she  had  remonstrated  he 
assumed  an  injured  air,  after  which  she  silently  endured  the  afflic- 
tion for  fear  of  wounding  him.  And  it  was  the  same  with  regard 
to  his  patients.  The  first  time  he  described  the  ailment  of  a  lady 
patient  and  made  gross  comments  about  her  Beth  had  exclaimed : 
"  O  Dan  I  what  would  she  think  of  you  if  she  knew  you  had  told 
me !    Surely  it  is  a  breach  of  confidence ! " 

"  Well ! "  he  exclaimed,  trying  to  wither  her  with  a  look,  "  you 
have  a  nice  opinion  of  your  husband  !  Is  it  possible  that  I  can 
not  speak  to  my  own  wife  without  bringing  such  an  accusation 
upon  myself  ?  Well !  well !  And  I'm  slaving  for  you  morning, 
noon,  and  night,  to  keep  you  in  some  sort  of  decency  and  comfort ; 
and  when  I  come  home  and  do  my  best  to  be  cheery  and  amuse 
you,  instead  of  being  morose  after  the  strain  of  the  day,  as  most 
men  are,  all  the  thanks  I  get  is  a  speech  like  that. — O  Holy  Matri- 
mony I " 

'  "I  did  not  mean  to  annoy  you,  Dan.    I'm  sorry,"  Beth  pro- 
tested. 

"  So  you  should  be,"  he  said,  "  so  you  should  be  I  It's  mighty 
hard  for  me  to  feel  that  my  own  wife  hasn't  confidence  enough  in 
me  to  be  sure  that  I  should  never  say  a  word  either  to  her  or  any- 
body else  about  any  of  my  patients  to  which  they'd  object." 

"People  feel  differently  on  the  subject,  perhaps,"  Beth  ven- 
tured. ''  I  only  know  that  if  I  had  a  doctor  who  talked  to  his 
wife  about  my  complaints  I  should  " — despise  him,  was  what  she 
was  going  to  say,  but  she  changed  the  phrase — "  I  should  not  like 
it.  But  you  should  know  what  your  own  patients  feel  about  it 
better  than  I  do." 

Even  as  she  spoke,  however,  her  mother's  remark  of  long  ago 

about  a  "  talking  doctor  "  recurred  to  her,  and  she  felt  lowered  in 

Iier  own  estimation  by  the  kind  of  concession  she  was  making  to 
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liiin.  The  tragedy  of  such  a  marriage  consists  in  the  effect  of  the 
man's  mind  upon  the  woman's,  shut  up  with  him  in  the  closest 
-  intimacy  day  and  night,  and  all  the  time  imbibing  his  xwisoned 
thoughts.  Beth's  womanly  grace  pleaded  with  her  continually 
not  to  hurt  her  husband  since  he  meant  no  offence — not  to  damp 
liis  spirits  even  when  they  took  a  form  so  distasteful  to  her.  To 
check  him  was  to  offend  him  and  pi-ovoke  a  scene  for  nothing, 
since  his  taste  was  not  to  be  improved,  and  she  would  have  to 
liave  checked  him  perpetually  and  made  a  mere  nag  of  herself; 
for  to  talk  in  this  way  to  lier,  to  teil  her  objectionable  stories  and 
harp  on  depravity  of  all  kinds,  was  his  one  idea  of  pleasurable 
conversation.  It  was  seldom,  therefore,  that  she  remonstrated, 
especially  in  those  early  days  when  she  had  not  as  yet  perceived 
that  by  tacitly  acquiescing  she  was  lending  herself  to  inevitable 
corruption. 

Just  at  that  time,  too,  she  did  not  trouble  herself  much  about 
anything.  She  was  entirely  absorbed  in  her  new  object  in  life — 
to  get  the  work  done,  to  make  the  money,  to  pay  her  mother  with 
interest ;  there  was  continual  exaltation  of  spirit  in  the  endeavour. 
Every  moment  that  she  could  safely  secure  she  spent  in  her  secret 
chamber  hard  at  work.  Her  outlook  was  on  the  sky  above,  forever 
changing;  on  the  gay  garden  below,  whence  light  airs  wafted  the 
fragrance  of  flowers,  from  time  to  time,  to  her  delight;  and  on  a 
gentle  green  ascent  covered  and  crowned  with  trees  which  shut 
out  the  world  beyoud.  Here  there  was  a  colony  of  rooks,  where 
the  birds  wore  busy  all  day  long  sometimes,  and  from  which  they 
were  sometimes  absent  from  early  morning  till  sundown,  when 
tliey  came  back  cawing  by  ones  and  twos  and  threes— a  long, 
straggling  procession  of  them,  their  dark,  iridescent  forms  with 
broad,  bright  wings  outspread,  distinct  and  decorative,  against 
the  liappy  blue.  Beth  loved  the  birds,  and  even  as  she  worked 
she  watclicd  them,  their  housekeepings  and  comings  and  goings, 
and  heard  their  talk ;  and  often  as  she  worked  she  looked  out  at 
the  fair  prospect  and  up  at  the  sky  hopefully,  and  vowed  again  to 
accomplisli  one  act  of  justice,  at  all  events.  She  stopped  her 
regular  stiidies  at  tins  time,  because  she  perceived  them  to  be  for 
hor  own  mere  personal  benelit,  while  the  task  which  she  had  set 
hcreelf  was  for  a  belter  puqiose.  But  although  she  did  not  study 
as  had  been  her  wont,  while  she  sewed  she  occupied  her  mind  in 
a  way  tliat  was  much  more  beneflcial  to  it  than  the  purposeless 
acquisition  of  facts,  the  solving  of  mathematical  problems,  or 
conning  of  parts  of  speech.     Beside  her  was  always  an  open  book 
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— it  might  be  a  passage  of  Scripture,  a  scene  from  Shakespeare,  a 
poem  or  paragraph  rich  in  the  wisdom  and  beauty  of  some  great 
mind.  And  as  she  sewed  she  dwelt  upon  it,  repeating  it  to  her- 
self until  she  was  word  perfect  in  it,  then  making  it  even  more 
her  own  by  earnest  contemplation.  These  passages  became  the 
texts  of  many  observations,  and  in  them  was  also  the  light  which 
showed  her  life  as  it  is  and  as  it  should  be  lived.  In  meditat- 
ing upon  them  she  taught  herself  to  meditate ;  and  in  following 
up  the  clews  they  gave  her  in  the  endeavour  to  discriminate  and 
to  judge  fairly,  by  slow  degrees  she  acquired  the  precious  habit  of 
clear  thought.  This  lifted  her  at  once  above  herself  as  she  had 
been,  and  what  she  had  lost  of  insight  and  spiritual  perception 
since  her  marriage  she  began  to  recover  in  another  and  more  per- 
fect form.  Wholesome  consideration  of  the  realities  of  life  now 
took  the  place  of  fanciful  dreams.  Her  mind,  wonderfully  fer- 
tilized, teemed  again — not  with  vain  imaginings,  however,  as 
heretofore,  but  with  something  more  substantial.  Purposeful 
thought  was  where  the  mere  froth  of  sensuous  seeing  had  been, 
and  it  was  thought  that  now  clamoured  for  expression  instead  of 
the  verses  and  stories — flbreworks  of  the  brain,  pleasant,  transient, 
futile  distractions  with  nothing  more  nourishing  in  them  than 
the  interest  and  entertainment  of  the  moment — which  had  occu- 
pied her  chiefly  from  of  old.  It  was  natural  to  Beth  to  be  open,  to 
discuss  all  that  concerned  herself  with  her  friends ;  but  having 
no  one  to  talk  to  now,  she  began  on  a  sudden  to  record  her 
thoughts  and  impressions  in  writing,  and,  having  once  begun,  she 
entered  upon  a  new  phase  of  existence  altogether.  She  had  dis- 
covered a  recreation  which  was  more  absorbing  than  anything 
she  had  ever  tried  before,  for  her  early  scribbling  had  been  of  an- 
other kind,  not  nearly  so  entrancing ;  then  it  had  been  the  idle 
gossip  of  life  and  the  mere  pictorial  art  of  word  painting,  an  in- 
genious exercise,  that  had  occupied  her;  now  it  was  the  more 
soul-stirring  themes  in  the  region  of  philosophy  and  ethics  which 
she  pursued,  and  scenes  and  phases  of  life  interested  her  only  as 
the  raw  material  from  which  a  goodly  moral  might  be  extracted. 
Art  for  art's  sake  she  despised,  but  in  art  for  man's  sake  she  al- 
ready discovered  noble  possibilities.  But  her  very  delight  in  her 
new  pursuit  made  her  think  it  right  to  limit  her  indulgence  in  it. 
Duty  she  conceived  to  be  a  painful  effort  necessarily,  but  writing 
was  a  pleasure ;  she  therefore  attended  first  conscientiously  to  her 
eTTjbroidery  and  any  other  task  she  thought  it  right  to  perform, 
although  her  eaget  impatience  to  get  back  to  her  desk  made  each 
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in  turn  a  toil  to  her.  Like  many  another  earnest  person,  she  mis- 
took the  things  of  no  importance  for  things  that  matter,  because 
the  doing  of  them  cost  her  much,  and  it  was  the  intellectual  exer- 
cise, the  delicate  fancy  work  of  her  hrain— a  matter  of  enormous 
consequence— that  she  neglected.  Not  knowing  that  "if  a  man 
love  the  labour  of  any  trade,  apart  from  any  qxieation  of  suc- 
cess or  fame,  the  gods  have  called  him,"  she  made  the  fitting  of 
herself  for  the  work  of  her  life  her  last  exercise  at  the  tired  end 
of  the  day.  She  rose  early  and  went  to  bed  late  in  order  to  gain 
a  little  more  time  to  write,  but  never  suspected  that  her  delight  in 
the  effort  to  find  expression  for  what  was  in  her  mind  of  itself 
proclaimed  her  one  of  the  elect. 

When  she  had  finished  hor  embroidery  she  despatched  it 
secretly  to  the  depot  in  London ;  but  then  she  found  that  she 
would  have  to  pay  a  small  subscription  before  she  could  have  it 
sold  there,  and  she  had  no  money.  She  wrote  boldly  to  the  secre- 
tary and  told  her  so,  and  asked  if  the  subscription  could  not  he 
paid  out  of  the  price  she  got  for  her  work.  The  secretary  replied 
that  it  was  contrary  to  the  rules,  but  the  committee  thought  that 
such  an  artistically  beautiful  design  as  hers  was  sure  to  be  snapped 
up  directly,  and  they  had  therefore  decided  to  make  an  exception 
in  her  case. 

While  these  letters  were  going  backward  and  forward  Beth 
suffered  agonies  of  anxiety  lest  Dan  should  pounce  upon  them 
and  discover  her  secret ;  hut  he  happened  to  be  out  always  at  post 
time  just  then,  so  she  managed  to  secure  them  safely. 

As  she  had  no  money  she  could  not  buy  any  more  materials 
for  embroidery,  so  she  was  obliged  to  take  a  holiday,  the  greater 
part  of  which  she  spent  in  writing.  She  was  deeply  engrossed  by 
thoughts  on  progress  which  had  been  suggested  by  a  passage  in 
one  of  Emerson's  essays :  "  All  conservatives  are  such  frtym 
natural  defects.  They  have  been  effeminated  by  position  or 
nature,  born  halt  and  blind,  through  luxury  of  their  parents, 
and  can  only,  like  invalids,  act  on  the  defensive."  Even  in  her 
own  little  life  Beth  had  seen  so  much  of  the  ill  eflfects  of  con- 
servatism in  the  class  to  which  she  belonged,  and  had  suffered  so 
much  from  it  herself  already,  that  the  subject  appealed  to  her 
strongly,  and  she  pursued  it  with  enthusiasm — more  from  the 
social  than  the  political  point  of  view,  however.  But  unfortu- 
nately, in  all  too  short  a  time,  her  holiday  came  to  an  end.  Her 
beautiful  embroidery  had  sold  for  six  guineas,  and  she  found  her- 
self with  the  money  for  more  materials  ajid  three  T}ou.n.<ifi\B.\iKi5A. 
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besides,  clear  profit,  toward  the  debt.  She  had  also  received  an 
order  from  the  depot  for  another  mantel  cover  at  the  same  price, 
which  caused  her  considerable  elation  and  set  her  to  work  again 
with  a  will,  and  it  ^y^^  only  when  she  could  no  longer  ply  her 
needle  that  she  allowed  herself  to  take  up  her  pen. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIX. 

Beth  had  no  more  zest  for  the  ball  after  that  conversation 
with  Daniel  about  the  money  her  mother  had  given  him.  She 
felt  obliged  to  go  to  it  because  he  insisted  that  it  was  necessary 
for  the  wives  of  professional  men  to  show  themselves  on  public 
occasions,  but  she  would  not  get  a  new  dress.  She  had  never 
worn  her  white  silk  trimmed  with  myrtle,  and  when  she  came  to 
look  at  it  again,  she  decided  that  it  was  not  so  much  out  of  the 
fashion  after  all,  and  at  any  rate  it  must  do. 

When  she  came  down  to  dinner  dressed  in  it  on  the  night 
of  the  ball,  she  looked  very  winsome,  and  smiled  up  at  Dan  in 
shy  expectation  of  a  word  of  approval ;  but  none  came.  In  the 
early  days  of  their  acquaintance  he  had  remarked  that  she  was 
much  more  easily  depressed  than  elated  about  herself,  and  would 
be  the  better  of  a  little  more  confidence — not  to  say  conceit ;  but 
since  their  marriage  he  had  never  given  her  the  slightest  sym- 
pathy or  encouragement  to  cure  h^r  of  her  diffidence.  If  any- 
thing were  amiss  in  her  dress  or  appearance,  he  told  her  of  it  in 
the  offensive  manner  of  an  ill-conditioned  underbred  man,  gen- 
erally speaking  when  they  were  out  of  doors  or  in  some  house 
where  she  could  do  nothing  to  put  herself  right,  as  if  it  were  some 
satisfaction  to  him  to  make  her  feel  ill  at  ease ;  and  if  she  were 
complimented  by  any  one  else  about  anything,  he  had  usually 
something  derogatory  to  say  on  the  subject  afterward.  Now, 
when  he  had  inspected  her,  he  sat  down  to  table  without  a 
word. 

"  Is  there  anything  wrong  ? "  Beth  asked  anxiously. 

"  No,"  he  answered.  "  That  tulle  on  your  sleeves  might  have 
been  fresher,  that's  all." 

"  This  will  be  my  first  ball,"  Beth  ventured,  breaking  a  long 
silence. 

''Well,  don't  go  and  tell  everybody,"  he  rejoined.  "They'll 
think  you  want  to  make  yourself  mtereslvxi^^  and  it's  nothing  to 
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boast  about.  Just  lay  yourself  out  to  be  agreeable  to  people  who 
will  further  your  husband's  infetests,  for  once." 

"But  am  I  not  always  agreeable?"  Beth  exclaimed,  much 
mortified. 

"  It  doesn't  appear  so,"  he  answered  dryly.  "  At  any  rate,  you 
don't  seem  to  go  down  here." 

"How  do  you  mean  ?  "  Beth  asked. 

"Why,  tlie  ladies  in  the  place  all  seem  to  shun  you,  for  some 
reason  or  otlier ;  not  one  of  them  ever  comes  near  you  in  a  friend- 
ly way," 

'•  They  were  all  very  nice  to  me  the  other  day  at  Beg,"  Beth 
protested,  her  heart  sinking  at  this  recurrence  of  the  old  reproach, 
for  to  be  shunned  or  in  any  way  set  apart  seemed  even  more 
dreadful  to  her  now  than  it  had  done  when  she  was  a  child. 

"See  that  they  keep  it  up,  then, ""he  answered  grimly, 

"  If  it  depends  upon  me,  they  will,"  said  Beth,  setting  her  sen- 
sitive mouth  in  a  hard,  determined  line  that  added  ten  years  to 
her  age  and  did  not  improve  her  beauty.  And  it  was  with  a  sad 
heart  and  sorely  dissatisfied  with  herself  that  she  drove  to  her 
first  ball. 

When  they  entered  the  ballroom,  however,  and  Dan  beamed 
about  him  on  every  one  in  his  "thoroughly-good-fellow"  way, 
her  spirits  rose.  The  decorations,  the  liandsome  uniforms,  tlie 
brilliant  dresses  and  jewels,  tlie  flowers  and  foliage  plants,  and, 
above  all,  the  bright  dance  music  and  festive  faces,  delighted  her, 
and  she  gazed  about  her  with  lips  just  parted  in  a  little  smile, 
wondering  to  And  it  all  so  gay, 

A  young  military  man  was  brought  up  to  her  and  introduced 
by  one  of  the  stewards  before  she  had  been  five  minutes  in  the 
room.  He  asked  for  the  pleasure  of  a  dance ;  but,  alas,  thanks  to 
the  scheme  of  education  at  the  Royal  Service  School  for  Officers' 
Duuglit«rs  having  been  designed  by  the  authorities  to  fit  the  girls 
for  the  next  world  only,  Beth  could  not  dance.  She  bad  had  some 
lessons  at  Miss  Blackbourne's,  but  not  enough  to  give  her  con- 
fidence, so  she  was  obliged  to  decline.  Another  and  another 
would-be  partner,  and  some  quite  important  people,  as  Dan  said, 
olTei-ed,  but  in  vain  ;  and  he  looked  furious. 

"  Well,"  he  exclaimed,  "  this  is  nice  for  me  I " 

"  I  am  sorry,"  Beth  answered  nervously.  She  was  beginning 
to  liave  a  painful  conviction  that  a  man  had  to  depeiid  almost  en- 
tirely on  his  wife  for  his  success  in  life,  and  the  responsibility 
made  her  quail. 
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*'  I  shall  have  to  go  out  and  do  my  duty  at  any  rate,"  he  pro- 
ceeded.    '*  I  must  leave  you  alone." 

"  Yes,  do,"  said  Beth.  "  Mrs.  Kilroy  and  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  have 
just  come  in ;  I  will  go  and  join  them."  She  naturally  expected 
Dan  to  escort  her,  and  he  probably  would  have  done  so  had  he 
waited  to  hear  what  she  was  saying ;  but  his  marital  manners 
were  such  that  he  had  taken  himself  off  while  she  was  speaking, 
and  left  her  to  fend  for  herself.  She  was  too  glad,  however,  to 
see  her  charming  new  acquaintances  who  had  been  so  kindly  to 
care  much,  and  she  crossed  the  room  to  them,  smiling  confidently. 
As  she  approached,  she  saw  that  they  recognised  her,  and  said 
something  to  each  other.  When  she  came  close,  they  both  bowed 
coldly,  and  turned  their  heads  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Beth  stopped  short,  and  her  heart  stood  still.  The  slight  was 
unmistakable ;  but  what  had  she  done  ?  She  looked  about  her  as 
if  for  an  explanation,  and  saw  Lady  Beg  close  beside  her,  talking 
to  Mrs.  Carne. 

*'  Ah,  how  do  you  do  ?  Nice  ball,  isn't  it  ? "  Lady  Beg  ob- 
served, but  without  shaking  hands. 

*'  How  do  you  do  ? "  said  Mrs.  Carne,  and  then  they  resumed  their 
conversation,  taking  no  further  notice  of  Beth,  who  would  prob- 
ably have  turned  and  fled  from  the  dreadful  place  incontinently 
if  Mrs.  Petterick  had  not  come  up  at  that  moment  and  spoken  to 
her  as  one  human  being  to  another,  seizing  upon  Beth  as  Beth 
might  have  seized  upon  her  in  despair ;  for  Mrs.  Petterick  had 
also  been  having  her  share  of  snubs.  O  those  Christians !  how 
they  do  love  one  another !  How  tender  they  are  to  one  another's 
feeling !  How  careful  to  make  the  best  of  one  another  I  How 
gentle,  good,  and  kind,  and  true  !  How  singular  it  is  that  when 
the  wicked  unbeliever  comes  to  live  among  them,  and  sees  them 
as  they  are,  he  does  not  try  straightway  to  live  likewise  in  order 
to  enjoy  the  comfort  of  their  esteem  here,  and  their  blessed  hope 
of  reaping  the  rich  reward  of  their  merits  hereafter ! 

"  YouVe  not  dancing,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Petterick  said.  "  Come 
along  and  sit  with  me  on  that  couch  against  the  wall  yonder. 
We  shall  see  all  that's  going  on  from  there." 

Beth  was  only  too  thankful  to  go.  A  waltz  was  being  played, 
and  Dan  passed  them,  dancing  with  Bertha  Petterick.  They 
glided  over  the  floor  together  with  the  gentle  voluptuous  swing, 
dreamy  eyes,  and  smiling  lips  of  two  perfect  dancers  conscious  of 
nothing  but  the  sensuous  delight  of  interwoven  paces  and  clasp- 
ing arms. 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  393 

"  My,  but  they  do  step  well  together,  him  and  Bertha  ! "  Mrs. 
Petteriek  exclaimed.  "  He's  a  handsome  man,  your  husband,  and 
a  gay  one — flirting  about  with  all  the  ladies  1  I  wonder  you're 
not  jealous ! " 

"  Jealous ! "  Beth  answered,  smiling.  "  Not  I,  indeed  I  Jealousy 
is  a  want  of  faith  in  one's  self." 

"  Well,  my  dear,  if  you  always  looked  as  well  as  you  do  just 
now  you  need  not  want  confidence  in  yourself,"  Mrs.  Petteriek 
observed.  "  But  what  would  you  do  if  your  husband  gave  you 
cause  for  jealousy  ? " 

"  Despise  him,"  Beth  answered  promptly. 

Mrs.  Petteriek  looked  as  if  she  could  make  nothing  of  this 
answer.  Then  she  became  uneasy.  The  music  had  stopped,  but 
Bertha  had  not  returned  to  her.  "  I  must  go  and  look  after  my 
daughter,"  she  said,  rising  from  her  comfortable  seat  with  a  sigh. 
*'  Gels  are  a  nuisance.  You've  got  to  keep  your  eye  on  them  all 
the  time  or  you  never  know  what  they're  up  to." 

Beth  staid  where  she  was,  and  soon  began  to  feel  uncomfort- 
able. People  stared  coldly  at  her  as  they  passed,  and  she  could 
not  help  fancying  herself  the  subject  of  unpleasant  remark  be- 
cause she  was  alone.  She  prayed  hard  that  some  one  would  come 
and  speak  to  her.  Dan  had  disappeared.  After  a  time  she  recog- 
nised Sir  George  Galbraith  among  the  groups  of  people  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  room.  He  was  receiving  that  attention  from 
every  one  which  is  so  generously  conferred  on  a  man  or  woman 
of  consequence,  whose  acquaintance  adds  to  people's  own  impor- 
tance, and  to  whom  it  is  therefore  well  to  be  seen  speaking ;  but 
although  his  manner  was  courteously  attentive  he  looked  round 
him  as  if  anxious  to  make  his  escape,  and  finally,  to  Beth's  intense 
relief,  he  recognised  her,  and,  leaving  the  group  about  him  un- 
ceremoniously, came  across  the  room  to  speak  to  her. 

''  Would  it  be  fair  to  ask  you  to  sit  out  a  dance  with  me  ? "  he 
said.     ''  I  do  not  dance." 

"  I  would  rather  sit  out  a  dance  with  you  than  dance  it  with 
any  one  else  I  know  here,"  she  answered  naively ;  "  but,  as  it  hap- 
pens, I  do  not  dance  either." 

"  Indeed !  How  is  that  ?  I  should  have  thought  you  would 
like  dancing." 

"  So  I  should,  I  am  sure,  if  I  could,"  she  replied.     "  But  I  can't 

dance  at  all.    They  would  not  let  me  learn  dancing  at  one  school 

where  I  was,  and  I  was  not  long  enough  at  the  other  to  learn 

properly." 
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"  Now  that  is  a  pity,"  he  said,  considering  Beth,  his  professional 
eye  having  been  struck  by  her  thinness  and  languor.  '*  But  have 
some  lessons.  Dancing  in  moderation  is  capital  exercise,  and  it 
exhilarates ;  and  anything  that  exhilarates  increases  one's  vitality. 
"Why  don't  you  make  your  husband  teach  you  ?  He  seems  to 
know  all  about  it." 

"  Yes,"  Beth  answered,  smiling ;  **  but  I  shouldn't  think  teach- 
ing me  is  at  all  in  his  line.    Why  don't  you  dance  yourself  ? " 

"Oh,  I  am  far  toO  clumsy,"  he  said  good-naturedly.  "My 
wife  says  if  I  could  even  learn  to  move  about  a  room  without 
getting  in  the  way  and  upsetting  things  it  would  be  something." 

"  Is  she  here  to-night  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  No,  she  was  not  feeling  up  to  it,"  he  answered.  "  She  tired 
herself  in  the  garden  this  afternoon  helping  me  to  bud  roses." 

"  Oh,  can  you  bud  roses  ? "  Beth  exclaimed.  "  I  should  so  like 
to  know  how  it  is  done." 

"  I'll  show  you  with  pleasure." 

"  WiU  you  really  ? "  said  Beth.     "  How  kind  of  you ! " 

"  Not  at  all.  Let  me  see,  when  will  you  be  at  home  ?  We 
mustn't  lose  any  time  or  it  will  be  too  late  in  the  year." 

"  I'm  pretty  nearly  always  at  home,"  Beth  said. 

"Then  if  I  come  to-morrow  morning  would  that  be  con- 
venient ? " 

"  Quite ;  and  I  hope  you  will  stay  to  lunch,"  Beth  answered. 

Dan  returned  to  the  ballroom  just  then,  and,  on  seeing  who 
was  with  her,  he  immediately  joined  them ;  but  Sir  George  only 
staid  long  enough  to  exchange  greetings  politely. 

"  You  seem  to  get  on  very  well  with  Galbraith,"  Dan  observed. 

"  Don't  you  like  him  ? "  Beth  asked  in  surprise,  detecting  a  note 
of  enmity  in  his  voice. 

"  I  haven't  had  much  chance,"  he  said  bitterly.  "  He  doesn't 
play  the  agreeable  to  me  as  he  does  to  you." 

Beth  missed  the  drift  of  this  remark  in  considering  the  expres- 
sion "  play  the  agreeable,"  which  was  unpleasantly  suggestive  to 
her  of  underbred  gentility. 

"  You  will  be  able  to  give  him  an  opportunity  to-morrow,  then, 
she  said,  "  if  you  are  in  at  lunch  time,  for  he  is  coming  to  show 
me  how  to  bud  roses,  and  I  have  asked  him  to  stay." 

"  Have  you,  indeed  I "  Dan  exclaimed,  obviously  displeased, 
but  why  or  wherefore  Beth  could  not  conceive.  "  I  hope  to  good- 
ness there's  something  to  eat  in  the  house,"  he  added,  upon  refleC' 
tion,  fussily. 
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"  There  is  as  much  as  there  always  is,"  Beth  placidly  rejoined. 

"  Well,  that's  not  enough,  then.  Just  think  what  a  man  like 
that  has  on  his  own  table  I  " 

*'  A  man  like  that  won't  expect  our  table  to  be  like  his." 

*'  You'd  better  make  it  appear  so  for  once  then,  or  you'll  be 
having  your  hospitality  criticised  as  I  heard  the  barrack  fellows 
criticise  Mrs.  Jeffery's  the  other  day.  A  couple  of  them  called 
about  lunch  time,  and  she  asked  them  to  stay,  and  they  said  there 
was  nothing  but  beer  and  sherry  and  the  fragments  of  a  previous 
feast,  and  they  were  blessed  if  they'd  go  near  the  old  trout  again." 

"  An  elegant  expression ! "  said  Beth.  "  It  gives  the  measure 
of  the  mind  it  comes  from.  Please  don't  introduce  the  person 
who  uses  it  to  me.  But  as  to  Sir  George  Galbraith — you  need 
not  be  afraid  that  he  will  accept  hospitality  and  criticise  it  in 
that  spirit.  He  will  neither  grumble  at  a  cutlet  nor  describe  his 
hostess  by  a  vulgar  epithet  after  eating  it'!  She  shut  her  mouth 
hard  after  speaking.  Disillusion  is  a  great  enlightener ;  our  in- 
sight is  never  so  clear  as  when  it  is  turned  on  the  character  of  a 
person  in  whom  we  used  to  believe;  and  as  Dan  gradually  re- 
vealed himself  to  Beth,  trait  by  trait,  a  kind  of  distaste  seized 
upon  her,  a  want  of  respect  which  found  involuntary  expression 
in  trenchant  comments  upon  his  observations,  and  in  smart  re- 
torts. She  did  not  seek  sympathy  from  him  now  for  the  way  in 
which  she  had  been  slighted  at  the  ball,  knowing  perfectly  well 
that  he  was  more  likely  to  blame  her  than  anybody  else.  He 
had,  in  fact,  by  this  time,  so  far  as  any  confidence  she  might  have 
reposed  in  him  was  concerned,  dropped  out  of  her  life  completely, 
and  left  her  as  friendless  and  as  much  alone  as  she  would  have 
been  with  the  veriest  stranger. 

That  night,  when  she  went  home,  she  felt  world-worn  and 
weary,  but  next  morning,  out  in  the  garden  with  Sir  George  Gal- 
braith budding  roses,  she  became  young  again.  Before  they  had 
been  together  half  an  hour  she  was  chatting  to  him  with  girlish 
oonfidence,  telling  him  about  her  attempts  to  cultivate  her  mind, 
her  reading  ainl  writing— to  all  of  which  he  listened  without  any 
of  that  condescension  in  his  manner  which  Dan  displayed  when 
perchance  he  was  in  a  good  humour  and  Beth  had  ventured  to 
expand.    Sir  George  w^as  genuinely  interested. 

Dan  came  in  punctually  to  lunch  for  a  wonder.  He  glanced 
at  Beth's  animated  face  sharply  when  he  entered,  but  took  no 
further  notice  of  her.  He  was  one  of  those  husbands  who  have 
two  manners — ^a  coarse  one  for  their  families,  and  another  much 
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more  polished  which  they  assume  when  it  is  politic  to  be  refined. 
But  Dan's  best  behaviour  sat  ill  upon  him  because  it  was  lacking 
in  sincerity,  and  Beth  suffered  all  through  lunch  because  of  the 
obsequious  pose  he  thought  it  proper  to  assume  toward  his  distin- 
guished guest. 

After  lunch,  when  Sir  George  had  gone,  he  took  up  his  favour- 
ite position  before  the  mirror  over  the  chimney-piece,  and  stood 
there  for  a  little,  looking  at  himself  and  caressing  his  mustache. 

"  You  talk  a  great  deal  too  much,  Beth,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ? "  she  rejoined. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  he  assured  her.  "  Of  course  Galbraith  had  to  be 
polite,  and  affect  to  listen,  but  I  could  see  that  he  was  bored  by 
your  chatter.  He  naturally  wanted  to  talk  to  me  about  things 
that  interest  men." 

"  Then  why  on  earth  didn't  he  talk  to  you  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  How  could  he  when  you  monopolized  the  conversation  ? " 

"  It  was  he  who  kept  me  talking,"  she  protested. 

"  Oh,  yes.  I  notice  you  are  very  animated  when  anything  in 
the  shape  of  a  man  comes  in,"  Dan  sneered. 

Beth  got  up  and  left  the  room,  less  affected  by  the  insinua- 
tion, however,  than  by  the  vulgar  expression  of  it. 

The  following  week  Sir  George  came  in  one  morning  with 
some  cuttings  and  staid  a  while  in  the  garden  with  Beth,  show- 
ing her  how  to  set  them  ;  but  he  could  not  wait  for  lunch.  Dan 
showed  considerable  annoyance  when  he  heard  of  the  visit 

*'  He  should  come  when  I  am  at  home,"  he  said.  "  It  is 
damned  bad  taste  his  coming  when  you  are  alone." 

The  next  time  Sir  George  came  Dan  happened  to  be  in,  to 
Beth's  relief.  She  had  brought  her  writing  down  that  day  and 
was  working  at  it  on  the  dining-room  table,  not  expecting  Dan 
till  much  later.    He  was  in  a  genial  mood  for  a  wonder. 

"  What  on  earth  are  you  scribbling  about  there  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Just  something  I  was  thinking  about,"  Beth  answered  eva- 
sively. 

"  Going  in  for  authorship,  eh  ? " 

''  Why  not  ?  "  said  Beth. 

Dan  laughed.  *' You  are  not  at  all  ambitious,"  he  remarked; 
then  added  patronizingly  :  "  A  little  of  that  kind  of  thing  will  do 
you  no  harm,  of  course  ;  but,  my  dear  child,  your  head  wouldn't 
contain  a  book,  and  if  you  were  just  a  little  cleverer  you  would 
know  that  yourself." 

Beth  bit  the  end  of  her  pencil,  and  looked  at  him  dispassion- 
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ately  ;  and  it  was  at  this  moment  that  Sir  George  Galbraith  was 
announced. 

Dan  received  him  with  effusion  as  usual,  and,  also  as  usual, 
Sir  George  responded  with  all  conventional  politeness ;  but,  the 
greeting  over,  he  turned  his  attention  to  Beth.  He  had  brought 
her  a  packet  of  books. 

"This  looks  like  work  in  earnest,"  he  said,  glancing  at  the 
table.  "I  see  you  have  a  good  deal  of  something  done.  Is  it 
nearly  finished  ? " 

"  All  but,"  Beth  rejoined. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  it  f  " 

Beth  looked  at  him,  and  then  at  her  manuscript  vaguely.  "  I 
don't  know,"  she  said.     "  What  can  I  do  with  it  ? " 

"  Publish  it  if  it  is  good,"  he  answered. 

"  But  how  am  I  to  know  ? "  Beth  asked  eagerly.  "  Do  you 
think  it  possible  I  could  do  anything  fit  to  publish  ?  " 

Before  he  could  reply  Dan  chimed  in.  "  IVe  just  been  telling 
her,"  he  said,  "  that  little  heads  like  hers  can't  contain  books.  It's 
all  very  well  to  scribble  a  little  for  pastime  and  all  that,  but  she 
mustn't  seriously  imagine  she  can  do  that  sort  of  work.  She'll 
only  do  herself  harm.     Literature  is  men's  work." 

"  Yet  how  many  women  have  written — and  written  well,  too  ? " 
Beth  observed. 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course — exceptional  women." 

"  And  why  mayn't  I  be  an  exceptional  woman  ? "  Beth  asked, 
smiling. 

"  A  great,  coarse,  masculine  creature  ! "  Dan  exclaimed.  "  No, 
thank  you.  We  don't  want  you  to  be  one  of  that  kind,  do  we, 
Galbraith  ? " 

"  There  is  not  the  slightest  fear,"  Sir  George  answered  dryly. 
*'  Besides,  I  don't  think  any  class  of  women  workers — not  even  the 
pitbrow  women — are  necessarily  coarse  and  masculine.  And  I  dif- 
fer from  you,  too,  with  regard  to  that  head,"  he  added,  fixing  his 
keen,  kindly  eyes  deliberately  on  Beth's  cranium  till  she  laughed 
to  cover  her  embarrassment,  and  put  up  both  hands  to  feel  it. 
"  I  sliould  say  there  was  good  promise  both  of  sense  and  ca- 
pacity in  the  size  and  balance  of  it — not  to  mention  anything 
else." 

"  Well,  you  ought  to  know  if  anybody  does,"  said  Dan  with  a 
fjicetious  sort  of  afl:'ectation  of  agreement  which  left  no  doubt  of 
his  insincerity. 

"  I  wish,".  Sir  George  continued,  addressing  Beth,  "  you  would 
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let  me  show  some  of  your  work  to  a  lady,  a  friend  of  mine,  whose 
opinion  is  well  worth  having." 

"  I  would  rather  have  yours,"  Beth  jerked  out. 

"  Oh,  mine  is  no  good,"  he  rejoined.  *'  But  if  you  will  let  me 
read  what  you  give  me  to  show  my  lady  I  should  be  greatly  in- 
terested. We  were  talking  about  style  in  prose  the  other  day, 
and  I  have  ventured  to  bring  you  these  books — some  of  our  own 
stylists  and  some  modern  Frenchmen.  You  read  French,  I 
know." 

"  There  is  nothing  like  the  French,"  Dan  chimed  in.  "  We 
have  no  literature  at  all  now.  Look  at  their  work  compared  to 
ours — how  short,  crisp,  and  incisive  it  is  I  how  true  to  life  I  A 
Frenchman  will  give  you  more  real  life  in  a  hundred  pages  than 
our  men  do  in  all  their  interminable  volumes." 

*'  More  sexuality  you  mean,  I  suppose,"  said  Galbraith.  "  Per- 
sonally I  find  them  monotonous  and  barren  of  happy  phrases  to 
enrich  the  mind,  of  noble  sentiments  to  expand  the  heart,  of  great 
thoughts  to  help  the  soul ;  without  balance,  with  little  of  the  re- 
deeming side  of  life,  and  less  aspiration  toward  it.  If  France  is 
to  be  judged  by  the  tendency  of  its  literature  and  art  at  present, 
one  would  suppose  it  to  be  dominated  and  doomed  to  destruction 
by  a  gang  of  lascivious  authors  and  artists  who  are  sapping  the 
manhood  of  the  country  and  degrading  the  womanhood  by  ideal- 
izing self-indulgence  and  mean  intrigue.  The  man  or  woman 
who  lives  low,  or  even  thinks  low,  in  that  sense  of  the  word,  will 
tend  always  to  descend  still  lower  in  times  of  trial.  Moral  pro- 
bity is  the  backbone  of  our  courage ;  without  it  we  have  nothing 
to  support  us  when  a  call  is  made  upon  our  strength."  * 

"I  can't  stand  English  authors  myself,"  was  Dan's  reply. 
"  They're  so  devilish  long-winded,  don't  you  know." 

*'  Poverty  of  mind  accounts  for  the  shortness  of  the  book  as  a 

*  The  truth  of  this  assertion  was  lately  proved  in  a  terrible  manner  at  the 
burning  of  the  Charity  Bazaar  in  the  Rue  Jean  Goujon,  when  the  nerves  of  the 
luxurious  gentlemen  present,  debilitated  by  close  intimacy  with  the  haute  cocot- 
terie  in  and  out  of  society,  betrayed  them  ;  and  they  displayed  the  white  feather 
of  vice  by  fighting  their  own  way  out,  not  only  leaving  the  ladies  to  their  fate, 
but  actually  beating  them  back  with  their  sticks  and  trampling  on  them  in  their 
frantic  efforts  to  save  themselves,  as  many  a  bruised  white  arm  or  shoulder  after- 
ward testified.  There  was  scarcely  a  man  burned  on  the  occasion ;  husbands, 
lovers,  and  fathers  escaped,  leaving  all  the  heroic  deeds  to  be  done  by  some  few 
devoted  men  servants,  some  workmen  who  happened  to  be  passing,  a  stray  Eng- 
lishman or  American,  and  mothers  who  perished  in  attempting  to  rescue  their 
children. 
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rule,"  said  Galbraith.  "  I  like  a  long  book  myself  when  it  is  rich 
in  thongbt.  The  characters  become  companions  then,  and  I  miss 
them  when  we  are  forced  to  part." 

Beth  nodded  assent  to  this.  She  had  been  turning  over  the 
books  that  Galbraith  had  brought  her,  with  the  fender  touch  of  a 
true  book  lover,  and  that  evident  interest  and  pleasure  which  goes 
far  beyond  thanks.  Mere  formal  thanks  she  forgot  to  express ; 
but  she  had  brightened  up  in  the  most  wonderful  way  since  Gal- 
braith had  appeared,  and  was  all  smiles  when  he  took  his  leave. 

Not  Bo  Dan,  however ;  but  Beth  was  too  absorbed  in  the  books 
to  notice  that. 

"How  kind  he  ial"  she  exclaimed.  "Dan,  won't  it  be  de- 
lightful if  I  really  can  write  ?  I  might  make  a  career  for  my- 
self." 

"  Rot ! "  said  Dan. 

"  Sir  George  differs  from  you,"  Beth  rejoined. 

"  I  say  that's  all  rot.  What  does  he  know  about  it^  1  tell  you 
you're  a  silly  fool  and  your  head  wouldn't  contain  a  book.  I 
ought  to  know  I " 

"  Doctors  differ  again,  then,  it  seems,"  Beth  said.  "  But  in  this 
case  the  patient  is  going  to  decide  for  herself.  What  is  the  use  of 
opinion  in  such  matters  J  One  must  experiment  I'm  going  to 
write,  and  if  at  first  I  don't  succeed,  I  shall  persevere." 

"Oh,  of  course  1"  Dan  sneered.  "You'll  take  anybody's  ad- 
vice but  your  husband's.  However,  go  your  own  way,  as  I  know 
you  will.    Only,  I  warn  you,  you'll  regret  it." 

Beth  was  dipping  into  one  of  the  books  and  took  no  notice  of 
this.     Dan's  ill-humour  augmented. 

"  Did  you  know  the  fellow  was  coming  to-day  ) "  he  asked. 

"  No,  if  by  fellow  you  mean  Sir  George  Galbraith,"  she  an- 
swered casually,  still  intent  on  the  book. 

"  You  know  wei  I  enough  who  I  mean,  and  that's  just  a  nag," 
he  retorted.  "  And  it  looks  uncommonly  as  if  you  did  expect 
him,  and  had  set  all  that  rubbish  of  writing  out  to  make  a  dis- 
play." 

Beth  bit  the  end  of  her  pencil  and  looked  at  Dan  contemptu- 
omly. 

"  I  dare  say  he'd  like  to  get  hold  of  you  to  make  a  tool  of 
you,"  he  pursued.  "  He's  in  with  Lord  Dawne  and  the  whole  of 
that  advanced  woman's  party  at  Home  who  are  always  interfer- 
ing with  everything. 

"  How  t "  Beth  asked. 
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"  By  poking  their  noses  into  things  that  don't  concern  them," 
he  asseverated  ;  "  things  they  wouldn't  know  anything  about  if 
they  weren't  damned  nasty-minded.  There's  that  fanatical  Lady 
Fulda  Guthrie  and  Mrs.  Orten  Beg  and  Mrs.  Kilroy,  besides 
Madam  Ideala — they're  all  busybodies ;  and  if  they  succeed  in 
what  they  re  at  just  now,  by  Jove  1  they'll  ruin  me.  I'll  have  my 
revenge  though  if  they  do  I  I'll  attack  your  distinguished  friend. 
He  has  established  himself  as  a  humanitarian  and  travels  on  that 
reputation ;  but  he  has  a  hospital  of  his  own,  where  I  have  no 
doubt  some  pretty  games  are  played  in  the  way  of  experiments 
which  the  public  don't  suspect.  I  know  the  kind  of  thing  !  Pa- 
tients mustn't  ask  questions !  The  good  doctor  will  do  his  best  for 
them  ;  trust  him  I  He'll  try  nothing  that  he  doesn't  know  to  be  for 
their  good,  and  when  they're  under  chloroform  he'll  take  no  un- 
fair advantage  in  the  way  of  cutting  a  little  more  for  his  own 
private  information  than  they've  consented  to.  Oh,  I  know ! 
Galbraith  seems  to  be  by  way  of  slighting  me,  but  I'll  show  him 
up  if  it  comes  to  that ;  and,  at  any  rate,  I'm  on  the  way  to  discov- 
eries myself,  and  I  bet  I'll  teach  him  some  things  in  his  profes- 
sion yet  that  will  make  him  sit  up — things  he  doesn't  suspect, 
clever  and  all  as  he  is." 

Beth  knew  nothing  of  the  things  to  which  Dan  alluded, 
and  therefore  missed  the  drift  of  this  tirade ;  but  the  whole 
tone  of  it  was  so  offensive  to  her  that  she  gathered  up  her  books 
and  papers  and  left  the  room.  Silence  and  flight  were  her 
weapons  of  defence  in  those  days. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

There  was  a  gap  of  six  months  between  that  last  visit  of  Sir 
George  Galbraith's  and  the  next,  and  in  the  interval  Beth  had 
worked  hard,  reading  and  rereading  the  books  he  had  lent  her, 
writing,  and,  perhaps  most  important  of  all,  reflecting,  as  she  sat 
in  her  secret  chamber,  busy  with  the  beautiful  embroideries 
which  were  to  pay  off  that  dreadful  debt.  She  had  made  seven 
pounds  by  this  time,  and  Aunt  Grace  Mary  had  sent  her  flve  for 
a  present,  surreptitiously,  advising  her  to  keep  it  herself  and  say 
nothing  about  it.  Aunt  Grace  Mary  knew  what  husbands  were  I 
Beth  smiled  as  she  read  the  letter.  She,  too,  was  beginning  to 
know  what  husbands  are — husbands  of  the  Uncle  James  kind. 
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She  added  the  five  pounds  to  her  secret  hoard  and  thanked  good- 
ness that  the  Bum  was  mounting  up  little  by  little. 

But  she  wished  Sir  Geoi^  would  return.  He  was  a  busy  man 
and  lived  at  the  other  side  of  the  county,  so  that  she  could  not 
expect  him  to  come  to  Slane  on  her  account ;  but  surely  some- 
thing more  important  would  bring  him  eventually,  and  then  she 
might  hope  to  see  him.  She  knew  he  would  not  desert  her.  And 
she  had  some  manuscripts  ready  to  confide  to  him  now  if  he 
should  repeat  his  offer ;  but  she  was  loo  diffident  to  send  them  to 
him  except  at  his  special  request. 

She  was  all  energy  now  that  the  possibility  of  making  a  career 
for  herself  had  been  presented  to  her ;  but  it  was  the  quietly  re- 
strained energy  of  a  strong  nature.  She  never  supposed  that  she 
could  practise  a  profession  without  learning  it,  and  she  was  pre- 
pared to  serve  a  long  apprenticeship  to  letters  if  necessary.  She 
meant  to  write  and  writo  and  write  until  she  acquired  power  of 
expression.  About  what  she  should  have  to  express  she  never 
troubled  herself.  It  was  the  need  to  express  what  was  in  her  that 
had.set  her  to  work.  She  would  never  have  to  sit  at  a  writing 
table  with  a  pen  in  her  hand  waiting  for  ideas  to  come.  Slie  had 
discovered  by  accident  that  she  could  have  books  in  plenty,  and 
of  the  kind  she  required,  from  the  Free  Library  at  Slane.  Dan 
never  troubled  himself  to  consult  her  taste  in  boolra,  hut  lie  was 
in  the  habit  of  bringing  home  three-volume  novels  for  liimself 
froni  the  library,  a  form  of  litei'ature  he  greatly  enjoyed  in  spito 
of  his  strictures.  He  made  Beth  read  them  aloud  to  him  in  the 
evening,  one  after  the  other,  an  endless  succession,  while  he 
smoked  and  drank  whiskies  and  sodas.  He  brought  them  home 
himself  at  first,  but  soon  found  it  a  trouble  to  go  for  them,  and  so 
sent  her ;  and  then  it  was  she  discovered  that  there  were  other 
books  in  the  library.  The  librarian,  an  educated  and  intelligent 
man,  lielped  her  often  in  the  choice  of  books.  They  had  long 
talks  together,  during  which  he  made  many  suggestions  and  gave 
Beth  many  a  hint  and  piece  of  information  that  was  of  value  to 
]ier.  He  was  her  only  congenial  friend  in  Slane,  and  her  long 
eon versations  with  him  often  took  her  out  of  herself  aud  raised 
her  spirits;  but  he  little  suspected  what  a  help  he  was  to  the 
lonely  little  sot:1.  For  the  most  part  she  took  less  interest  in  the 
hooks  themselves  than  in  the  people  who  wrote  them,  biogra- 
phies, autobiographies,  and  any  scrap  of  anecdote  about  authors 
iind  their  methods  she  eagerly  devoured.  Life  as  they  had  lived 
it,  not  as  they  had  observed  and  imagined  it,  seemed  all  important 
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to  her.  And  as  she  read  and  thought,  sitting  alone  in  the  charmed 
solitude  of  her  secret  chamber,  her  self-respect  grew.  Her  mind, 
which  had  run  riot,  fancy  fed  with  languorous  dreams,  in  the 
days  when  it  was  unoccupied  and  undisciplined,  came  steadily 
more  and  more  under  control,  and  grew  gradually  stronger  as 
she  exercised  it.  She  ceased  to  rage  and  worry  about  her  domes- 
tic difficulties,  ceased  to  expect  her  husband  to  add  to  her  happi- 
ness in  any  way,  ceased  to  sorrow  for  the  slights  and  neglect 
that  had  so  wounded  and  perplexed  her  during  the  first  year  of 
her  life  in  Slane ;  and  learned  by  degrees  to  possess  her  soul  in 
dignified  silence  so  long  as  silence  was  best,  feeling  in  herself 
that  something  which  should  bring  her  out  of  all  this  and  set  her 
apart  eventually  in  another  sphere,  among  the  elect — feeling  this 
through  her  further  faculty  to  her  comfort  although  unable  as 
yet  to  give  it  any  sort  of  definite  expression.  As  she  read  of  those 
who  had  gone  before,  she  felt  a  strajige  kindred  with  them ;  she 
entered  into  their  sorrows,  understood  their  difficulties,  was  up- 
lifted by  tbeir  aspirations,  and  gloried  in  their  successes.  Their 
greatness  never  disheartened  her ;  on  the  contrary,  she  was  at  home 
with  them  in  all  their  experiences,  and  at  her  ease  as  she  never 
was  with  the  petty  people  about  her.  It  delighted  her  when  she 
found  in  them  some  small  trait  or  habit  which,  she  herself  had 
already  developed  or  contracted,  such  as  she  found  in  the  early 
part  of  George  Sand's  Histoire  de  ma  vie  and  in  the  lives  of  the 
Brontes.  Under  the  influence  of  nourishing  books  her  mind,  sus- 
tained and  stimulated,  became  nervously  active;  and  it  had  a 
trick  of  flashing  off  from  the  subject  she  was  studying  to  some- 
thing wholly  irrelevant.  She  would  begin  Emerson's  essay  on 
Fate  or  Beauty  with  enthusiasm,  and  presently,  with  her  eyes, 
still  following  the  lines,  her  thoughts  would  be  busy  forming  a 
code  of  literary  principles  for  herself.  In  those  days  her  mind 
was  continually  under  the  influence  of  any  ^author  she  cared 
about,  particularly  if  his  style  were  mannered.  Involuntarily, 
while  she  was  reading  Macaulay  for  instance,  her  own  thoughts 
took  a  dogmatic  turn,  and  jerked  along  in  short,  sharp  sentences. 
She  caught  the  peculiarities  of  De  Quincey,  too,  of  Carlyle,  and  also 
some  of  the  simple  dignity  of  Ruskin,  which  was  not  so  easy ;  and 
she  had  written  things  after  the  manner  of  each  of  these  authors 
before  she  perceived  the  effect  they  were  having  upon  her.  But  it 
was  unfortunate  for  her  that  her  attention  had  been  turned  from  the 
matter  which  she  had  to  express  to  the  manner  in  which  she  should 
express  it.    From  the  time  she  began  to  think  of  the  style  and  die- 
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tion  of  prose  as  something  to  bo  separately  acquired,  the  sponta- 
neous flow  of  her  thoughts  was  checked  and  hampered,  and  she  ex- 
pended herself  in  fashioning  her  tools,  as  it  were,  instead  of  using 
her  tools  to  fashion  her  work.  When  in  her  reading  she  came 
under  the  influence  of  academic  minds,  she  lost  all  natural  fresh- 
ness and  succeeded  in  being  artificial.  Her  English  became  tur- 
gid with  Latinities.  She  took  phrases  which  had  flowed  from 
her  pen  and  were  telling  in  their  simple  eloquence  and  toiled  at 
them,  turning  and  twisting  them  until  she  had  laboured  all  the 
life  out  of  them,  and  then,  mistaking  effort  for  power  and  having 
weaHed  herself,  she  was  satisfied.  Being  too  diffident  to  suspect 
that  she  had  any  nattxral  faculty,  she  conceived  that  the  more 
trouble  she  gave  herself  the  better  must  be  the  result,  and  conse- 
quently she  did  nothing  worth  the  doing,  except  as  an  exercise 
of  ingenuity.  She  was  serving  her  appreuticeship,  however — 
making  her  mistakes. 

It  was  late  in  the  autumn  before  she  saw  her  good  friend  Sir 
George  Galbraith  again.  He  came  on  a  bright,  clear,  frosty 
morning  and  found  her  out  in  the  garden,  pacing  up  and  down 
briskly  and  looking  greatly  exhilarated  by  the  freshness.  When 
she  saw  him  coming  toward  her  she  uttered  a  little  joyful  excla- 
mation and  hurried  forward  to  meet  him. 

"I  have  been  longing  to  see  you,"  she  said,  in  her  unaffected 
way ;  "  but  I  know  what  the  distance  is  and  how  fully  your  time 
is  occupied.     It  is  very  good  of  you  to  come  at  all." 

"  Only  the  time  and  distance  have  prevented  me  coming 
sooner,"  he  rejoined.  "  But,  t«Il  me,  how  have  you  been  getting 
on  ?  And  have  you  thought  any  more  of  making  a  career  for 
yourself  ? " 

"  I  have  thought  of  nothing  else,"  Beth  answered  brightly ; 
"  and  I  wonder  I  ever  thought  of  anything  else,  for  the  idea  has 
been  in  me,  I  believe,  all  my  life.  I  must  have  discussed  it,  too,  at 
a  very  early  age,  for  I  have  remembered  lately  that  I  waa  once  ad- 
vised  by  an  old  aunt  of  mine — the  best  and  dearest  friend  I  ever 
had — to  write  only  that  which  is  or  aims  at  being  soul-sustain- 
ing." 

He  nodded  his  head  approvingly.  "  From  such  seed  a  good 
crop  should  come,"  he  said.    " But  what  line  shall  you  take f " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  Not  novels,  then,  for  certain  ? " 

"  Nothing  for  certain — whatever  comes  and  calls  for  expres- 
sion," 
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They  were  pacing  up  and  down  together,  and  there  was  a 
pause. 

"Did  you  expect  I  should  try  to  write  novels,  and  do  you 
think  I  ought  ? "  Beth  asked  at  last. 

"  I  think  I  did  expect  it,"  he  answered ;  "  but  as  to  whether 
you  ought  or  ought  not,  that  is  for  you  to  decide.  There  is  much 
to  be  said  against  novel  reading  and  writing.  I  think  it  was 
De  Quincey  who  said  that  novels  are  the  opium  of  the  West,  and 
I  have  myself  observed  that  novel  reading  is  one  of  those  bad 
habits  that  grow  upon  people  until  they  are  enslaved  by  it,  de- 
moralized by  it;  and  if  that  is  the  case  with  the  reader,  what 
must  the  writer  suffer  ? " 

Beth  bent  her  brows  upon  this.  "  But  that  is  only  one  side  of 
it,  is  it  not  ? "  she  asked,  after  a  moment's  reflection.  "  I  notice 
in  all  things  a  curious  duality — a  right  side  and  a  wrong  side. 
Confusion  is  the  wrong  side  of  order,  misery  of  happiness,  false- 
hood of  truth,  evil  of  good ;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  novel  read- 
ing, which  can  be  a  vice,  I  know,  may  also  be  made  a  virtue.  It 
depends  on  the  writer." 

"And  on  the  taste  of  the  reader,"  he  suggested.  "  But  I  believe 
the  taste  of  the  intelligent  *  general  reader '  is  much  better  than 
one  supposes.  The  mind  craves  for  nourishment,  and  the  extraor- 
dinary success  of  books  in  which  any  attempt,  however  imper- 
fect, is  made  to  provide  food  for  thought,  as  distinguished  from 
those  which  merely  offer  matter  to  distract  the  attention,  bears 
witness,  it  seems  to  me,  to  the  involuntary  effort  which  is  always 
in  progress  to  procure  it.  I  believe  myself  that  good  fiction  may 
do  more  to  improve  the  mind,  enlarge  the  sympathies,  and  de- 
velop the  judgment  than  any  other  form  of  literature,  partly  be- 
cause it  looks  into  the  hidden  springs  of  action,  and  makes  all 
that  is  obscure  in  the  way  of  impulse  and  motive  clear  to  us. 
Biography,  for  instance,  merely  skims  the  surface  of  life  as  a  rule, 
and  in  history,  where  man  is  a  puppet  moved  by  events,  there 
can  be  very  little  human  nature." 

"  I  wonder  if  you  read  many  novels,"  said  Beth.  "  I  have  to 
read  them  aloud  to  my  husband  until  I  am  satiated.  And  I  am 
determined,  if  I  ever  do  try  to  write  one,  to  avoid  all  that  is  con- 
ventional. I  never  will  have  a  faultlessly  beautiful  heroine,  for 
instance.  I  am  sick  of  that  creature.  When  I  come  to  her,  espe- 
cially if  she  has  golden  hair  yards  long,  a  faultless  complexion, 
and  eyes  of  extraordinary  dimensions,  I  feel  inclined  to  groan 
and  shut  the  book.    I  have  met  her  so  often  in  the  weary  ways  of 
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fiction.  I  know  every  variety  of  lier  so  well.  She  consists  of 
nothing  but  superlatives,  and  [is  as  conventional  as  the  torso  of 
an  Egyptian  statue,  with  her  everlasting  physical  perfection,  I 
think  her  as  repulsive  as  a  barber's  block.  I  confess  that  a  woman 
who  has  golden  hair  and  manages  to  look  like  a  lady,  or  to  he 
like  one  even  in  a  book,  is  a  wonder,  considering  all  that  is  asso- 
ciated with  golden  hair  in  our  day  ;  but  I  should  avoid  the  abnor- 
mal as  much  as  the  conventional.  I  would  not  write  plotty-plotty 
books  either,  nor  make  a  pivot  of  the  everlasting  love  story,  which 
seems  to  me  to  show  such  a  want  of  balance  in  an  author,  such  an 
absence  of  any  true  sense  of  proportion,  as  if  there  was  nothing 
else  of  intei'est  in  life  but  our  sexual  relations.  But,  oh,"  she 
broke  off,  "  how  I  do  appreciate  what  the  difficulty  of  selection 
must  be !  In  writing  a  life,  if  one  could  present  all  sides  of  it, 
and  not  merely  one  phase— the  good  and  the  bad  of  it,  the  joys 
and  the  sorrows,  the  moments  of  strength  and  of  weakness,  of 
wisdom  and  of  folly,  of  misery  and  of  pure  delight.  What  a 
picture ! " 

"Yes,  and  how  utterly  beyond  the  average  readers,  who  never 
understand  complexity,"  he  answered.  "But  I  think  it  a  good 
sign  for  your  chances  of  success  that  you  should  have  complained 
of  the  difficulty  of  selection  in  the  matter  of  material  rather  than 
bemoan  your  want  of  experience  of  life.  Most  young  aspirants 
to  literary  fame  grumble  that  they  are  handicapped  for  want  of 
experience.  They  are  seldom  content  with  the  material  they  have 
at  hand — the  life  they  know.  They  want  to  go  and  live  in  Lon- 
don, where  they  seem  to  think  that  every  one  worth  knowing  is 
to  be  found." 

"That  isn't  my  feeling  at  all,"  said  Beth.  "The  best  people 
may  be  met  in  London,  but  I  don't  believe  that  they  are  at  their 
best.  The  friction  of  the  crowd  rubs  out  their  individuality.  In 
a  crowd  I  feel  mentally  as  if  I  were  in  a  maze  of  telegraph  wires. 
Tlie  thoughts  of  so  many  people  streaming  out  in  all  directions 
about  me  seem  to  entangle  and  bewilder  me." 

"  You  do  not  seem  to  like  anything  exceptional." 

"  No,  I  do  not,"  said  Beth.  "  I  like  the  normal — the  everyday. 
Great  events  are  not  the  most  significant,  nor  are  great  people  the 
most  typical.  It  is  the  little  things  that  make  life  livable.  The 
person  who  comes  and  talks  clever  is  not  the  person  we  love,  nor 
the  person  who  interests  us  most.  Those  we  love  sympathize  with 
us  in  the  ordinary  everyday  incidents  of  our  lives,  and  discuss 
them  with  us,  merely  touching,  if  at  all,  on  the  thoughts  they  en- 
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gender.  I  don't  want  to  know  what  people  think  as  a  rule;  I 
want  to  know  what  they  have  experienced.  People  who  talk 
facts  I  like ;  people  who  talk  theories  I  fly  from.  And  I  think, 
upon  the  whole,  that  I  shall  always  like  the  kind  p*eople  better 
than  the  clever  ones.  I  believe  we  owe  more  to  them  too,  and 
learn  more  from  them — more  hiunan  nature,  which,  after  all,  is 
what  we  want  to  know." 

**But  the  clever  people  are  kind  also  sometimes,"  said  Sir 
George. 

"  When  they  are  of  course  it  is  perfect,"  Beth  answered.  "  But 
judging  the  clever  ones  of  to-day  by  what  they  write,  I  can  not 
often  think  them  so.  The  works  of  our  smartest  modem  writers, 
particularly  the  French,  satiate  me  with  their  cleverness;  but 
they  are  vain,  hollow,  cynical,  dyspeptic;  they  appeal  to  the 
head,  but  the  heart  goes  empty  away.  Few  of  them  know  or 
show  the  one  thing  needful — that  happiness  is  the  end  of  life, 
and  that  by  trying  to  live  rightly  we  help  each  other  to  happi- 
ness. That  is  the  one  thing  well  worth  understanding  in  this 
world ;  but  that,  with  all  their  ingenuity,  they  are  not  intelligent 
enough  to  see." 

"  You  are  an  optimist,  I  perceive,"  Sir  George  said,  smiling ; 
"  and  I  entirely  agree  with  you.  So  long  as  we  understand  that 
happiness  is  the  end  of  life,  and  that  the  best  way  to  secure  it  for 
ourselves  is  by  helping  others  to  attain  it,  we  are  travelling  in 
the  right  direction.  By  happiness  I  do  not  mean  excitement,  of 
course,  nor  the  pleasure  we  owe  to  others  altogether ;  but  that 
quiet  content  in  ourselves,  that  large  toleration  and  love  which 
should  overflow  from  us  continually,  and  make  the  fact  of  our 
existence  a  source  of  joy  and  strength  to  all  who  know  us." 

They  walked  up  and  down  a  little  in  silence,  then  Sir  George 
asked  her  what  she  thought  of  some  of  the  specimens  of  style  and 
art  in  literature  he  had  lent  her  to  study. 

"I  don't  know  yet,"  Beth  said.  "My  mind  is  in  a  state  of 
chaos  on  the  subject.  I  seem  to  reject  '  style '  and  '  art.'  I  ask 
for  something  more  or  something  else,  and  am  never  satisfied. 
But  tell  me  what  you  think  of  the  stylists." 

*'  I  think  them  brilliant,"  he  rejoined ;  "  but  their  work  is  as 
the  photograph  is  to  the  painting,  the  lifeless  accuracy  of  the  ma- 
chine to  the  nervous,  fascinating  faultiness  of  the  human  hand. 
No,  I  don't  care  for  the  writers  who  are  specially  praised  for  their 
style.  I  find  their  productions  cold  and  bald  as  a  rule.  I  want 
something  warmer — more  full-blooded.    Most  of  the  stylists  write 
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as  if  they  began  by  acquiring  a  style,  and  then  had  to  sit  and  wait 
for  a  subject  I  believe  style  ia  the  enemy  of  matter.  You  com- 
prees  all  the  blood  out  of  your  subject  when  you  make  it  conform 
to  a  studied  style,  instead  of  letting  your  style  form  itself  out  of 
the  necessity  for  expression.  Tliis  is  rank  heresy,  I  know,  and  I 
should  not  have  ventured  on  it  a  few  years  ago ;  but  now  I  say 
give  me  a  style  that  is  the  natural  outcome  of  your  subject,  your 
mind,  your  character — not  an  artificial  but  a  natural  product — 
and  even  though  it  be  as  full  of  faults  as  human  nature  is,  faults 
of  every  kind,  so  long  as  there  is  no  fault  of  the  heart  in  it — 
that  being  the  one  unpardonable  fault  in  an  author— if  you  have 
put  your  own  individuality  into  your  work,  I'll  answer  for  it  that 
you  will  arrive  sooner  and  be  read  tonger  than  the  most  admired 
stylist  of  the  day.  Be  prepared  to  sacrifice  form  to  accuracy,  to 
avoid  the  brilliant  and  the  marvellous  for  the  simple  and  direct. 
What  matters  it  how  the  effect  is  got  so  that  it  comes  honestly  f 
But  of  course  it  will  be  said  that  this,  that,  and  the  other  person 
did  not  get  their  effects  so  ;  they  will  compare  you  to  the  greatest 
to  humiliate  you." 

"  Ob,  tliat  would  be  nothing  to  me  so  that  I  produced  loy  own 
effects,"  Beth  broke  in.  "  That  is  just  where  I  am  at  present  I 
mean  to  be  myself.  But  please  do  not  tliink  that  I  have  too 
much  assurance.  If  I  go  wrong,  I  hope  I  shall  find  it  out  in 
time ;  and  I  shall  certainly  be  the  first  to  acknowledge  it  I  do 
not  want  to  prove  myself  right ;  I  want  to  arrive  at  the  truth." 

"  Then  you  will  arrive,"  he  assured  her,  '■  But  above  every- 
thing, mind  that  you  are  not  misled  by  the  cant  of  art  if  you  have 
anything  special  to  say.  If  a  writer  would  be  of  use  in  his  day, 
and  not  merely  an  amuser  of  the  multitude,  he  must  learn  that 
riglit  thinking,  right  feeling,  and  knowledge  are  more  important 
than  art.  When  you  address  the  bloclthead  majority  you  must 
not  only  give  them  youp  text,  you  must  tell  them  also  what  to  think 
of  it  otherwise  there  will  be  fine  misiiiteri)retation.  You  may  be 
sure  of  the  heart  of  the  multitude  if  you  can  touch  it ;  but  its 
liejul,  in  the  present  state  of  its  development,  is  an  imjwrfcct  ma- 
chine, munceuvred  for  the  most  part  by  foolishness.  People  can 
see  life  for  themselves,  but  they  can  not  always  see  the  meaning 
of  it,  the  why  and  wherefore,  whence  things  come  and  whither 
they  are  tending,  so  that  the  lessous  of  life  are  lost — or  would  be 
but  for  the  efforts  of  the  modern  novelist." 

Beth  reflected  a  little,  tlien  she  said :  "  I  am  glad  you  think  me 
an  optimist    It  seems  to  me  that  healthy  human  nature  revolts 
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from  pessimism.  The  work  that  lasts  is  the  work  that  cheers. 
Give  us  something  with  hope  in  it — something  th^t  appeals 
to  the  best  part  of  us — something  which,  while  we  read,  puts 
us  in  touch  with  fine  ideals,  and  makes  us  feel  better  than  we 
are.'' 

'*  That  is  it  precisely,"  said  he.  *' The  school  of  art-and  style 
books  weary  us  because  there  is  no  aspiration  in  it,  nothing  but  a 
deadly  dull  artistic  presentment  of  hopeless  levels  of  life.  It  is 
all  cold  polish,  as  I  said  before,  with  never  a  word  to  warm  the 
heart  or  stir  the  better  nature." 

"  That  is  what  I  have  felt,"  said  Beth ;  *'  and  I  would  rather 
have  written  a  simple  story,  full  of  the  faults  of  my  youth  and 
ignorance,  but  with  some  one  passage  in  it  that  would  put  heart 
and  hope  into  some  one  person,  than  all  that  brilliant  barren  stuff. 
And  I'm  going  to  write  for  women — not  for  men.  I  don't  care 
about  amusing  men.  Let  them  see  to  their  own  amusements ; 
they  think  of  nothing  else.  Men  entertain  each  other  with  intel- 
lectual ingenuities  and  art  and  style,  while  women  are  busy  with 
the  great  problems  of  life,  and  are  striving  might  and  main  to 
make  it  beautiful." 

**  Now  that  is  young,  in  the  opprobrious  sense  of  the  word," 
said  Sir  George.  **  It  is  only  when  we  are  extremely  young  that 
we  indulge  in  such  sweeping  generalizations." 

Beth  blushed.  "  I  am  always  afraid  my  judgment  will  be 
warped  by  my  own  narrow  personal  experience.  I  must  guard 
against  that ! "  she  exclaimed,  conscious  that  she  had  had  her 
husband  in  her  mind  when  she  spoke. 

Sir  George  nodded  his  head  approvingly,  and  looked  at  his 
watch.  *'  I  must  go,"  he  said,  ''but  I  hope  there  will  not  be  such 
a  long  interval  before  I  come  again.  My  wife  is  sorry  that  she 
has  not  been  able  to  call.  She  is  not  equal  to  such  a  long  drive. 
But  she  desired  me  to  explain  and  apologize ;  and  she  has  sent 
you  some  flowers  and  fruit,  which  she  begs  you  will  accept. 
Have  you  some  of  your  work  ready  for  me  this  time  ?  I  have 
asked  my  friend  Ideala  to  give  you  her  opinion,  which  is  really 
worth  having,  and  she  says  she  will  with  pleasure.  You  must 
know  her.     I  am  sure  you  would  like  her  extremely." 

"  But  would  she  like  me  ? "  slipped  from  Beth  unawares. 

"  Now,  that  is  young  again,"  he  said,  with  his  kindly  smile — 
indulgent. 

"  It  is  the  outcome  of  sad  experience,"  Beth  rejoined  with  a 
sigh.    "  No  woman  I  have  met  here  so  far  has  shown  any  incli- 
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nation  to  cultivate  my  acquaintance.  I  think  I  must  be  blamed 
for  some  unknown  crime." 

Sir  George  became  thoughtful,  but  said  nothing. 

As  they  approached  the  house  Beth  saw  Dan  peeping  at  them 
from  behind  tlie  curtain  of  an  upstairs  window.  The  hall  table 
was  covered  with  the  fruit  and  flowers  Sir  George  had  brought. 
Beth  sent  a  servant  for  Dan.  The  girl  came  back  and  said  that 
the  doctor  was  not  in. 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Beth.  "  I  saw  him  at  one  of  the  windows 
just  now.  "  If  you  will  excuse  me,  Sir  George,  I  will  find  him 
myself." 

She  called  to  him  as  she  ran  upstairs,  and  Dan  made  his  ap- 
pearance, looking  none  too  well  pleased. 

He  went  down  to  Sir  George,  and  Beth  ran  on  up  to  her  secret 
chamber  for  her  manuscripts  and  the  books  Sir  George  had  lent 
her,  which  had  been  waiting  ready  packed  for  many  a  day. 

Wlien  he  had  gone,  Beth  danced  round  the  dining-room,  clap- 
ping her  hands. 

*'  I  can't  contain  myself,"  she  exclaimed.  "  I  do  feel  encour- 
aged, strengthened,  uplifted." 

She  caught  a  glimpse  of  Dan's  face,  and  stopped  short. 

"'  What's  the  matter  ? "  she  said. 

"  The  matter  is  that  I'll  have  no  more  of  this,"  he  answered  in 
a  brutal  tone. 

"  No  more  of  what  ?  "  Beth  demanded. 

"  No  more  of  this  man's  philandering  after  you,"  he  retorted. 

"  I  don't  undei-stand  you,"  Beth  gasped. 

*'  Oh,  you're  mighty  innocent  I "  he  sneered.  **  You'll  be  telling 
me  next  tliat  he  comes  to  see  me,  lends  me  books,  walks  up  and 
down  by  tlie  hour  together  with  ?ue,  brings  me  fruit  and  flowers  I 
You  think  I'm  blind,  I  suppose  I  You're  a  nice  person  I  and  so 
particnihir,  too  I  and  so  fastidious  in  your  conversation  I  Oh,  trust 
a  i)ru(le !  But,  I  tell  you,"  he  bawled,  coming  up  close  to  her  and 
shaking  his  fist  in  her  face,  *'  I  tell  you  I  won't  have  it.  Now,  do 
you  understjind  that  ?  " 

Beth  did  not  wince,  but,  oh,  what  a  drop  it  was  from  the 
heights  she  had  just  left  to  this  low  level  I  **  Be  good  enough  to 
(explain  your  meaning  prticisely,"  she  said  quietly.  *'I  under- 
stand tliat  you  are  bringing  some  accusation  against  me.  It  is  no 
use  bhistering  and  shaking  your  fist  in  my  face.  I  am  not  to  be 
friglitoned.  Just  explain  yourself ;  and  I  advise  you  to  weigh 
27 
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your  words,  for  you  sliaU  answer  to  me  in  public  for  any  insult 
you  may  offer  me  in  private." 

Dr.  Maclure  was  sobered  by  this  unexi)ected  flash  of  spirit 
They  had  been  married  nearly  three  years  by  this  time  and  Beth's 
habitual  docility  had  deceived  him.  Hitherto  men  have  been 
able  to  insult  their  wives  in  private  with  impunity  when  so 
minded,  and  Dan  was  staggered  for  a  moment  to  And  himself 
face  to  face  with  a  mere  girl  who  boldly  refused  to  suffer  the 
indignity.  He  was  not  prepared  for  such  a  display  of  self-re- 
spect. 

"  You're  very  high  and  mighty  I "  he  jeered  at  last. 

**  I  am  very  determined,"  Beth  rejoined,  and  set  her  lips. 

He  tried  to  subdue  her  by  staring  her  out  of  countenance,  but 
Beth  scornfully  returned  his  gaze.  Then  suddenly  she  stamped 
her  foot  and  brought  her  clenched  fist  down  on  the  dining-room 
table,  beside  which  she  was  standing.  "  Come,  come,  sir,"  she 
said,  "  weVe  had  enough  of  this  theatrical  posing.  You  are  wast- 
ing my  time ;  explain  yourself." 

He  took  a  turn  up  and  down  the  room. 

"  Look  here,  Beth,"  he  began,  lowering  his  tone,  "  you  can  not 
pretend  that  Galbraith  comes  to  see  me." 

"  Why  should  I  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Well,  it  isn't  right  that  he  should  come  to  see  you,  and  I 
won't  have  it,"  he  reiterated. 

*'  Do  you  mean  that  I  am  not  to  have  any  friends  of  my  own  ? " 
she  demanded. 

"He  is  not  to  be  one  of  your  friends,"  Dan  answered  dog- 
gedly. 

"  And  what  explanation  am  I  to  give  him,  please  ? "  she  asked 
politely. 

**  I  won't  have  you  giving  him  any  explanation." 

*'  My  dear  Dan,"  she  rejoined,  "  when  you  speak  in  that  way 
you  show  an  utter  want  of  knowledge  of  my  character.  If  I  will 
not  allow  you  to  insult  me,  and  bully  me,  and  bluster  at  me,  it  is 
not  likely  that  I  will  allow  you  to  insult  my  friends.  If  Sir 
George  Galbraith's  visits  are  to  stop  I  shall  tell  him  the  reason 
exactly.    He  at  least  is  a  gentleman." 

*'  That  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  I  am  not,"  Dan  blustered. 

*!  You  certainly  are  not  behaving  like  one  now,"  Beth  coolly 
rejoined.  "  But,  there  1  You  have  my  ultimatum.  I  am  not 
going  to  waste  any  more  time  in  vulgar  scenes  with  you." 

*'  Ultimatum,  indeed  1 "  he  jeered.    "  Well,  you  are^  you  know  I 
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You'll  write  and  explain  to  him,  will  you,  that  your  husband's 
jealous  of  him  !    That  shows  the  terms  you  are  on ! " 

"  It  is  jealousy,  then,  is  it  ? "  said  Beth.  "  Thank  you.  Now  I 
understand  you." 

Dan's  evil  mood  took  another  turn.  His  anger  changed  to 
self-pity.  "  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear !  what  am  I  to  do  with  you  ? "  he 
exclaimed.  "And  after  all  I've  done  for  you — ^to  treat  me  like 
this."  He  took  out  his  pocket  handkerchief  and  wiped  away  the 
tears  which  any  mention  of  his  own  goodness  and  the  treatment 
he  received  from  others  always  brought  to  his  eyes. 

Beth  watched  him  contemptuously,  yet  her  heart  smote  her. 
He  was  a  poor  creature,  but  for  that  very  reason  and  because  she 
was  strong  surely  she  should  be  gentle  with  him. 

"  Look  here,  Dan,"  she  said ;  "  I  have  never  knowingly  done 
you  any  wrong  in  thought  or  word  or  deed.  All  you  have  said 
to  me  to-day  has  been  ridiculously  wrong-headed ;  but  never 
mind.  Stop  crying,  do,  and  don't  let  us  have  any  more  idiotic 
jealousy.  Why,  it  was  Lady  Galbraith  who  sent  me  the  flowers 
and  fruit  with  a  kind  message  of  apology  because  she  has  not 
been  able  to  call.    Why  should  not  she  be  jealous  ? " 

"  Oh,  she's  a  fool,"  Dan  rejoined,  recovering  himself.  "  She 
leads  him  the  life  of  a  dog  with  her  fears  and  fancies,  and  she 
won't  take  any  part  in  his  philanthropic  work,  though  he  wishes 
she  would  above  everything.     She's  a  pretty  pill ! " 

The  servant  came  in  at  this  moment  to  lay  the  table  for  lunch, 
and  Dan  went  to  the  looking-glass  with  the  inconsequence  of  a 
child  and  forgot  his  grievance  in  the  contemplation  of  his  own 
beloved  image  and  in  abusing  Lady  Galbraith.  Abusing  some- 
body was  mental  relaxation  of  the  most  agreeable  kind  to  him. 
Feeling  that  he  had  gone  too  far,  he  was  gracious  to  Beth  during 
lunch,  and  just  before  he  went  out  he  kissed  her  and  said  :  "  We 
won't  mention  that  fellow  again,  Beth.  I  don't  believe  you'd  do 
anytliing  dishonourable." 

"  I  should  think  not  I  "  said  Beth. 

Wlien  he  had  gone  she  returned  to  her  secret  chamber,  the  one 
little  corner  sacred  to  herself,  to  her  purest,  noblest  thoughts,  her 
highest  aspirations  ;  and  as  she  looked  round  it  seemed  as  if  ages 
had  passed  since  she  last  entered  it,  full  of  happiness  and  hope. 
It  was  as  if  she  had  been  innocent  then  and  was  now  corrupted. 
Her  self-control  did  not  give  way,  but  she  could  do  nothing,  and 
just  sat  there,  wan  with  horror ;  and  as  she  sat  every  now  and 
then  she  shivered  from  head  to  foot.    She  had  known,  of  course 
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in  a  general  way,  that  such  things  did  happen,  that  married 
women  did  give  their  husbands  cause  for  jealousy;  but  to  her 
mind  they  were  a  kind  of  married  women  who  lived  in  another 
sphere  where  she  was  not  likely  to  encounter  them.  She  had 
never  expected  to  be  brought  near  such  an  enormity,  let  alone  to 
have  it  brought  home  to  herself  in  a  horrible  accusation,  and  the 
eflPect  of  it  was  a  shock  to  her  nervous  system — one  of  those  stun- 
ning blows  which  are  scarcely  felt  at  first  but  are  agonizing  in 
their  af ter-eflPects.  When  the  reaction  set  in,  Beth's  disgust  was 
so  great  it  took  a  physical  form  and  ended  by  making  her  vio- 
lently sick.  It  was  days  before  she  quite  recovered,  and  in  one 
sense  of  the  word  she  was  never  the  same  again. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

Dan  said  no  more  about  Sir  George  Galbraith,  and  indeed  he 
had  no  excuse,  for  Sir  George  did  not  come  again.  There  were 
other  men,  however,  who  came  to  the  house,  Dan's  own  friends, 
and  now  that  Beth's  eyes  were  opened  she  perceived  that  he 
watched  them  all  suspiciously  if  they  paid  her  any  attention ; 
and  if  she  showed  the  slightest  pleasure  in  the  conversation  of 
any  of  them  he  would  be  sure  to  make  some  sneering  remark 
about  it  afterward.  Dan  was  so  radically  vicious  that  the  notion 
of  any  one  being  virtuous  except  under  compulsion  was  incom- 
prehensible to  him. 

*'  Your  spirits  seem  to  go  up  when  Mr.  Vanrickards  is  here," 
he  observed  one  day. 

*'  Thank  you  for  warning  me,"  Beth  answered,  descending  to 
his  level  in  spite  of  herself ;  "  I  will  be  properly  depressed  the 
next  time  he  comes." 

But  although  she  could  keep  him  in  check  so  that  he  dared 
not  say  all  that  he  had  in  his  mind,  she  understood  him ;  and  the 
worst  of  it  was  that  his  coarse  and  brutal  jealousy  accustomed 
her  to  the  suspicion,  and  made  her  contemplate  the  possibility  of 
such  a  lapse  as  he  had  in  his  mind.  She  began  to  believe  that  he 
would  not  have  tormented  himself  so  if  husbands  did  not  ordi- 
narily have  good  reason  to  be  jealous  of  their  wives.  She  con- 
cluded that  such  treachery  of  man  to  man  as  he  dreaded  must  be 
normal.  And  then  also  she  realized  that  it  was  thought  possible 
for  a  married  woman  to  fall  in  love,  and  even  wondered  at  last  if 
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that  would  ever  be  her  own  ease.  D.an  had.  in  fact,  destroyed 
his  own  best  safeguard.  If  a  man  would  keep  his  wife  from 
evil,  he  should  not  teach  her  to  suspect  herself — neither  should 
he  familiarize  her  with  ideas  of  vice.  Since  their  marriage 
Dan's  whole  conversation  and  the  depravity  of  his  tastes 
and  habits  had  tended  toward  the  brutalization  of  Beth.  Mar- 
ried life  for  her  was  one  long  initiation  into  the  ways  of  the 
vicious. 

Dr.  Maclure's  sordid  jealousy  made  him  the  laughing  stock  of 
the  place,  though  he  never  suspected  it.  His  conceit  was  too 
great  to  let  him  suppose  that  any  sentiment  of  his  could  provoke 
ridicule.  It  became  matter  for  common  gossip,  however,  and 
from  that  time  forward  gentlemen  ceased  to  visit  the  house.  Men 
of  a  certain  kind  came  still — men  who  were  bound  to  Dan  by  kin- 
dred tastes,  but  not  such  as  he  cared  to  introduce  to  Beth-  These 
boon  companions  generally  came  in  the  evening,  and  were  enter- 
tained in  the  dining-room,  where  they  spent  the  night  together, 
smoking,  drinking,  and  talking  after  the  manner  of  their  kind. 
Beth  could  not  use  her  secret  chamber  after  dark,  for  fear  of  the 
light  being  seen,  so  she  staid  in  the  drawing-room  alone  till  she 
went  to  bed.  She  found  those  evenings  interminable,  and  the 
nights  more  trying  still.  She  could  not  read  or  write,  because  of 
the  noise  in  the  dining-room,  and  had  to  fall  back  on  her  sewing 
for  occupation ;  but  sewing  left  her  mind  open  to  any  obsession, 
and  only  too  often,  with  the  gross  laughter  from  the  next  room, 
scraps  of  the  topics  her  husband  delighted  in  came  to  her  recol- 
lection. When  Dan  discoursed  about  such  things  he  was  at  the 
high- water  mark  of  pleasure,  his  countenance  glowed,  and  enjoy- 
ment of  the  subject  was  expressed  in  all  his  person.  Beth's  better 
nature  revolted,  but,  alas  I  she  had  become  so  familiar  with  such 
subjects  by  this  time  that  although  she  loathed  them  she  could 
not  banish  them.  Life  from  her  husband's  point  of  view  was  a 
torment  to  her,  yet  under  the  pressure  of  his  immediate  influence 
it  was  forced  upon  her  attention  more  and  more — from  his  point 
of  view. 

When  she  went  to  bed  on  his  festive  nights  she  suffered  from 
the  dread  of  being  disturbed.  If  her  husband  were  called  out  at 
night  professionally,  it  was  a  pleasure  to  her  to  lie  awake  so  that 
she  might  be  ready  to  rise  the  moment  he  returned  and  get  him 
anything  he  wanted.  On  those  occasions  she  always  had  a  tray 
ready  for  him,  with  soup  to  be  heated  or  coffee  to  be  made  over  a 


414  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

spirit  lamp,  and  any  little  dainty  she  thought  would  refresh  him. 
She  was  fully  in  sympathy  with  him  in  his  work,  and  would  have 
spared  herself  no  fatigue  to  make  it  easier  for  him ;  but  she  de- 
spised him  for  his  vices,  and  refused  to  sacrifice  herself  in  order  to 
make  them  pleasanter  for  him.  When  he  staid  up  smoking  and 
drinking  half  the  night  she  resented  the  loss  of  sleep  entailed 
upon  her,  which  meant  less  energy  for  her  own  work  the  next 
day.  The  dread  of  being  disturbed  made  her  restless,  and  the 
futility  of  it  under  the  circumstances  exasperated  her.  She  suf- 
fered, too,  more  than  can  be  mentioned,  from  the  smell  of  alcohol 
and  tobacco,  of  which  he  reeked,  and  from  which  he  took  no 
trouble  to  purify  himself.  Often  and  often  when  she  had  tossed 
herself  into  a  fever  on  these  dreadful  nights  she  cried  for  long 
hours,  with  infinite  yearning,  to  be  safe  from  disturbance,  in  pu- 
rity and  peace ;  and  thought  how  happily,  how  serenely,  she  would 
have  slept  until  the  morning,  and  how  strong  and  fresh  she  would 
have  arisen  for  another  day's  work  had  she  been  left  alone.  Only 
once,  however,  did  she  complain.  Dan  was  going  out  in  a  par- 
ticularly cheerful  mood  that  night. 

"  Shall  you  be  late  ? "  she  asked. 

**  Yes,  probably ;  why  ? " 

"  Only  I  thought,  if  you  wouldn't  mind,  I  would  have  a  bed 
made  up  for  you  in  the  spare  room.  I  only  sleep  in  snatches 
when  you  are  out  and  I  am  expecting  you.  Every  sound  rouses 
me.  I  think  it  is  the  door  opening.  And  then  when  you  do 
come,  it  disturbs  me,  and  I  do  not  sleep  again.  If  you  don't 
mind,  I  should  prefer  to  be  alone  on  your  late  nights— your  late 
festive  nights." 

Dr.  Maclure  stood  looking  gloomily  into  the  fireplace. 

"  Have  I  annoyed  you,  Dan  ? "  Both  asked  at  last. 

He  walked  to  the  door,  stood  a  moment  with  his  back  to  her, 
then  turned  and  looked  at  her.  *'  Annoyed  is  not  the  word,"  he 
said.    "  You  have  wounded  me  deeply." 

He  opened  the  door  as  he  spoke,  and  went  out.  When  he  had 
gone,  Beth  sat  and  suffered.  She  could  not  bear  to  hurt  him ;  she 
was  not  yet  sufficiently  brutalized  for  that ;  so  she  said  no  more 
on  the  subject,  but  patiently  endured  the  long,  lonely  night 
watches,  and  the  after-companionship,  which  had  in  it  all  that  is 
most  trying  and  offensive  to  a  refined  and  delicate  woman. 
•  •.»••••• 

After  that  first  display  of  jealousy  Beth  discovered  that  her 
husband  pried  upon  her  continually.     He  was  very  high  and 
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mighty  on  the  subject  of  women  spying  upon  men ;  but  there 
seemed  no  meanness  he  would  not  compass  in  order  to  spy  upon  a 
woman.  He  had  duplicate  keys  to  her  drawers  and  boxes,  and 
rummaged  through  all  her  possessions  when  she  went  out.  One 
day  she  came  upon  him,  standing  before  her  wardrobe,  feeling  in 
the  pockets  of  her  dresses ;  and  on  another  occasion  she  discov- 
ered him  unawares  in  her  bedroom,  picking  little  scraps  of  paper 
out  of  the  slop  pail  and  piecing  them  together  to  see  what  she 
had  been  writing.  To  Beth,  accustomed  to  the  simple  honourable 
principles  of  her  parents,  and  to  the  confidence  with  which  her 
mother  had  left  her  letters  lying  about,  because  she  knew  that  not 
one  of  her  children  would  dream  of  looking  at  them,  Dan's  turpi- 
tude was  revolting.  On  those  occasions,  when  she  caught  him, 
he  did  not  hear  her  enter  the  room,  and  she  made  her  escape 
without  disturbing  him  and  stole  up  to  her  secret  chamber  and 
sat  there,  suffering  from  one  of  those  attacks  of  nausea  and  shiv- 
ering which  came  upon  her  in  moments  of  deep  disgust 

After  that  she  had  an  attack  of  illness  which  kept  her  in  bed 
for  a  week ;  but  even  then,  feverish  and  suffering  as  she  was,  and 
yearning  for  the  coolness  and  liberty  of  a  room  to  herself,  she 
dared  not  suggest  such  a  thing  for  fear  of  a  scene. 

While  she  was  still  in  bed  Dan  brought  her  some  letters  one 
morning.  He  made  no  remark  when  he  gave  them  to  her,  but  he 
had  opened  them  as  usual,  and  stood  watching  her  curiously  while 
slie  read  them.  The  first  she  looked  at  was  from  her  sister  Berna- 
dine,  and  had  a  black  border  round  it ;  but  she  took  it  out  of  its 
envc^lope  unsuspiciously,  and  read  the  words  that  were  uppermost: 
*'  Mamma  died  this  morning ^  In  a  moment  it  flashed  upon  her 
tliat  Dan  had  read  the  letter,  and  was  waiting  now  to  see  the  effect 
of  tlie  shock  upon  her.  She  immediately,  but  involuntarily,  set 
herself  to  baffle  his  cruel  curiosity.  With  a  calm,  illegible  face, 
slie  read  the  letter  from  beginning  to  end,  folded  it,  and  put  it 
back  in  its  envelope  deliberately ;  then  took  up  another,  which 
had  also  been  opened. 

But  feeling  suppressed  finds  vent  in  some  form  or  other,  and 
Betli  showed  temper  now  instead  of  showing  grief.  "  I  wish  you 
would  not  open  my  letters,"  she  said  irritably.  "All  the  freshness 
of  them  is  gone  for  me  when  you  open  them  without  my  permis- 
sion and  read  them  first*  Besides,  it  is  an  insult  to  my  corre- 
spondents. What  they  say  to  me  is  intended  for  me,  and  not 
for  you." 

*'  I  have  a  perfect  right  to  open  your  letters,"  he  retorted. 
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"  I  should  like  to  see  tHe  scripture  that  gives  you  the  right,  and 
I  should  advise  you  to  waive  it  if  you  do  not  wish  me  to  assume 
the  right  to  open  yours.  Your  petty  prying  keeps  me  in  a  con- 
tinual state  of  irritation.  I  shall  be  lowered  to  retaliate  sooner  or 
later.    So  stop  it,  please,  once  and  for  all." 

"  My  petty  prying,  indeed  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  Well,  that  is  a 
nice  thing  to  say  to  your  husband  I  Why,  even  when  I  do  open 
your  letters,  which  is  not  often,  I  never  read  them  without  your 
permission." 

"  Indeed  I "  said  Beth,  who  had  ceased  to  be  stunned  by  false- 
hoods.   *'  Then  be  good  enough  not  even  to  open  them  in  future." 

Dan  tried  to  express  injury  and  indignation  in  a  long  hard 
look ;  but  Beth  was  reading  another  letter,  and  took  no  further 
notice  of  him. 

He  hung  about  a  little,  watching  her. 

"  Any  news  ? "  he  ventured  at  last,  with  an  imperfect  assump- 
tion of  indifference. 

"  You  know  quite  well  what  my  news  is,"  she  answered  blunt- 
ly ;  "  and  I  am  not  going  to  discuss  it  with  you.  I  wish  you  would 
leave  me  alone." 

"  Well,  you're  a  nice  pill  1 "  said  Dan,  discomfited. 

Beth  looked  up  at  him.  *'  What  are  you  doing  with  your  hat 
on  in  my  bedroom  ? "  she  asked  sharply.  ''  I  thought  I  had  made 
you  understand  that  you  must  treat  me  with  respect,  even  if  I  am 
your  wife." 

Dan  uttered  a  coarse  oath,  and  left  the  room,  banging  the  door 
after  him. 

"  Thank  Heaven — at  last  I "  Beth  ejaculated.  She  had  been  too 
anxious  to  get  rid  of  him  to  scruple  about  the  means ;  but  when 
he  had  gone  a  reaction  set  in,  and  she  lay  back  on  her  pillows, 
flushed,  excited,  furious  with  him,  disgusted  with  herself.  She 
felt  she  was  falling  away  from  all  her  ideals.  "  As  the  husband  is 
the  wife  is  "  ;  the  words  flashed  through  her  mind,  but  she  would 
not  believe  it  inevitable.  But  if  she  should  degenerate,  her  own 
nature  was  too  large,  too  strong,  too  generous  to  cast  the  blame  on 
any  one  but  herself.  "  No  I "  she  exclaimed.  "  We  are  what  we  al- 
low ourselves  to  be." 

Swift  following  upon  that  thought  came  the  recollection  of  a 
bad  fall  she  had  had  when  she  was  a  little  child  in  Ireland,  and 
the  way  her  mother  had  picked  her  up,  and  cuddled  her,  and  com- 
forted her.  Beth  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of  tears.  She  had  under- 
stood her  mother  better  than  her  mother  had  understood  her,  had 
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felt  for  her  privations,  had  admired  and  imitated  her  patient  en- 
durance ;  and  now  to  think  that  it  waa  too  late,  to  think  that  she 
had  gone,  and  it  would  never  be  in  Beth's  power  to  brighten  her 
life  or  lessen  the  hardship  of  it  I  That  was  all  she  thought  of. 
Every  week  since  her  marriage  she  had  sent  her  mother  a  long, 
cheerful,  amusing  letter,  full  of  pleasant  details,  an  exercise  in 
that  form  of  composition ;  but  with  never  a  hint  of  her  troubles ; 
and  Mrs,  Caldwell  died  under  the  happy  delusion  that  it  was  well 
with  Beth.  She  never  suspected  that  she  had  married  Beth  to  a 
low-bom  man — not  low-born  in  the  sense  of  being  a  tradesman's 
son,  for  a  tradesman's  son  may  be  an  honest  and  upright  gentle- 
man, just  as  a  peer's  son  may  be  a  cheat  and  a  snob  ;  but  low-bom 
in  that  he  came  of  jt^irents  who  were  capable  of  fraud  and  deceit 
in  social  relations,  and  had  taught  him  no  scheme  of  life  in  which 
honour  played  a  conspicuous  part.  Beth  had  done  her  best  for 
her  mother,  but  there  waa  no  one  now  to  remind  her  of  this  for 
her  comfort,  poor  miserable  little  girl  I  Her  courageous  toil  had 
gone  for  nothing — her  mother  would  never  even  know  of  it ;  and 
it  seemed  to  her  in  that  moment  of  deep  disheartemnent  as  if 
everything  she  tried  was  to  be  equally  ineffectual. 

Hours  later,  Minna,  the  housemaid,  came  and  found  Beth  sit^ 
ting  up  in  bed,  sobbing  hopelessly,  and  got  her  tea,  and  staid 
with  her,  making  her  put  some  restraint  upon  herself  by  the  mere 
fact  of  her  presence ;  and  presently  Beth,  in  her  human  way,  began 
to  talk  about  her  mother  to  the  girl,  which  relieved  her.  Mrs. 
Caldwell  had  only  been  ill  a  few  days,  and  not  seriously,  aa  it  was 
supposed ;  the  end  had  come  quite  suddenly,  so  that  Beth  had 
never  been  warned. 

Dan  did  not  come  in  till  next  morning,  which  was  a  great  re- 
lief to  her.  She  meant  to  speak  about  the  news  to  him  when  he 
appeared,  but  somehow  the  moment  she  saw  him  her  heart  hard- 
ened, and  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  utter  a  word  on  the  sub- 
ject The  position  waa  awkward  for  him  ;  but  he  got  out  of  it 
adroitly  by  pretending  he  had  seen  an  announcement  of  the  death 
in  the  paper. 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  go  to  the  funeral,"  he  said.  "  There  is 
doubtless  a  will." 

"  Doubtless,"  said  Beth ;  "  but  you  will  not  benefit  by  it  if  that 
is  what  you  are  thinking  of.  Mamma  considered  that  I  was  pro- 
vided for,  and  therefore  she  left  the  little  she  had  to  Bernadine. 
She  told  me  herself,  because  she  wanted  me  to  understand  her 
reason  for  making  such  a  difference  between  us ;  and  I  think  she 
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was  quite  right.  She  may  have  left  me  two  or  three  hundred 
pounds,  but  it  will  not  be  more  than  that" 

"  But  even  that  will  be  something  toward  the  bills,"  said  Dan, 
his  countenance,  which  had  dropped  considerably,  clearing  again. 

Beth  looked  at  him  with  a  set  countenance,  but  said  no  more. 
She  had  begun  to  observe  that  the  bills  only  became  pressing  when 
her  allowance  was  due. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

Some  one  in  Slane  gave  Sir  George  Galbraith  a  hint  of  Dan's 
coarse  jealousy,  and  he  had  judged  it  better  for  Beth  that  he 
should  not  call  again ;  but  his  interest  in  her  and  his  desire  to 
help  her  increased  if  anything.  He  had  read  her  manuscripts 
carefully  himself,  and  obtained  Ideala's  opinion  of  them  also ; 
but  Betli  had  not  done  her  best  by  any  means  in  those  she  had 
given  him.  She  had  written  them  for  the  purpose  for  one  thing, 
which  was  fatal,  for  her  style  had  stiffened  with  anxiety  to  do 
her  best,  and  her  ideas,  instead  of  flowing  spontaneously,  had 
been  forced  and  formal,  as  her  manner  was  when  she  was  shy.  It 
is  one  thing  to  have  a  fine  theory  of  art  and  high  principles  (and  an 
excellent  thing,  too) ;  but  it  is  quite  another  to  put  them  into  effect, 
especially  when  you  are  in  a  hurry  to  arrive.  Hurry  misplaced 
is  hindrance.  If  Beth  had  given  Sir  George  some  one  of  the  little 
things  which  she  had  written  in  sheer  exuberance  of  thought  and 
feeling,  without  hampering  hopes  of  doing  anything  with  them, 
he  would  have  been  very  differently  impressed ;  but,  even  as  it 
was,  what  she  had  given  him  was  as  full  of  promise  as  it  was  full 
of  faults,  and  he  was  convinced  that  he  had  not  been  mistaken  in 
her,  especially  when  he  found  that  Ideala  thought  even  better  of 
her  prospects  than  he  did.  Ideala,  who  was  an  impulsive  and  gen- 
erous woman,  wrote  warmly  on  the  subject,  and  Sir  George  sent 
her  letters  to  Beth  with  a  few  lines  of  kindly  expressed  encourage- 
ment from  himself.  He  returned  her  manuscripts;  and  when 
Beth  saw  them  again  she  was  greatly  dissatisfied.  The  faults  her 
friends  had  pointed  out  to  her  she  plainly  perceived,  and  more 
also ;  but  she  could  not  see  the  merits.  She  was  too  diflSdent  to 
be  puffed  up  by  praise ;  it  only  made  her  the  niore  fastidious 
about  her  work  ;  but  in  that  way  it  helped  her. 

Sir  George's  kindness  did  not  stop  at  criticism,  however,  tie 
was  cut  off  from  her  himself,  and  could  expect  no  help  from  his 
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wife,  whose  nervous  system  bad  suffered  so  much  from  the  shock 
of  unhappy  circumstances  in  her  youth  that  she  could  not  now 
bear  even  to  hear  of,  let  alone  to  be  brought  in  contact  with,  any 
form  of  sorrow  or  suffering;  but  there  were  other  ladies — Mrs. 
Eilpoy  of  llverthorpe,  for  instance.  Sir  George  had  knowai  her 
all  his  life,  and  went  specially  to  ask  her  as  a  favour  to  counte- 
nance Beth. 

"  I  want  you  to  be  kind  to  Mrs.  Maclure,  Angelica,"  he  said. 
"She's  far  too  good  for  that  plausible  bounder  of  a  barber's 
block  she's  married " 

"  Then  why  did  she  marry  him  ( "  Angelica  interrupted  in  her 
vivacious  way. 

'"  Fitehforked  into  it  at  the  suggestion  of  her  frieuds  in  her 
infancy,  I  should  say,  reasoning  by  induction,'"  he  answered. 
'"  That's  generally  the  explanation  in  these  cases.  But,  at  any 
rate,  she's  not  going  to  be  happy  with  him.  And  she's  a  charm- 
ing little  creature,  very  sweet  and  docile  naturally,  and  with  un- 
usual ability,  or  I'm  much  mistaken — and  plenty  of  spirit,  too, 
when  she's  roused,  I  should  anticipate.  But  at  present,  in  her 
childish  ignorance,  she's  yielding  where  she  should  resist,  and 
she'll  be  brutalized  if  no  one  comes  to  tlie  rescue.  I  don't  trust 
that  man  Maclure.  A  man  who  speaks  flippantly  of  things  that 
should  be  respected  is  not  a  man  who  will  be  scrupulous  when  his 
own  interests  are  concerned ;  and  such  a  man  has  it  in  his  power 
to  make  the  life  of  a  girl  a  hell  upon  earth  in  ways  which  she 
will  not  complain  of  if  she  has  no  knowledge  to  use  in  self-defence, 
and  girls  seldom  Lave " 

"As  I  have  learned,  alas,  from  bitter  experience  in  my  work 
among  the  victims  of  holy  matrimony  I "  Angelica  interposed 
bitterly.  "Oh,  how  sickening  it  all  is!  Sometimes  I  envy 
Evadne  in  that  she  is  able  to  refuse  to  know." 

Sir  George  was  silent  for  a  little ;  then  he  said  :  "  This  is  likely 
to  be  a  more  than  usually  pathetic  case,  because  of  the  girl's  un- 
usual character  and  promise ;  and  also  because  her  brain  is  too 
delicately  i>oised  to  stand  the  kind  of  shocks  and  jars  that  threaten 
her.    You  will  take  pity  on  her,  Angelica  ?" 

Mrs.  Kilroy  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "How  can  I  counte- 
nance a  woman  who  acquiesces  in  such  a  position  as  her  husband 
holds,  and  actually  lives  on  his  degrading  work! " 

"I  don't  believe  she  knows  anytliing  about  it,"  he  rejoined. 

"If  I  were  sure  of  that "  said  Angelica,  meditating. 

"  It  is  easy  enough  to  make  sure,"  he  suggested. 
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Mrs.  Carne,  wife  of  the  leading  medical  man  in  Slane,  con- 
ceived it  to  be  her  duty  to  patronize  Beth  to  the  extent  of  an 
occasional  formal  call,  as  she  was  the  wife  of  a  junior  practitioner ; 
and  Beth  duly  returned  these  calls,  because  she  was  determined 
not  to  make  enemies  for  Dan  by  showing  any  resentment  for  the 
slights  she  had  suffered  in  Slane. 

Feeling  depressed  indoors  one  dreary  afternoon,  she  set  off 
alone,  as  usual,  to  pay  one  of  these  visits.  She  rather  hoped  per- 
haps to  find  some  sort  of  satisfaction  by  way  of  reward  for  the 
brave  discharge  of  an  uncongenial  duty. 

On  the  way  into  town  Dan  passed  her  in  his  dogcart  with  a 
casual  nod,  bespattering  her  with  mud.  "  You'll  have  your  car- 
riage soon,  please  God  I  and  never  have  to  walk.  I  hate  to  see  a 
delicate  woman  on  foot  in  the  mud."  Beth  remembered  the 
words  so  well,  and  Dan's  pious  intonation  as  he  uttered  them, 
and  she  laughed.  She  had  a  special  little  laugh  for  exhibitions 
of  this  kind  of  divergence  between  Dan's  precepts  and  his  prac- 
tices. But  even  as  she  laughed  her  face  contracted  with  a  sudden 
spasm  of  pain,  and  she  ejaculated  :  "  But  I  shall  succeed  I " 

Mrs.  Came  was  at  home,  and  Beth  was  shown  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, where  she  found  several  other  lady  visitors — Mrs.  Kil- 
roy,  Mrs.  Orton  Beg,  Lady  Fulda  Guthrie,  and  Ideala.  The  two 
last  she  had  not  met  before. 

"  Where  wiU  you  sit  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Came,  who  was  an  effusive 
little  person.  "  What  a  day !  You  were  brave  to  come  out, 
though  perhaps  it  will  do  you  good.  My  husband  says.  Go  out  in 
all  weathers  and  battle  with  the  breeze ;  there's  nothing  like 
exercise." 

**  Battling  with  the  breeze  and  an  umbrella  on  a  wet  day  is  not 
exercise ;  it  is  exasperation,"  B^th  answered,  and  at  the  sound  of 
her  peculiarly  low,  clear,  cultivated  voice,  the  conversation  stopped 
suddenly,  and  every  one  in  the  room  looked  at  her.  She  seemed 
unaware  of  the  attention.  In  fact,  she  ignored  every  one  present 
except  the  hostess.  This  was  her  habitual  manner  now,  assumed 
to  save  herself  from  slights.  When  she  entered,  Mrs.  Kilroy  had 
half  risen  from  her  seat  and  endeavoured  to  attract  her  atten- 
tion ;  but  Beth  passed  her  by,  deliberately  chose  a  seat,  and  sat 
down.  Her  demeanour,  so  apparently  cold  and  self-contained,  was 
calculated  to  command  respect ;  but  it  cost  Beth  a  great  deal  to 
maintain  it  She  felt  she  was  alone  in  an  unfriendly  atmosphere, 
a  poor  little  thing,  shabbily  dressed  in  homemade  mourning,  and 
despised  for  she  knew  not  what  offence ;  and  she  suffered  horribly. 
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She  had  grown  very  fragile  by  this  time,  and  looked  almost  child- 
ishly young.  Her  eyes  were  unnaturally  large  and  wistful,  her 
mouth  drooped  at  the  corners,  and  the  whole  expression  of  her 
face  was  pathetic.  Mrs.  Eilroy  looked  at  her  seriously,  and 
thought  to  herself,  "  That  girl  is  suffering." 

Mrs.  Came  offered  Beth  tea,  but  she  refused  it.  She  could  not 
accept  such  inhuman  hospitality.  She  had  come  to  do  her  duty, 
not  to  force  a  welcome.  She  glanced  at  the  clock.  Five  minutes 
more  and  she  miglit  go.  The  conversation  buzzed  on  about  her. 
She  was  sitting  nest  to  a  strange  lady,  a  serene  and  dignified 
woman,  dressed  in  black  velvet  and  sable.  Beth  glanced  at  her 
the  first  time  with  indifference,  but  looked  again  with  interest. 
Mrs.  Came  bustled  up  and  spoke  to  tlie  lady  in  her  effusive  way. 

"  You  are  better,  I  hope,"  she  said,  as  she  handed  lier  some 
tea.    "  It  really  is  sweet  to  see  you  looking  so  much  yourself 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  am  quite  well  again  now,  thanks  to  your  good 
husband,"  the  lady  answered.  "  But  he  has  given  me  so  many 
tonics  and  things  lately  I  always  seem  to  be  shaking  bottles.  I 
am  quite  set  in  that  attitude.  Everything  I  touch  I  shake.  I 
found  myself  shaking  my  watch  instead  of  winding  it  up  the 
other  day.'" 

"  Ah,  then,  you  are  quite  yourself  again,  I  see,"  Mrs.  Carne 
said  archly.  "  But  why  didn't  you  come  to  the  Wilmingtons' 
last  night  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  know  I  never  go  to  those  functions  if  I  can  help  it," 
the  lady  answered,  her  gentle,  rather  drawling  voice  lending  a 
charm  to  the  words  quite  apart  from  their  meaning.  "  I  can  not 
stand  the  kind  of  conversation  to  which  one  is  reduced  on  such 
occasions— if  you  can  call  that  conversation  which  is  but  the 
cackle  of  geese,  each  repeating  the  utterances  of  the  other.  When 
the  Lord  loves  a  woman  I  think  he  takes  her  out  of  society  by 
some  means  or  other,  and  keeps  her  out  of  it  for  her  good." 

Beth  knew  that  if  she  had  said  such  a  thing  Mrs.  Came  would 
have  received  it  with  a  stony  stare,  but  now  she  simpered.  "  That 
is  so  like  you  1 "  she  gushed.  "  But  the  Wilmingtons'  were  dread- 
fully disappointed." 

"  They  will  get  over  it,"  the  lady  answered,  glancing  round 
indifferently. 

"  How  are  you  getting  on  with  your  new  book,  Ideala  ? "  Mrs. 
Kilroy  asked  her  across  the  room.  Beth  instantly  froze  to  atten- 
tion.    This  was  her  friend,  then.  Sir  George's  Ideala. 
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"  I  have  not  got  into  the  swing  of  it  yet/'  Ideala  answered. 
"  It  is  all  dot-and-go-one — ^a  uniform  ruggedness,  which  is  not  true 
either  to  life  or  mind.  Our  ways  in  the  world  are  stony  enough 
at  times,  but  they  are  not  all  stones.  There  are  smooth  stretches 
along  which  we  gallop,  and  sheltered  grassy  spaces  where  we 
rest." 

"What  I  love  about  your  work  is  the  style,^''  said  Mrs. 
Came. 

"  Do  you  ? "  Ideala  rejoined  somewhat  dryly,  as  it  seemed  to 
Beth.     "  But  what  is  style  ? " 

*'  I  am  so  bad  at  definitions,"  said  Mrs.  Came ;  **  but  I  feel  it 
you  know." 

"  As  if  it  were  a  thing  in  itself  to  be  adopted  or  acquired,"  said 
Ideala. 

"Yes,  quite  so,"  said  Mrs.  Carne  in  a  tone  of  relief,  as  of  one 
who  has  acquitted  herself  better  than  she  expected  and  is  satis- 
fied. 

"  I  am  sure  it  is  not,"  Beth  burst  out,  forgetting  herself  and 
her  slights  all  at  once^in  the  interest  of  the  subject  "  I  have  been 
reading  the  lives  of  authors  lately,  together  with  their  works,  and 
it  seems  to  me,  in  the  case  of  all  who  had  genius,  that  their  style 
was  the  outcome  of  their  characters — their  principles — the  view 
they  took  of  the  subject — that  is,  if  they  were  natural  and  power- 
ful writers.  Only  the  second-rate  people  have  a  manufactured 
style,  and  force  their  subject  to  adapt  itself  to  it — the  kind  of  peo- 
ple whose  style  is  mentioned  quite  apart  from  their  matter.  In 
the  great  ones  the  style  is  the  outcome  of  the  subject.  Each  emo- 
tion has  its  own  form  of  expression.  The  language  of  passion  is 
intense ;  of  pleasure,  jocund,  easy,  abundant ;  of  content,  calm  ; 
of  happiness,  strong,  but  restrained ;  of  love,  warm,  tender.  The 
language  of  artificial  feeling  is  artificial ;  there  is  no  mistaking 
insincerity  when  a  writer  is  not  sincere ;  and  the  language  of 
true  feeling  is  equally  unmistakable.  It  is  simple,  easy,  unaf- 
fected ;  and  it  is  the  same  in  all  ages.  The  artificial  styles  of 
yesterday  go  out  of  fashion  with  the  dresses  their  authors  wear, 
and  become  an  offence  to  our  taste ;  but  Shakespeare's  periods  ap- 
peal to  every  generation.  He  wrote  from  the  heart  as  well  as  the 
head,  and  triumphed  in  the  grace  of  Nature." 

Beth  stopped  short  and  coloured  crimson,  finding  that  every 
one  in  the  room  was  listening  to  her. 

Mrs.  Carne  stood  while  she  was  speaking  with  a  cup  of  tea  in 
her  hand,  and  tried  to  catch  Ideala's  eye  in  order  to  signal  with 
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raised  eyebrows  her  contempt  for  Beth's  opinion ;  but  Ideala  was 
listening  with  approval." 

*'  That  is  exactly  what  I  think,"  she  exclaimed,  "  only  I  could 
not  have  expressed  it  as  you  have.  You  write  yourself,  doubt- 
less ? " 

But  Beth  had  become  confused,  and  only  gazed  at  her  by  way 
of  reply.  She  felt  she  had  done  the  wrong  thing  to  speak  out 
like  that  in  such  surroundings,  and  she  regretted  every  word 
and  burned  with  vexation.  Then  suddenly  in  herself,  as 
before,  something  seemed  to  say,  or  rather  to  flash  forth  the 
exclamation  for  her  comfort :  "  I  shall  succeed  I  I  shall  suc- 
ceed ! " 

She  drew  herself  up  and  looked  round  on  them  all  with  a  look 
that  transformed  her.  Such  an  assurance  in  herself  was  not  to  be 
doubted.  The  day  would  come  when  they  would  be  glad  enough 
to  see  her,  when  she,  too,  would  be  heard  with  respect  and  quoted. 
She,  the  least  considered,  she  in  her  shabby  gloves,  neglected, 
slighted,  despised,  alone,  she  would  arrive,  would  have  done  some- 
thing— more  than  them  all  I 

She  arose  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  futurity,  and  was  halfway 
home  before  she  came  to  and  found  herself  tearing  along  through 
the  rain  with  her  head  forward  and  her  hands  clasped  across  her 
chest,  urged  to  energy  by  the  cry  in  her  heart :  **  I  shall  succeed  I 
I  shall  succeed  I " 

*'  Who  was  that  ? "  said  Ideala  in  a  startled  voice  when  Beth 
jumped  up  and  left  the  room. 

'*  The  wife  of  that  Dr.  Maclure,  you  know,"  Mrs.  Carne  replied. 
*'  Her  manners  seem  somewhat  abrupt.  She  forgot  to  say  good- 
bye.   I  did  not  know  she  was  by  way  of  being  clever." 

''  By  way  of  being  clever !  "  Ideala  ejaculated.  "  I  wish  I  had 
known  who  she  was.  Why  didn't  you  introduce  her  ?  By  way 
of  being  clever,  indeed !  Why,  she  is  just  what  I  have  missed 
being  with  all  my  cleverness,  or  I  am  much  mistaken,  and  that  is 
a  genius.  And  what  is  more  important  to  us,  I  suspect  she  is  the 
genius  for  whom  we  are  waiting.  Why,  ivhy  didn't  you  name 
her  ?  It  is  the  old  story.  She  came  unto  her  own  and  her  own 
received  her  not." 

"  I — I  never  dreamed  you  would  care  to  know  her — her  posi- 
tion, you  know "  Mrs.  Carne  stammered,  disconcerted. 

''  Her  position !  What  is  her  position  to  me  ? "  Ideala  ex- 
claimed. *'  It  is  the  girl  herself  I  think  of.  Besides,  I  dare  say 
she  doesn't  even  know  what  her  position  is ! " 
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**  Tliat  iH  what  Sir  George  says,  and  he  knows  her  well,"  Mrs. 
Kilroy  inUjriK>wKl. 

"  Hut  I  never  suspected  that  she  was  in  the  least  interesting," 
Mrs.  Came  jirotfisted ;  "  and  I'm  sure  she  doesn't  look  attractive — 
such  an  expression  I " 

"  You  are  to  blame  for  that,  all  of  you,"  Ideala  rejoined,  with 
sorruithii)^  in  her  gentle  way  of  speaking  which  had  the  effect  of 
stwjngth  and  v<jhemence.  "  I  know  how  it  has  been.  She  is  sen- 
sitive?, and  you  liave  made  her  feel  there  is  something  wrong. 
You  have  treated  her  so  that  she  expects  no  kindness  from  you : 
and  Kf>,  from  difttdcmce  and  restraint  of  tenderness,  her  face  has 
w*i  iiard  into  coldness.  But  that  is  only  a  mask.  How  you  treat 
iiiuih  oth<jr,  you  women!  And  you  are  as  wanting  in  discern- 
m(5nt,  t<x),  as  you  are  in  kindness  and  sympathy.  She  has  had  to 
put  on  that  mask  of  coldness  to  hide  what  you  make  her  suffer, 
and  it  will  take  long  loving  to  melt  it  now,  and  make  her  look 
human  again.  You  misinterpret  her  silence,  too.  How  can  you 
exiKict  her  U)  be  interesting  if  you  take  no  interest  in  her.  But 
look  at  h(5r  eyes  I  Any  one  with  the  least  kindly  discernment 
might  have  seen  the  love  and  living  interest  there  I  If  she  had 
be(in  in  a  good  position,  everybody  would  have  found  her  as  sin- 
gularly intonisting  as  she,  without  caring  a  rap  for  our  position, 
has  found  us.  She  sees  through  us  all  with  those  eyes  of  hers — ay, 
and  beycmd  I  She  sees  what  we  have  never  seen  and  never  shall 
in  this  incarnati(m ;  hers  are  the  vision  and  the  dream  that  are  de- 
nied to  us.  Wer(^  she  to  come  forward  as  a  leader  to-morrow  I 
would  follow  her  humbly,  and  do  as  she  told  me.  ...  I  read 
Hoin(^  of  her  writings  the  other  day,  but  I  thought  they  were  the 
work  of  a  mature  woman.  Had  I  known  she  was  such  a  child  I 
should  hav(^  wondered!" 

"Dour  me  I  does  slie  really  write  ?"  said  Mrs.  Carne.  "Well, 
you  Hiu^prise  me  I  I  should  never  have  dreamed  that  she  had  any- 
tliing  in  her!" 

"  You  make  me  feel  asliamed  of  myself,  Ideala,"  said  Mrs. 
Kilroy  with  contrition.  "I  ought  to  have  known— but  I  could 
tliink  of  nothing,  see  nothing  in  her  but  that  horrible  busi- 
n(»ss— I  shall  certainly  do  my  best  now,  however,  when  we  re- 
turn from  town,  to  cultivate  her  acquaintance  if  she  will  let 
me." 

"  Let  you  1 "  Mi»s.  Carne  ejaculated  with  her  insinuating  smile. 
"  I  should  think  she  would  be  flattered." 
"  1  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  said  Ideala. 
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"  Neither  am  I,"  said  Mrs.  Kilroy.  "  I  only  wish  I  were.  But 
she  ignored  us  all  rather  pointedly  when  she  came  in." 

*'  To  save  herself  from  being,  ignored,  I  suppose,"  said  Ideala 
bitterly.     "  The  girl  is  self-respecting." 

"  I  confess  I  liked  her  the  first  time  I  saw  her,"  said  Mrs.  Orton 
Beg ;  "  but  afterward,  when  I  heard  what  her  husband  was,  I  felt 
forced  to  ignore  her.  How  can  you  countenance  her  if  she  ap- 
proves ? " 

*'  It  was  a  mistake  to  take  her  approval  for  granted,"  said  Mre. 
Kilroy.     **  Ideala  would  have  inquired." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Ideala.  "  I  take  nothing  for  granted.  If  •[  hear 
anything  nice,  I  believe  it ;  but  if  I  hear  anything  objectionable 
about  any  one,  I  either  inquire  about  it  or  refuse  to  believe  it 
point  blank.  And  in  a  case  like  this  I  should  be  doubly  particu- 
lar ;  for,  in  one  of  its  many  moods,  genius  is  a  young  child  that 
gazes  hard  and  sees  nothing." 

"  And  you  really  think  the  little  woman  is  a  genius,  and  will 
be  a  great  writer  some  day  ? "  Mrs.  Carne  asked,  with  exaggerated 
deference  to  Ideala's  opinion. 

"  I  don't  know  about  being  a  writer,"  said  Ideala.  "  Genius  is 
versatile.  There  are  many  ways  in  which  she  might  succeed.  It 
depends  on  herself — on  the  way  she  is  finally  impelled  to  choose. 
But  great  she  will  be  in  something — if  she  lives." 

*'  Let  us  hope  that  she  will  be.a  great  benefactor  of  her  own  sex, 
then,  and  do  great  good,"  said  the  gentle  Lady  Fulda. 

"Amen !  "  Ideala,  Mrs.  Orton  Beg,  and  Mrs.  Kilroy  ejaculated 
fervently. 

Mrs.  Carne  tried  to  put  off  her  agreeable  society  smile  and  put 
on  her  Sunday-in-church  expression,  but  was  not  in  time.  When 
we  only  assume  an  attitude  once  a  week,  be  it  mental  or  physical, 
we  do  not  fall  into  it  readily  on  a  sudden. 

"  Not  that  working  for  women  as  a  career  is  what  I  should  wish 
her  for  her  own  comfort,"  said  Ideala,  after  a  pause.  "  Women 
who  work  for  women  in  the  present  period  of  our  progress — I 
mean  the  women  who  bring  about  the  changes  which  benefit 
their  sex — must  resign  themselves  to  martyrdom.  Only  the 
martyr  spirit  will  carry  them  through.  Men  will  often  help  and 
respect  them ;  but  other  women,  especially  the  workers  with 
methods  of  their  own,  will  make  their  lives  a  burden  to  them 
w  ith  pin  pricks  of  criticism,  and  every  petty  hindrance  they  can 
put  in  their  way.  Tliere  is  little  union  between  women  workers, 
and  less  tolerance.  Each  leader  thinks  her  own  idea  the  only 
28 
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good  one,  and  disapproves  of  every  other.  They  seldom  see  that 
many  must  be  working  in  many  ways  to  complete  the  work. 
And  as  to  the  bulk  of  women,  those  who  will  benefit  by  our  devo- 
tion I  they  bespatter  us  with  mud,  stone  us,  slander  us,  calumniate 
us ;  and,  even  in  the  very  act  of  taking  advantage  of  the  changes 
we  have  brought  about,  ignore  us,  slight  us,  push  us  under,  and 
step  upon  our  bodies  to  secure  the  benefits  which  our  endeavours 
have  made  it  possible  for  them  to  enjoy.  I  know ! .  I  have  worked 
for  women  these  many  years,  and  could  I  show  you  my  heart  you 
would  find  it  covered  with  scars — the  scars  of  the  wounds  with 
which  they  reward  me." 

•  •••  •  •••• 

When  Beth  got  in  that  day  she  found  Dan  standing  in  the 
hall  examining  a  letter  addressed  to  herself.  She  took  it  out  of 
his  hand  without  ceremony  and  tore  it  open.  "Hurrah!"  she 
exclaimed  ;  "  it's  accepted." 

"  What's  accepted  ? "  he  asked. 

"  An  article  I  sent  to  Sunshine.  And  the  editor  says  he  would 
like  to  see  some  more  of  my  work,"  Beth  rejoined,  almost  dancing 
with  delight 

"  I  don't  suppose  that  will  put  much  in  your  pocket,"  Dan  ob- 
served.    "  He  wouldn't  praise  you  if  he  meant  to  pay  you." 

"  But  he  has  sent  me  a  cheque  for  thirty  shillings,"  said  Beth. 

Dan's  expression  changed.  "  Then  you  may  be  sure  it's  worth 
double,"  he  said.  "  But  you  might  get  some  nice  note  paper  for 
me  out  of  it,  and  have  it  stamped  with  my  crest,  like  a  good  girl. 
It's  necessary  in  my  profession,  and  I've  finished  the  last  you 
got." 

Beth  laughed  as  she  had  laughed— that  same  peculiar  mirth- 
less little  laugh— when  he  drove  past  her  and  splashed  her  with 
mud  on  the  road.  "  It  never  seems  to  occur  to  you  that  I  may 
have  some  little  wants  of  my  own,  Dan,"  she  said.  "  You  are  a 
perfect  horse-leech's  daughter." 

Dan  gazed  at  her  blankly.  He  never  seemed  to  understand 
any  such  allusion.  "  YouVe  got  a  grievance,  have  you  ? "  he 
snarled.     "  Do  /  ever  prevent  you  getting  anything  you  like  ? " 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders  by  way  of  answer,  and  went  into 
the  dining-room.  He  followed  her,  bent  on  making  a  scene,  the 
which,  when  she  perceived  it,  she  set  herself  down  on  a  chair 
and  folded  her  hands. 

He  took  a  turn  up  and  down  the  room.  "  And  this  is  my  fijie 
marriage  into  a  county  family  which  was  to  have  done  so  much 
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for  me ! "  he  ejaculated  at  last.  "  But  I  might  have  known  better, 
considering  the  hole  I  took  you  out  of.  You've  soon  forgotten  all 
I've  done  for  you." 

Beth  smiled  enigmatically. 

"  Oh,  yes !  it's  a  laughing  matter,"  he  proceeded.  "  I've  just 
ruined  myself  by  marrying  you,  that's  what  I've  done.  Not  a 
soul  in  the  place  will  come  to  the  house  because  of  you.  Nobody 
could  ever  stand  you  but  me,  and  what  have  I  got  by  it  ?  Not  a 
halfpenny  I    It  was  just  a  swindle,  the  whole  business." 

*'  Be  careful ! "  Beth  flashed  forth.  "  If  you  make  such  asser- 
tions you  must  prove  them.  The  day  is  past  when  a  man  might 
insult  his  wife  with  impunity.  I  have  already  told  you  I  won't 
stand  it.     It  would  neither  be  good  for  you  nor  for  me  if  I  did." 

"  It  was  a  swindle,'*  he  bawled.  '*  Where  are  the  six  or  seven 
hundred  a  year  I  married  you  for  ? " 

Beth  looked  at  him  a  moment,  then  burst  out  laughing.  "  Dear 
Dan,"  she  said,  offering  him  the  cheque.  "  You  shall  have  the 
thirty  shillings  all  to  yourself.  You  deserve  it  for  telling  the 
truth  for  once.  I  consider  I  have  had  the  best  of  the  bargain 
though.    Thirty  shillings  is  cheap  for  such  valuable  information." 

"  Oh,  damn  you ! "  said  Dan,  leaving  the  room  and  banging  the 
door  after  him. 

Beth  signed  the  cheque  and  left  it  lying  on  his  writing  table. 
She  never  saw  it  again. 

Then  she  went  up  to  her  secret  chamber  and  spent  long  hours 
— sobbing,  sobbing,  sobbing,  as  if  the  marks  of  her  married  life 
on  her  character  could  be  washed  away  with  tears. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

Beth  had  made  twenty-five  pounds  in  eighteen  months  by  her 
beautiful  embroideries ;  but  after  her  mother's  death  she  did  no 
more  for  sale,  neither  did  she  spend  the  money.  She  had  suffered 
so  many  humiliations  for  want  of  money,  it  made  her  feel  safer 
to  liave  some  by  her.  She  gave  herself  up  to  study  at  this  time, 
and  wrote  a  great  deal.  It  was  winter  now,  and  she  was  often 
driven  down  from  her  secret  chamber  to  the  dining-room  by  the 
cold.  When  Dan  came  in  and  found  her  at  work  he  would  sniff 
contemptuously  or  facetiously,  according  to  his  mood  at  the  mo- 
ment.   *'  Wasting  paper  as  usual,  eh  ?    Better  be  sewing  on  my 
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buttons/*  was  his  invariable  remark — not  that  his  buttons  were 
ever  off,  or  that  Beth  ever  sewed  them  on  either.  She  was  too 
good  an  organizer  to  do  other  people's  work  for  them. 

She  made  no  reply  to  Dan's  sallies.  With  him  her  mind  was 
in  a  state  of  solitary  confinement  always — ^not  a  good  thing  for 
her  health,  but  better  on  the  whole  than  any  attempt  to  discuss 
her  ideas  with  him,  or  to  talk  to  him  about  anything,  indeed,  but 
himself. 

Beth  fared  well  that  winter,  however — fared  well  in  herself, 
that  is.  She  had  some  glorious  moments,  revelling  in  the  joy  of 
creation.  There  is  a  mental  analogy  to  all  physical  processes. 
Fertility  in  life  comes  of  love ;  and  in  art  the  fervour  of  produc- 
tion is  also  accompanied  by  a  rapture  and  preceded  by  a  passion 
of  its  own.  When  Beth  was  in  a  good  mood  for  work  it  was  like 
love — love  without  the  lover — she  felt  all  the  joy  of  love  with 
none  of  the  disturbance.  When  the  idea  of  publication  Vas  first 
presented  to  her  it  robbed  her  of  this  joy.  As  she  wrote  she 
thought  more  of  what  she  might  gain  than  of  what  she  was  doing. 
Visions  of  success  possessed  her,  and  the  ideas  upon  which  her 
attention  should  have  been  fully  concentrated  were  thinned  by 
anticipations ;  and  during  that  period  her  work  was  indifferent. 
Later,  however,  she  worked  again  for  work's  sake,  loving  it,  and 
then  she  advanced.  She  saw  little  of  Dan  in  those  days,  and 
thought  less;  but  when  they  met  she  was  as  usual  gentle  and 
tolerant,  patiently  enduring  his  "  cheeriness,"  and  entering  into 
no  quarrel  unless  he  forced  one  upon  her. 

One  bright  frosty  morning  he  came  in  rather  earlier  than  usual 
and  found  her  writing  in  the  dining-room. 

"  Well,  I've  had  a  rattling  good  ride  this  morning,"  he  began, 
plunging  into  his  favourite  topic  as  usual,  without  any  pretence 
of  interest  in  her  or  in  her  pursuits.  "  Nothing  like  riding  for 
improving  the  circulation.  I  wish  to  goodness  I  could  keep 
another  horse.  It  would  add  to  my  income  in  the  long  run.  But 
I'm  so  cursedly  handicapped  by  those  bills.  They  keep  me  awake 
at  night,  thinking  of  them." 

Beth  sucked  the  end  of  her  pencil  and  looked  out  of  the 
window,  wondering  inwardly  why  he  never  tried  to  pay 
them. 

"  I  calculate  that  they  come  to  just  three  hundred  pounds,"  he 
proceeded,  looking  keenly  at  Beth  as  he  spoke ;  but  she  remained 
unmoved.  "  Don't  you  think,"  he  ventured,  "  it  would  be  a  good 
thing  to  expend  that  three  hundred  pounds  your  mother  left  you 
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on  the  debts  ?    I  know  I  could  make  money  if  I  once  got  my  head 
above  water.'* 

*'  That  three  hundred  brings  me  in  fifteen  pounds  a  year,"  said 
Beth.  "  It  is  well  invested,  and  I  promised  my  mother  not  to 
touch  any  of  my  little  capital.  There  is  the  interest,  however ;  it 
arrived  this  morning.    You  can  have  it  if  you  like." 

*'.Well,  that  would  be  a  crumb  of  comfort  at  all  events,"  he 
said,  pouncing  on  the  lawyer's  letter,  which  was  lying  beside  Beth 
on  the  table,  and  gloating  on  the  cheque.  "  But  don't  you  think,  ■ 
now  that  you  have  the  interest,  it  would  be  a  good  time  to  sell 
and  get  the  principal  ?  Of  course  your  mother  was  right  and  wise 
to  advise  you  not  to  part  with  your  capital ;  but  this  wouldn't  be 
parting  with  it,  because  I  should  pay  you  back  in  fime,  you  know. 
It  would  only  be  a  loan,  and  I'd  give  you  the  interest  on  it  regu- 
larly, too.  Just  think  what  a  relief  it  would  be  to  me  to  get  those 
bills  paid ! "  He  ran  his  fingers  up  through  his  hair  as  he  spoke, 
and  gazed  at  himself  in  the  glass  tragically. 

"  Any  news  ? "  said  Beth,  after  a  little  pause. 

Dan,  baffled,  turned  and  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room. 
*'  No,  there  is  never  any  news  in  this  confounded  hole,"  he  an- 
swered, venting  his  irritation  on  the  place.  *'  Oh,  by  the  way 
though,  I  am  forgetting.  I  was  at  the  Pettericks'  to-day.  That 
girl  Bertha  is  not  getting  on  as  I  should  like." 

"  The  hysterical  one  ? "  said  Beth. 

''  Ye — yes,"  he  answered,  hesitating.  "  The  one  who  threatened 
to  be  hysterical  at  one  time.  But  that's  all  gone  off.  Now  she's 
just  weak,  and  she  should  have  electricity ;  but  I  can't  be  going 
there  every  day  to  apply  it — takes  too  much  time — so  I  suggested 
to  her  people  that  she  should  come  here  for  a  while,  as  a  paying 
patient,  you  know." 

"  And  is  she  coming  ?  "  Beth  said,  rather  in  dismay. 

"Yes,  to-morrow,"  he  replied.  "I  said  you'd  be  delighted; 
but  you  must  write  aiid  say  so  yourself,  just  for  politeness'  sake. 
It  will  be  a  good  thing  for  you,  too,  you  know.  You  are  too 
much  alone,  and  she'll  be  a  companion  for  you.  She's  not  half  a 
bad  girl." 

*' Shall  I  be  obliged  to  give  her  much  of  my  time? "Beth 
asked  lugubriously. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  no  I  She'll  look  after  herself,"  Dr.  Maclure  cheeiv 
fully  assured  her.  "  I'll  hire  a  piano  for  her.  Must  launch  out  a 
little  on  these  occasions,  you  know.  It's  setting  a  sprat  to  catch  a 
whale."  
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The  piano  arrived  that  afternoon.  Beth  wished  Dan  had  let 
her  choose  it ;  but  a  piano  of  any  kind  was  a  delight.  She  had 
not  had  one  since  her  marriage.  Dan  had  said  at  first  that  a 
piano  was  a  luxury  which  they  must  not  think  of  when  they 
could  not  afford  the  necessaries,  and  a  luxury  he  had  considered 
it  ever  since. 

Bertha  Petterick  was  not  the  kind  of  person  that  Beth  would 
have  chosen  for  a  companion,  and  she  dreaded  her  coming,  but 
before  Bertha  had  been  in  the  house  a  week  she  had  so  enlivened 
it  that  Beth  wondered  she  had  ever  objected  to  her.  Bertha 
fawned  irpon  Beth  from  the  first,  and  was  by  way  of  looking  up 
to  her  and  admiring  her  intellect.  She  was  four  or  five  years 
older  than  Beth,  but  gave  herself  no  airs  on  that  account.  She 
was  a  dark  girl,  good  looking  in  a  common  kind  of  way,  with  a 
masculine  stride  in  her  walk,  a  deep  mannish  voice,  and  not  at 
all  intellectual,  but  very  practical — what  some  people  consider  a 
fine  girl  and  others  a  coarse  one,  according  to  their  taste.  -She 
was  a  good  shot,  could  make  a  dress,  cook  a  dinner,  ride  to 
hounds,  and  play  any  game,  and  she  was  what  is  called  good- 
natured — that  is  to  say,  ready  to  do  anything  for  any  one  that 
could  be  done  on  the  spur  of  the  moment.  Things  she  might 
promise  to  do,  or  things  requiring  thought,  she  did  not  trouble 
herself  about ;  but  she  would  finish  a  pretty  piece  of  'work  for 
Beth,  gather  flowers  or  buy  them  and  do  the  table  decorations,  and 
keep  things  tidy  in  the  sitting-rooms.  She  played  and  sang  well, 
and  was  ready  to  do  both  at  any  time  if  she  were  asked,  which 
was  a  joy  to  Beth,  and  her  bright  chatter  kept  Dan  in  good  hu- 
mour, which  was  a  relief.  She  had  plenty  of  money  and  spent  it 
lavishly.  Every  time  she  went  out  she  bought  Beth  something— 
a  piece  of  music  she  had  mentioned,  a  book  she  longed  for,  mate- 
rials for  work,  besides  flowers  and  fruit  and  sweets  in  unlimited 
quantities.  Beth  remonstrated,  but  Bertha  begged  Beth  not  to 
deprive  her  of  the  one  pleasure  she  had  in  life  just  then,  the  pleas- 
ure of  pleasing  Beth,  and  of  acknowledging  what  she  could  never 
repay  but  dearly  appreciated— Beth's  sisterly  sympathy,  her  con- 
sistent kindness  I  Such  sayings  were  tinged  with  sadness,  which 
made  Beth  suspect  that  Bertha  had  some  secret  sorrow  ;  but,  if  so, 
it  was  most  carefully  concealed,  for  there  was  not  a  trace  of  it  in 
her  habitual  manner.  She  showed  no  physical  delicacy  either ; 
but,  then,  as  she  said  herself,  she  was  picking  up  in  such  a  won- 
derful way  under  treatment,  she  really  began  to  feel  that  there 
was  very  little  the  matter  with  her. 
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Dan  managed  to  be  at  home  a  great  deal  to  look  after  his  pa- 
tient, and  was  most  attentive  to  her.  He  hired  a  brougham  three 
times  a  week  to  do  his  rounds  in,  that  she  might  accompany  him, 
and  so  get  the  air  without  fatigue  or  risk  of  cold ;  and  he  would 
have  her  sit  with  him  in  the  dining-room  when  he  was  smoking, 
and  rolled  cigarettes  for  her,  or  would  spend  the  evening  with 
her  in  the  drawing-room,  listening  to  her  playing  and  singing  or 
playing  bezique  with  her,  and  seemingly  well  content,  although, 
in  private,  he  sometimes  said  to  Beth  it  was  all  a  beastly  bore, 
but  he  must  go  through  with  it  as  a  duty  since  he  had  under- 
taken it,  and  his  way  was  to  do  a  thing  thoroughly  if  he  did  it 
at  all. 

**  Whatever  your  hand  finds  to  do,  do  it  with  all  your  might," 
he  added  piously.  *'  If  a  thing's  worth  doing  at  all,  it's  worth 
doing  well,  I  always  think." 

That  was  his  formula  for  the  time  being,  but  Beth  judged  him 
by  his  demeanour,  which  was  gay,  and  not  by  his  professions,  and 
did  not  pity  him.  She  was  in  excellent  spirits  herself,  too,  for 
her  writing  was  going  well,  and  it  varied  the  monotony  pleas- 
antly for  her  to  have  Bertha  to  talk  to,  and  walk,  play,  or  sew 
with,  after  her  work.  Bertha's  demonstrations  of  affection,  too, 
were  grateful  to  Beth,  who  had  had  so  little  love  either  bestowed 
upon  her  or  required  of  her. 

Bertha  had  been  in  the  house  three  months,  when  one  day  her 
mother  called  and  found  Beth  alone,  Dan  and  Bertha  having 
gone  for  a  drive  together.  Mrs.  Petterick  had  just  retiu*ned  from 
abroad,  where  the  whole  family  had  been  living  most  of  the  time 
that  Bertha  had  been  with  the  Maclures. 

"  Really,"  Mrs.  Petterick  said,  "  I  don't  know  how  to  thank 
you  for  your  kindness  to  my  girl.  She's  quite  a  different  person 
I  can  see  by  her  letters,  thanks  to  the  good  doctor.  Before  he 
took  her  in  hand  she  was  quite  hysterical  and  had  to  lie  down 
two  or  three  times  a  day,  because  she  said  she  had  no  strength  for 
anything.  But  really  three  months  is  an  abuse  of  hospitality,  and 
I  think  she  should  be  coming  home  now." 

"  Oh,  no,  do  let  her  stay  a  little  longer  if  you  can  spare  her," 
Beth  pleaded.     "  It  is  so  nice  to  have  her  here." 

"Well,  it  is  good  of  you  to  say  so,"  said  Mrs.  Petterick; 
"  but  it  must  be  a  great  expense  to  you.  We  weren't  well  off  our- 
selves at  one  time.  Mr.  Petterick's  a  self-made  man,  and  I  know 
that  every  additional  mouth  makes  a  difference.  But,  however, 
I  know  you're  proud,  so  I  won't  offend  you  by  offering  money  in 
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exchange  for  kindness,  which  can't  he  repaid  but  sha'n't  be  for- 
gotten." 

When  Mrs.  Petterick  had  gone,  Beth  sat  a  while  staring  into 
the  fire.  She  was  somewhat  stunned,  for  Dan  had  assiu*ed  her 
that  Bertha  was  a  paying  patient,  and  that,  it  seemed,  had  been  a 
gratuitous  lie.  She  was  roused  at  last  by  Minna,  the  parlour  maid. 
"  Please,  ma'am,  a  lady  wishes  to  see  you,"  Minna  said. 

"  Show  her  in,"  Beth  answered  listlessly.  But  the  next  mo- 
ment she  stiffened  with  astonishment,  for  the  lady  who  entered 
was  Mrs.  Kilroy,  of  Ilverthrope. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  have  taken  you  by  surprise,"  Mrs.  Kilroy  be- 
gan rather  nervously. 

"  Will  you  sit  down  ? "  Beth  said  coldly.  "  You  can  not 
wonder  if  I  am  surprised  to  see  you.  This  is  the  first  visit 
you  have  paid  me,  although  we  met  directly  after  I  came  to 
Slane — some  years  ago.  You  were  kind  and  cordial  on  that  oc- 
casion, but  the  next  time  I  saw  you — at  that  ball — you  slighted 
me,  and  after  that  you  shunned  me  until  I  met  you  the  other 
day  at  Mrs.  Game's,  and  then  you  seemed  inclined  to  take  me 
up  again.  I  do  not  understand  such  caprices,  and  I  do  not  like 
them." 

**  It  was  not  caprice,"  Mrs.  Kilroy  assured  her.  "  I  liked  you 
very  much  the  first  time  we  met,  and  I  should  have  called  imme- 
diately ;  but  when  I  asked  for  yoiu*  address  I  was  told  ^that  your 
husband  was  in  charge  of  the  Lock  Hospital " 

"Yes,  the  hospital  for  the  diseases  of  women,"  Beth  said. 
**  But  what  difference  does  that  make  ? " 

"  It  made  me  jump  to  the  hasty  conclusion  that  you  approved 
of  the  degradation  of  your  own  sex,"  said  Angelica. 

"The  degradation  of  my  own  sex  I"  said  Beth,  bewildered. 
"  What  is  a  Lock  Hospital  ? " 

"Now,  perhaps,  you  will  understand  what  we  feel  about 
you,"  Angelica  concluded,  "we  who  are  loyal  to  our  own  sex 
and  have  a  sense  of  justice,  when  we  thought  you  were  content 
to  live  on  the  means  your  husband  makes  in  such  a  shameful 
way." 

An  extraordinary  look  of  relief  came  into  Beth's  face.  "  Then 
it  was  not  my  fault — not  because  I  was  horrid  ? "  she  exclaimed. 
All  the  slights  were  as  nothing  the  moment  she  gathered  that  she 
had  not  deserved  them.  Angelica  stared  at  her ;  but  it  was  not 
in  Beth's  nature  to  think  long  about  herself,  only  the  full  force 
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of  what  she  had  just  heard  as  it  concerned  others  did  not  come  to 
her  for  some  seconds.  When  it  did  she  was  overcome.  "  How 
could  you  suppose  that  I  knew  ? "  sh6  gasped  at  last  **  This  is  the 
first  hint  I  have  had  of  the  loathsome  business.  My  husband 
talks  to  me  about — many  things  that  he  had  J)etter  not  have  men- 
tioned, but  about  this  he  has  never  said  a  word." 

"Then  he  must  have  suspected  that  you  would  disapprove," 
said  Mrs.  Kilroy. 

*'  Disapprove  I  "  Beth  ejaculated.  "  The  whole  thing  makes  me 
sick ;  I  ought  to  have  been  told  before  I  mamed  him.  I  never 
would  have  spoken  to  a  man  in  such  a  position  had  I  known ; 
you  did  well  to  avoid  me." 

"  No,"  said  Angelica.  "  I  did  ill  and  I  feel  humiliated  for  my 
own  want  of  penetration,  for  my  hasty  conclusion.  It  was  Sir 
George  Galbraith  who  first  made  me  suspect  that  you  knew 
nothing  about  it,  and  I  would  have  come  at  once  to  make  sure ; 
but  we  were  just  leaving  the  neighbourhood,  and  we  only  re- 
turned yesterday.  Ideala  did  not  believe  that  you  knew  it  either, 
and  she  rated  us  all  for  the  way  we  had  treated  you.  She  has 
been  in  America  ever  since  she  met  you  at  Mrs.  Carne's ;  but  she 
is  coming  home  next  week,  and  has  written  to  entreat  me  to  ask 
you  to  meet  her.  Will  you  ?  Will  you  come  and  stay  with  me  ? 
Do,  and  talk  this  over  with  us.  I  can  see  that  it  has  been  a  great 
shock  to  you." 

*'  I  can  not  answer  you  now,"  said  Beth.  "  I  must  think— I 
must  think  what  I  had  better  do." 

"Yes,  think  it  over,"  said  Angelica,  "then  write  and  tell 
me  when  you  will  come.  Only  do  come.  You  will  find  your- 
self among  friends— congenial  friends,  I  venture  to  proph- 
esy." 

When  Mrs.  Kilroy  had  gone,  Beth  went  to  her  bedroom  and 
waited  there  for  Dan.  It  was  the  only  place  where  she  could  be 
sure  of  seeing  him  alone.  He  dressed  for  dinner  now  that  Miss 
Petterick  was  with  them. 

Dan  came  in  whistling  hilariously.  He  stopped  short  when 
he  saw  Beth  s  face. 

"  What's  up  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Mrs.  Kilroy  has  been  here." 

"  I  hope  you  thanked  her  for  nothing  I  " 

"  I  m  afraid  I  forgot  to  thank  her  at  all,"  Beth  said,  "although 
she  has  put  me  under  an  obligation  to  her." 

"  May  I  ask  what  the  obligation  is  ? " 
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"  She  told  me  frankly  why  no  decent  woman  will  associate 
with  us.  It  is  not  my  fault  after  all,  it  seems,  but  yours — you  and 
your  Lock  Hospital.  It  is  against  the  Anglo-Saxon  spirit  to  ad- 
mit panders  into  society." 

**So  she  told  you  about  that,  did  she,  the  meddling  busy- 
body I "  he  answered  coolly.  **  I  was  afraid  they  would,  some 
of  them,  damn  them  I  and  I  knew  you  would  go  into  hysterics. 
She  didn't  tell  you  the  necessity  for  it,  I  suppose,  nor  the  good 
it  is  doing ;  but  I  will,  so  just  listen  to  me,  then  you'll  see,  per- 
haps, that  I  know  more  about  it  than  these  canting  sentimen- 
talists." 

Beth,  sitting  in  judgment  on  him,  set  her  mouth  and  listened 
in  silence  until  he  stopped.  In  his  own  defence  he  gave  her  many 
revolting  details  couched  in  the  coarsest  language. 

"  But,  then,  in  the  name  of  justice,"  she  exclaimed,  "  what 
means  do  you  take  to  protect  those  poor  unfortunate  women  from 
disease  ?  What  do  you  do  to  the  men  who  spread  it  ?  What  be- 
comes of  diseased  men  ? " 

"  Oh,  they  marry,  I  suppose.  Anyhow,  that  is  not  my  business. 
Doctors  can  not  be  expected  to  preach  morals.  Sanitation  is  our 
business." 

"  But  aren't  morals  closely  connected  with  sanitation  ? "  Beth 
said.  "  And  why,  if  sanitation  is  your  business,  do  you  take  no 
radical  measures  with  regard  to  this  horrible  disease  ?  Why  do 
you  not  have  it  reported,  never  mind  who  gets  it,  as  scarlet  fever, 
smallpox,  and  other  diseases — ^all  less  disastrous  to  the  general 
health  of  the  community— are  reported  ? " 

Dan  shrugged  his  shoulders.  **  It's  a  deuced  awkward  thing 
for  a  man  to  be  suspected  of  disease;  it's  a  stigma,  and  might 
spoil  his  prospects.  Women  are  so  cursedly  prying  nowadays. 
They've  got  wind  of  its  being  incurable,  and  many  a  one  won't 
marry  a  man  if  a  suspicion  of  it  attaches  to  him." 

''I  see,"  said  Beth.  **The  principles  of  the  medical  pro- 
fession with  regard  to  sanitation  when  women  are  in  question 
seem  to  be  peculiar.  I  wish  to  Heaven  I  had  known  them 
sooner."  She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  suddenly  burst  into 
tears. 

Dan  scowled.  "  Well,  this  is  nice  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  have 
had  a  devilish  hard  day's  work  and  come  in  cheery,  as  usual,  to 
do  my  best  to  make  things  pleasant  for  you,  and  this  is  the  recep- 
tion I  get !  You're  a  nice  pill,  indeed ! "  He  went  off  muttering 
into  his  dressing-room  and  slammed  the  door. 
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When  he  reappeared  in  the  drawing-room  he  found  Beth  and 
Bertha  chatting  together  as  usual,  and  as  during  the  rest  of  the 
evening  he  could  detect  no  difference  in  Beth's  manner,  he  con- 
gratulated himself  that  she  was  going  to  accept  the  position  as  in- 
evitable and  say  no  more  about  it.  It  was  not  Beth's  way  to  re- 
turn to  a  disagreeable  subject  once  it  had  been  discussed  unless 
she  meant  to  do  something  in  the  matter,  and  Dan  conceived  that 
there  was  nothing  to  be  done  in  this  instance.  He  considered  that 
he  was  not  the  sort  of  man  it  was  safe  for  women  to  interfere 
with,  and  he  guessed  she  knew  it ! 

He  was  mistaken,  however,  when  he  supposed  that  she  had  let 
the  subject  drop  and  was  going  to  resign  herself  to  an  invidious 
position.  She  was  merely  letting  it  lapse  until  she  understood  it. 
It  was  all  as  new  to  her  as  it  was  horrifying,  and  she  required 
time  to  study  both  sides  of  the  question.  Her  own  sense  of  jus- 
tice was  too  acute  to  let  her  accept  at  once  the  accusation— that 
so-called  civilized  men,  who  boast  of  their  chivalrous  protection 
of  the  "weaker  sex,"  had  imposed  upon  women  a  special  pub- 
lic degradation  while  the  most  abandoned  and  culpable  of 
their  own  sex  were  not  only  allowed  to  go  unpunished,  but  to 
spread  vice  and  disease  where  they  listed. 


A  few  days  after  Mrs.  Kilroy's  visit  Mrs.  Came  called  on  Beth. 
Mrs.  Came  always  followed  the  cotlnty  people.  To  her  they  were 
a  sacred  set.  The  faith  in  all  they  did  was  touching  and  sincere. 
The  stupidest  remark  of  the  stupidest  county  lady  impressed  her 
more  than  the  most  brilliant  wit  of  a  professional  man*s  wife. 
When  she  staid  at  a  country  house,  whatever  the  tone  of  it,  she 
felt  like  a  shriven  saint,  so  uplifted  was  she  by  reverence  for 
rank.  On  finding,  therefore,  that  some  of  the  most  influential 
ladies  in  the  county  were  diffidently  anxious  to  win  Beth  into 
their  set,  rather  than  prepared  to  admit  her  with  confident  patron- 
age, as  Mrs.  Carne  would  have  expected,  it  was  natural  that  she 
should  revise  her  own  opinion  of  Beth,  and  also  seek  to  cultivate 
her  acquaintance. 

She  called  in  the  morning  by  way  of  being  friendly,  but  Beth, 
who  was  hard  at  work  at  the  time,  did  not  feel  grateful  for  the 
attention.  Minna  showed  Mrs.  Carne  straight  into  the  dining- 
room,  where  Beth  usually  worked  now  that  Bertha  was  on  the 
premises.    Bertha  happened  to  be  out  that  morning,  and  Mrs. 
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Carne  surprised  Beth  sitting  alone  at  a  table  covered  with  books 
and  papers. 

"  And  so  the  little  woman  is  going  to  be  a  great  one ! "  Mrs. 
Carne  exclaimed  playfully.  "  Well,  I  was  surprised  to  hear  it ! 
I  know  I  am  not  flattering  to  my  own  discernment  when  I  say 
so,  but  there  I  I  should  never  have  supposed  you  were  a  genius. 
You  are  such  a  quiet  little  mouse,  you  know,  you  don't  give  your- 
self away  much,  if  you  will  excuse  the  expression  I  I  always  say 
what  I  think." 

"  I  hope  you  will  not  call  me  a  genius  again,  Mrs.  Carne,"  Beth 
said  stiffly.     *'  All  exaggeration  is  distasteful  to  me." 

"  And  to  me  too,  my  dear  child,"  Mrs.  Came  hastened  to  assure 
her  blandly.     "  But  I  always  say  what  I  think,  you  know." 

Beth  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  clock  absently. 

When  Dan  came  in  to  lunch  that  day  he  seemed  pleased  to 
hear  that  Mrs.  Carne  had  been. 

"  What  had  she  to  say  for  herself  ? "  he  asked. 

"She  said  *  I  always  say  what  I  think,' "  Beth  replied,  "  until  it 
struck  me  that  *I  always  say  what  I  think'  is  a  person  who 
only  thinks  disagreeable  things." 

"  Well,  I  like  her,"  said  Dan ;  "  and  I  always  get  on  with  her. 
If  she's  going  to  show  up  friendly  at  last,  I  hope  you  won't  snub 
her.  We  can't  afford  to  make  enemies,  according  to  your  own 
account,"  he  concluded  significantly.  "  What  do  you  think  of 
her.  Miss  Petterick  ? "  he  added,  by  way  of  giving  a  pleasanter 
turn  to  the  conversation.  He  and  his  patient  always  addressed 
each  other  with  much  formality.  Beth  asked  him  once  in  private 
why  he  was  so  stiff  with  Bertha,  and  he  explained  that  he  thought 
it  wiser,  as  a  medical  man,  not  to  be  at  all  familiar ;  formality 
helped  to  keep  up  his  authority. 

"  I  have  had  no  opportunity  of  thinking  anything  about  her," 
Bertha  rejoined.  **  She  never  spoke  to  me.  I  have  heard  her 
speak,  though,  and  like  her  voice.  It's  so  cooing.  She  makes  me 
think  of  a  dove." 

"  And  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  to  find,"  said  Beth,  with  cruel 
insight,  "  that,  like  the  dove,  she  conceals  a  villainous  disposition 
and  murderous  proclivities  by  charms  of  manner  and  a  winning 
voice.    What  are  you  going  to  do  this  afternoon,  Bertha  ? " 

Bertha  glanced  at  Dan.  "  I  am  going  to  read  The  Moonstone 
out  in  the  garden  the  whole  afternoon,"  she  replied. 

"  Then  you  won't  mind  if  I  disappear  till  tea  time  ? "  said 
Beth.    "  I  want  to  do  some  work  upstaii-s." 
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**No,  I  would  rather  be  alone,"  Bertha  answered  frankly. 
"  That  book's  entrancing." 

"  I  shall  go  round  on  foot  this  afternoon  for  exercise,"  Dan  an- 
nounced as  he  left  the  room. 

Beth  saw  Bertha  settled  on  a  seat  in  the  garden,  and  then  re- 
tired to  her  secret  chamber.  She  had  not  yet  come  to  any  con- 
clusion with  regard  to  Mrs.  Kilroy's  invitation,  and  she  felt  it 
was  time  she  decided.  She  took  her  sewing,  her  accustomed  aid 
to  thought,  and  sat  down  on  a  high  chair  near  the  window  ;  that 
was  one  of  her  patient  methods  of  self -discipline.  She  always  sat 
on  a  high  chair  that  she  might  not  be  enervated  by  lolling  ;  and 
while  she  meditated  she  did  quantities  of  work  for  herself,  mak- 
ing, mending,  remodelling,  that  she  might  get  all  the  wear  pos- 
sible out  of  her  clothes,  and  not  add  a  penny  she  could  help  to 
those  terrible  debts,  the  thought  of  which  had  weighed  on  her 
youth  and  threatened  to  crush  all  the  spirit  out  of  her  ever  since 
her  marriage.  Dan  had  never  considered  her  too  young  to  be 
worried. 

From  where  she  sat  she  could  see  Bertha  on  a  seat  just  below, 
with  The  Moonstone  on  her  lap ;  but  Bertha  could  not  see  her 
because  of  the  curtain  of  creepers  that  covered  the  iron  rail  which 
formed  a  little  balcony  round  the  window.  Besides,  it  was  sup- 
posed that  that  was  a  blank  window.  It  was  the  only  one  on 
that  side  of  the  house,  too,  and  Bertha  had  settled  herself  in  that 
secluded  corner  of  the  garden  precisely  because  she  thought  she 
could  not  be  overlooked. 

Beth  glanced  at  her  from  time  to  time  mechanically,  but 
without  thinking  of  her.  It  struck  her  at  last,  however,  that 
Bertha  had  never  opened  her  book,  which  seemed  odd  after  the 
special  point  she  had  made  of  being  left  alone  to  read  it  undis- 
turbed. Then  Beth  noticed  that  she  seemed  to  be  on  the  lookout, 
as  if  she  were  expecting  something  or  somebody ;  and  presently 
Dan  appeared,  walking  quickly  and  with  a  furtive  air,  as  if  he 
were  afraid  of  being  seen.  Bertha  flushed  crimson  and  became 
all  smiles  as  soon  as  she  saw  him.  Beth's  work  dropped  on  her 
lap,  she  clasped  her  hands  on  it,  her  own  face  flushed,  and  her 
breath  became  laboured.  Dan,  after  carefully  satisfying  himself 
that  there  was  nobody  about,  sat  down  beside  Bertha,  put  his  arm 
round  her  waist,  and  kissed  her.  She  giggled,  and  made  a  feeble 
feint  of  protesting.  Then  he  took  a  jewel  case  from  his  pocket, 
opened  it,  and  held  it  out  to  her  admiring  gaze.  It  contained  a 
handsome  gold  bracelet,  which  he  presently  clasped  on  her  arm. 
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She  expressed  her  gratitude  by  lifting  her  lips  to  be  kissed*  Then 
he  put  his  arm  round  her  again,  and  she  sat  with  her  head  on  his 
shoulder,  and  they  began  to  talk ;  but  the  conversation  was  inter- 
rupted by  frequent  kisses. 

Beth  had  seen  enough.  She  turned  her  back  to  the  window, 
and  sat  quite  still  with  her  hands  clasped  before  her.  It  was  her 
first  experience  of  that  parasite,  the  girl  who  fastens  herself  on  a 
married  woman,  accepts  all  that  she  can  get  from  her  in  the  way 
of  hospitality  and  kindness,  and  treacherously  repays  her  by  tak- 
ing her  husband  for  a  lover.  Beth  pitied  Bertha,  but  with  royal 
contempt.  It  all  seemed  so  sordid  and  despicable.  Jealous  she 
was  not.  "  Jealousy  is  a  want  of  faith  in  one's  self,"  she  had  said 
to  Bertha's  mother  once,  and  now,  in  the  face  of  this  provocation, 
she  was  of  the  same  mind.  She  had  no  words  to  express  her 
scorn  for  a  man  who  is  false  to  his  obligations,  nor  for  the  petty 
frauds  and  deceits  which  had  made  the  position  of  those  two  ten- 
able. As  for  Dan,  he  was  beneath  contempt ;  but — "  I  shall  suc- 
ceed ! "  The  words  sprang  to  her  lips  triumphantly.  "  Let  him 
wallow  with  his  own  kind  in  congenial  mire  as  much  as  he  likes. 
No  wonder  he  suspects  me  I    But  I — I  shall  succeed  ! " 

Meanwhile,  down  in  the  garden  Dan  was  gurgling  to  Bertha  : 
"  What  should  I  do  without  you,  darling  ?  Life  wasn't  worth 
having  till  I  knew  you.  I  won't  say  a  word  against  Beth.  She 
has  her  good  points,  as  you  know,  and  I  believe  she  means  well ; 
but  she's  spoiled  my  life,  and  my  career  too.  I'm  one  that  requires 
a  lot  of  sympathy ;  but  she  never  shows  me  any.  She  thinks  of 
nobody  but  herself.  Her  own  mother  always  said  so.  And  after 
all  I've  done  for  her,  too !  If  only  you  knew  I  But  of  course  I 
can't  blow  my  own  trumpet.  They're  all  alike  in  that  family, 
though.  Her  mother  used  to  keep  me  playing  cards  till  I  was 
ruined.  And  Beth  has  no  gratitude,  and  you  can't  trust  her.  She 
comes  of  a  lying  lot,  and  I'm  of  the  same  mind  as  my  old  father, 
who  used  to  say  he'd  rather  have  a  thief  any  day  than  a  liar. 
You  can  watch  a  thief,  but  you  can't  watch  a  liar." 

**  Still,  Dan,"  Bertha  murmured,  *'  I  somehow  think  you  ought 
to  stick  to  her." 

**  So  I  would,"  said  Dan.  **  No  one  can  accuse  me  of  not  stick- 
ing to  my  duty.  I'm  an  honourable  man.  It  was  she  who  cast 
me  off.  I'm  nothing  to  her.  And  I  should  have  been  broken- 
hearted but  for  you.  Bertha ;  I  should  indeed."  Dan's  ^e  eyes 
fiUed  with  tears,  which  Bertha  tenderly  wiped  away. 
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*'  Of  course  it  makes  a  great  difference,  her  having  cast  you 
off,"  Bertha  conceded,  after  a  little  interlude. 

"  It  makes  all  the  difference,"  Dan  rejoined.  "  She  set  me  at 
liberty  ;  and  you  are  free  too.  So  who  have  we  to  consider  but 
ourselves  ?  I  admire  a  woman  who  has  the  pluck  to  be  free  !  "  he 
added  enthusiastically. 

*'Then  why  don't  you  encourage  Beth  more  to  go  her  own 
way  ? "  Bertha  reasonably  demanded.  **  She's  always  yearning 
for  a  career." 

Dan  hesitated.  "  Because  IVe  been  a  fool,  I  think,"  he  said 
at  last.  "  I'll  encourage  her  now,  though.  It  would  be  a  great 
blessing  to  us  if  she  could  get  started  as  a  writer.  I  see  that  now. 
She'd  think  of  nothing  else.  And  it  would  be  a  blessing  to  her, 
too,"  he  added  feelingly. 

'*  That's  what  I  like  about  you,  Dan,"  Bertha  observed.  "  You 
always  make  every  allowance  for  her,  and  consider  her  interests, 
although  she  has  treated  you  badly." 

Dan  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips.  "  I'll  do  what  I  can  for  her, 
you  may  be  sure,"  he  said,  quite  melted  by  his  own  magnanimity. 
"  I  wish  I  could  do  more.  But  she's  been  extravagant,  and  my 
means  are  dreadfully  crippled." 

"'  Then  why  do  you  buy  me  such  handsome  presents,  you 
naughty  man  ?  "  Bertha  playfully  demanded,  holding  up  her  arm 
with  the  bracelet  on  it. 

*'  I  must  have  a  holiday  sometimes,"  he  rejoined.  "  Besides,  I 
happen  to  be  expecting  a  handsome  cheque,  an  unusual  occur- 
rence, by  any  post  now." 

Beth's  dividends  were  due  that  day. 

Just  as  dinner  was  announced  Beth  swept  into  the  drawing- 
room  in  the  best  evening  dress  she  had,  a  diaphanous  black,  set 
off  by  turquoise  velvet,  a  combination  which  threw  the  beautiful 
milk-white  of  her  skin  into  delicate  relief.  There  was  a  faint 
flush  on  her  face ;  on  her  forehead  and  neck  the  tendrils  of  her 
soft  brown  hair  seemed  to  have  taken  on  an  extra  crispness  of 
curl ;  and  her  eyes  were  sparkling.  She  had  never  looked  better. 
Bertha  Petterick,  in  her  common  handsomeness,  was  as  a  barmaid 
accustomed  to  beer  beside  a  gentlewoman  of  exceptional  refine- 
ment. She  wore  the  showy  bracelet  Dan  had  given  her  that  after- 
noon, and  it  shone  conspicuous  in  its  tawdry  newness  on  her  arm ; 
her  dress  was  tasteless  too,  and  badly  put  on;  and  altogether 
she  contrasted  unfavourably  with  Beth,  and  Dan  observed  it 
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'*  Are  you  expecting  any  one  in  particular  to-night  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,"  Beth  answered,  smiling.  "  I  dressed  for  my  own  bene- 
fit. Nothing  moves  me  to  self-satisfaction  like  a  nice  dress.  I 
have  not  enjoyed  the  pleasure  since  I  married.  But  I  am  going 
to  begin  now,  and  have  a  good  time.'' 

She  turned  as  she  spoke  and  led  the  way  to  the  dining-room 
alone.  Dr.  Maclure  absently  offered  his  arm  to  Miss  Petterick. 
He  was  puzzled  to  know  what  this  sudden  fit  of  self-assertion, 
combined  with  an  unaccountable  burst  of  high  spirits  on  Beth's 
part,  might  portend.  To  conceal  a  certain  uneasiness  he  became 
extra  facetious,  not  to  say  coarse.  There  was  a  public  ball  coming 
off  in  a  few  days,  and  he  persisted  in  speaking  of  it  as  "  the  Dairy 
Show." 

"  Don't  you  begin  to  feel  excited  about  it  ?  I  do  I "  Miss  Pet- 
terick said  to  Beth.     "  I  wish  it  were  to-night." 

"  I  am  indifferent,"  Beth  answered  blandly,  "  because  I  am 
not  going." 

"  Not  going  I "  Dan  exclaimed.  "  Then  who  is  to  chaperon 
me?" 

"  I  should  scarcely  suppose,"  Beth  answered,  looking  at  him 
meditatively,  "  that  you  are  in  the  stage  of  innocence  which 
makes  a  chaperon  necessary.  Bertha,  how  you  are  loving  that 
new  bracelet  I  YouVe  done  nothing  but  fidget  with  it  ever  since 
we  sat  down." 

*'  Ah  !  "  Bertha  answered  archly,  "  you  want  to  know  where  I 
got  it.  Madam  Curious  1  Well,  I'll  tell  you.  It  was  sent  me  only 
to-day — by  my  young  man  ! " 

Dan  looked  at  his  plate  complacently  ;  but  presently  Beth  saw 
a  glance  of  intelligence  flash  between  them — a  glance  such  as  she 
had  often  seen  them  exchange  before,  but  had  not  understood ;  and 
she  was  thankful  that  she  had  not — thankful  that  she  had  been 
able  to  live  so  long  with  Dr.  Maclure  without  entertaining  a  sin- 
gle suspicion — without  thinking  one  low  thought  about  him.  It 
was  a  hopeful  triumph  of  cultivated  nice-mindedness  over  the 
most  evil  communications. 

When  they  were  at  dessert  the  postman's  knock  resounded 
sharply.  Dr.  Maclure,  who  had  been  anxiously  listening  for  it, 
and  was  peeling  a  pear  for  Miss  Petterick  at  the  moment,  waited 
with  the  pear  and  the  knife  upheld  in  his  hands,  watching  the 
door  till  the  servant  entered.  She  brought  one  letter  on  a  salver, 
and  was  taking  it  to  her  master,  when  Beth  said  authoritatively, 
"  That  letter  is  for  me,  Minna ;  bring  it  here." 
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The  girl  obeyed. 

Dan  put  down  the  knife  and  the  'pear,  "What's  yours  is 
mine,  I  thought,"  he  observed,  with  a  sorry  affectation  of  cheeri- 
ness. 

"  Not  on  this  occasion,"  Beth  answered  quietly,  taking  up  the 
letter  and  opening  it  as  she  spoke.  **  This  happens  to  be  pecul- 
iarly my  own." 

"  Why,  it's  a  cheque,"  he  rejoined,  with  an  affectation  of  sur- 
prise. "What  luck!  I  haven't  been  able  to  sleep  for  nights 
thinking  of  the  butcher's  bill " 

"  For  shame  I "  Beth  said,  bantering ;  "  talking  about  bills  be- 
fore your  guest.  But  since  you  introduced  the  subject  I  may  add 
that  the  butcher  must  wait  I  want  this  myself.  I  am  going  to 
stay  with  Mrs.  Kilroy  at  Hverthorpe  on  Wednesday,  and  it  will 
just  cover  my  expenses." 

"  This  is  the  first  I  have  heard  of  the  visit,"  Dan  ejaculated. 

"  I  only  decided  to  go  this  afternoon,"  Beth  replied. 

"  You  decided  without  consulting  me.  Well — I'm  damned  if 
you  shall  go.     I  shall  not  allow  it" 

"  The  word  *  allow '  is  obsolete  in  the  matrimonial  dictionary, 
fi'iend  Daniel,"  Beth  rejoined  good-humouredly. 

"  But  you  are  bound  to  obey  me " 

"  And  I'm  ready  to  obey  you  when  you  endow  me  with  all 
your  worldly  goods,"  she  said ;  then,  suddenly  dropping  her  ban- 
tering tone,  she  spoke  decidedly :  "  I  am  going  to  stay  with  Mrs. 
Kilroy  on  Wednesday ;  understand  that  at  once,  and  do  not  let  us 
have  any  vulgar  dispute  about  it" 

"  But  you  can't  leave  Miss  Petterick  here  alone  with  me  I "  he 
exclaimed. 

"  No,  but  she  can  go  home,"  Beth  answered  coolly.  "  Her 
mother  wants  her,  you  know,  and  I  have  written  to  tell  her  to 
expect  her  to-morrow.  Now,  if  you  please,  we  will  end  the  dis- 
cussion." 

She  put  the  letter  in  her  pocket  and  began  to  crack  nuts  and 

eat  them.     But    Dan  could    not  keep  away  from   the  subject 

*'GadI"  he  ejaculated;  "I  thought  they'd  get  hold  of  you,  that 

lot  and  flatter  you,  and  make  a  convenience  of  you — that's  what 

they  do  I    /  know  them  I    They  think  you're  clever — how  easy  it 

is  to  be  mistaken !    But  you'll  see  for  yourself  in  time,  and  then 

you'll  believe  me — when  it's  too  late.    For  then  you'll  have  got 

your  name  mixed  up  with  them,  and  you'll  not  get  over  that,  I 

can  tell  you — they  are  well  known  for  a  nice  lot    Your  Mrs.  Kil- 
29 
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roy  was  notorious  before  she  married.  She  was  Angelica  Hamil- 
ton-Wells, and  she  and  her  brother  were  called  The  Heavenly 
Twins.  They  are  grandchildren  of  that  blackguard  old  Duke  of 
Morningquest.  Nobody  ever  speaks  of  any  of  the  family  with 
the  slightest  respect.  It's  well  known  that  Miss  Hamilton-Wells 
asked  old  Kilroy  to  marry  her,  and  when  a  girl  has  to  do  that  you 
may  guess  what  she  is  I  But  they  are  all  besmirched,  that  lot," 
Dan  concluded  with  his  most  high-minded  manner  on. 

"  I  never  believe  anything  I  hear  against  anybody,"  said  Beth, 
unconsciously  quoting  Ideala ;  *'  so  please  spare  me  the  recital  of 
all  invidious  stories." 

"You'll  only  believe  what  suits  yourself,  I  know,"  he 
said.  "And  I've  no  doubt  you'll  enjoy  yourself.  Galbraith 
will  be  there,  and  Mr.  Theodore  Hamilton- Wells — the  fair- 
haired  'Diavolo,'  who  will  suit  your  book  exactly,  I  should 
think." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  "  said  Beth  politely. 

Dan  poured  himself  out  another  glass  of  wine  and  said  no 
more. 

He  and  Bertha  managed  to  have  a  moment's  conversation  to- 
gether before  they  retired  that  night. 

"  What  does  it  mean  ? "  Bertha  anxiously  demanded.  "  Does 
she  suspect  anything  ? " 

"  God  knows  I "  Dan  said  piously ;  then  added,  after  a  moment's 
consideration,  "  How  the  devil  can  she  ?  We've  played  our  cards 
too  well  for  that.  No,  she's  just  bent  on  making  mischief,  that's 
the  kind  of  pill  she  is.  If  she  keeps  that  money  it  will  be  down- 
right robbery.  But  now  you  see  what  I  have  to  put  up  with,  and 
you  can  judge  for  yourself  if  I  deserve  it." 

When  he  went  to  Beth,  however,  he  assumed  a  very  different 
tone.  He  entered  the  room  with  an  air  of  deep  dejection,  and 
found  her  sitting  beside  her  dressing  table  in  a  white  wrapper, 
reading  quietly.  She  smiled  when  she  saw  his  pose.  It  was  what 
she  had  expected. 

*'  I  can't  do  without  that  money,  Beth,  on  my  word,"  he  began 
plaintively.  "  I've  been  reckoning  on  it.  I  wouldn't  take  it  from 
you,  God  knows,  if  I  could  help  it ;  but  I'm  sore  pressed."  He 
took  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  his  eyes,  imagining  that  he 
still  had  to  deal  with  the  gentle,  sensitive  girl  upon  whom  he  had 
imposed  so  long  and  so  successfully. 

Beth  watched  him  a  moment  with  contempt,  and  then  she 
laughed. 
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*'  It  is  no  use,  friend  Daniel/'  she  said,  in  her  neat,  incisive, 
straightforward  way.  *'  I  am  not  going  to  take  you  seriously  any 
more.  I  am  neither  to  be  melted  by  your  convenient  tears  nor 
dismayed  by  your  bogey  bills.  I  have  never  seen  any  of  those 
bills,  by  the  way ;  the  next  tinie  you  mention  them,  please  pro- 
duce them.  Let  us  be  businesslike.  And  in  the  meantime,  just 
understand,  once  for  all,  like  a  good  man,  that  I  am  not  going  to 
be  domineei'ed  over  by  you  as  if  I  were  a  conmion,  degraded  wife 
with  every  spark  of  spirit  and  self-respect  crushed  out  of  me  by 
one  brutal  exaction  or  another.  I  shall  do  my  duty — do  my  best 
to  meet  your  reasonable  wishes ;  but  I  will  submit  to  no  ordering, 
and  no  sort  of  exaction."  She  rose  and  faced  him.  "  And  as  we 
are  coming  to  an  understanding,"  she  pursued,  "just  explain. 
Why  did  you  tell  me  that  Miss  Petterick  was  to  bo  a  paying 
patient  ? " 

"  I  never  told  you  anything  of  the  kind,"  said  Dan,  losing  his 
head  and  lying  stupidly  in  his  astonishment. 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  It  is  your  own  business,"  she 
rejoined ;  "  at  least  it  is  you  who  will  have  to  pay  for  her  enter- 
tainment." 

She  returned  to  her  book  as  she  spoke,  and  continued  to  read 
with  apparent  calmness. 

Now  that  she  had  taken  up  her  position,  she  found  herself 
quite  strong  enough  to  hold  it  against  any  Dr.  Macluro  and  Miss 
Petterick  on  earth.  But  Beth  was  being  forced  into  an  ugly  and 
vulgar  phase,  and  she  knew  and  resented  it,  and  was  filled  with 
dismay.  She  was  taking  on  something  of  the  colour  of  her  sur- 
roundings involuntarily,  inevitably,  as  some  insects  do  in  self- 
defence.  She  had  spoken  to  Dan  in  his  own  tone  in  order  to  make 
him  understand  her ;  but  was  it  necessary  ?  Surely  if  she  had  re- 
sisted the  impulse  to  try  that  weapon,  siie  might  have  found  an- 
otlier  as  effective,  the  use  of  which  would  not  have  compnmiised 
her  gentlehood  and  lessened  her  self-esteem.  Her  dissatisfaction 
with  herself  for  the  part  she  had  played  was  a  cruel  ache,  and  she 
thanked  Heaven  for  the  chance  which  would  mercifully  remove 
her  from  that  evil  atmosphere  for  a  while,  and  prayed  for  time  to 
reflect  and  strength  to  be  her  better  self.  She  was  angry  with 
hei*self  and  grieved  because  she  had  fought  Dan  with  his  own 
weapons,  and  it  did  not  occur  to  her  for  her  comfort  that  she  liad 
only  done  so  because  he  was  invulnerable  to  that  which  she  would 
naturally  have  used— earnest,  reasonable,  calm  discussion ;  and 
that  light  him  she  must  with  something,  somehow,  or  sink  forever 


4ii  'i'iiic  hmn  a^MJiL 

^/wii  i/p  i\hf  ditjpmdhti  UtvH\  r^iujred  of  their  wives  by  husbands  of 
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Il/VKWTHOttl'K  wa«  ttt  the  othf*r  «ide  of  the  county,  and  Beth 
htu\  Ui  If  it  from  Hlaiie  U>  Moriiiri|jqu<3«t  by  train  in  order  to  get 
iUtmi,  Ihm  (Ufuiiutu^  U>  \Mi  diHagr<M;able  in  private  about  her 
lgo\uif,  hut  h<i  Untk  Uar  U>  th($  station,  and  saw  her  off,  so  that  the 
|iuhli<{  ini|(ht  m^ti  what  an  aihnirable  husband  he  was. 

On  hiM  way  from  th«  stiition  he  niet  Sir  George  Galbraith  and 
Igi'MiUui  hitn  with  offuMion. 

*'  I  hojxi  you  w«r«  (joniing  to  see  us,'*  he  said,  "for  that  would 
wliow  timt  you  don't  forj^cit  our  humble  existence.  But  my  wife 
Iwn't  lit  honin,  I  am  worry  to  say.  She  has  just  gone  to  stay  with 
MrN.  KUroy.** 

H\v  (hiorjfn  looknd  ki'only  at  him.  "I  hope  she  is  quite  well," 
hu  Mtild  formally. 

''  Not  too  wtOl,"  Dan  answort  d  lugubriously,  "and  that  is  why 
I  omwiurMgod  hor  to  go.  The  fact  is,  Sir  George,  I  think  I've  been 
nuildiig  u  mintako  with  Both.  My  mother  was  my  perfection  of 
H  woman,  Hho  didn't  ci\n\  much  for  books;  but  she  had  good, 
Monnd  (Mtnnnon  mouno,  and  she  attended  to  her  husband  and  her 
InMiwoliohl  and  piH^fonHnl  to  ntny  at  homo;  and  I  confess  I  wanted 
my  wifo  to  ho  llko  ht>r.  Kwpooially  I  wanted  to  keep  her  pure- 
ndndod  ami  nn»\wi>lolouH  of  ovil,  and  that  she  could  not  remain 
If  >*ho  \i\>i  {\m\\\\  into  Miu  Kih*i\v's  set  luid  mixed  up  with  the 
^ut^»*tl^M\!*  ttU>nt  whioh  \von\on  aw>  now  agitating  themselves.  I 
kwww  ytm'iH^  with  tht>n\  and  not  with  me  in  tlie  matter,  but  you'll 
wUt^w  for  n\y  \H\int  of  viow,  WelK  with  regard  to  Beth,  I  find 
V\^  n\adt^  a  n\iHtHkt\  I  should  have  let  her  follow  her  own  bent, 
i**H*  for  htn^^U,  and  Ihhhxu^o  a  wou\au  of  the  day  if  slie's  so  minded. 
*\«  it  i«>  sho  is  gr^nviug  n\iu*hid  for  want  of  an  outlet,  and  hanging 
Uu>k  h^vi^vlfx  and  it  is  I  who  haYt>  to  urge  her  on.  It  s  an  heroic 
oi^vi'^tioi^  s\^  fai*  as  l^n  tHxiuvrntni,  fi>r  the  whole  thing  is  distaste- 
f\U  t\^  n\t*  J  hut  1  sJ^iJl  ^>  Uu\nigh  with  it,  and  let  her  be  as  inde- 
|Hvn\Wnl  a;»  sh^  Ukvsjk^^ 

^'TUis  S!V>uuvls  liW  sieUssH'^rifiotx''  said  Sir  George.    ''"I  sincerely 

Im4^  U  u^a>*  ai^wiMT.  WV  aw*  |^>iii$r  different  waysv  I  think.   Good 

kV^^^    H^  raisiie>^l  hW  hand  U>  his  hat  ia  a  perfQiK'K>nr  iray. 
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The  next  time  he  saw  Mrs.  Kiboy  he  described  this  encounter 
with  Dr.  Maclure. 

"  This  is  a  complete  change  of  front,"  said  Angelica.  "  What 
does  it  mean  ? " 

"  When  a  man  of  that  kind  tells  his  wife  to  make  the  most  of 
her  life  in  her  own  way,  and  be  independent,  he  means,  '  DonH 
bother  me ;  another  woman  is  the  delight  of  my  senses  ! '  When 
he  says  to  another  woman,  *  Be  free  ! '  he  means,  *  Throw  yourself 

into  my  a7*ms ! '  " 

Angelica  sighed.    "  Poor  Beth  ! "  she  said.   "  What  a  fate  to  be 

tied  to  that  plausible  hog ! " 

From  having  been  so  much  shut  up  in  herself,  Beth  showed 
very  little  of  the  contrasts  of  her  temperament  on  the  surface— 
her  joy  in  life,  her  moments  of  exaltation,  of  devotion,  of  con- 
fidence, of  harshness,  of  tenderness ;  her  awful  fits  of  depression, 
her  doubts,  her  fears,  her  self -distrust ;  her  gusts  of  passion,  and 
the  disconnected  impulses  wedged  into  the  well-disciplined  routine 
of  a  consistent  life,  ordered  for  the  most  part  by  principle,  reason, 
and  reflection — few  people,  meeting  her  casually,  would  have  sus- 
pected any  contrasts  at  all ;  and  even  of  those  who  knew  her  best, 
only  one  now  and  then  appreciated  the  rate  at  which  the  busy 
mind  was  working  and  the  changes  wrought  by  the  growth  which 
was  continually  in  progress  beneath  her  equable  demeanour. 
Those  about  her  expected  nothing  of  her  for  want  of  discernment, 
and  sufl:'ered  shocks  of  surprise  in  consequence,  which  they  re- 
sented, blaming  her  for  their  own  defects. 

But  it  was  of  much  more  importance  to  Beth  that  she  should 
be  able  to  pass  on  with  ease  from  one  thing  to  another  than  that 
she  should  have  the  approval  of  people  who  would  have  had  her 
stay  where  they  found  her,  not  for  her  benefit,  but  for  their  own 
convenience  in  classifying  her.  Beth  made  stepping  stones  of 
her  knowledge  of  other  people  rather  than  of  her  own  dead  self. 
She  picked  to  pieces  the  griefs  they  brought  upon  her,  dissected 
them,  and  moralized  upon  them  ;  and,  in  doing  so,  forgot  the  per- 
sonal application.  While  in  the  midst  of  what  might  have  been 
her  own  life  tragedy,  she  compared  herself  with  those  who  had 
been  through  theirs,  and  did  not  seem  a  bit  the  worse  or  the  better, 
which  observation  stimulated  her  fortitude;  when  she  contem- 
plated the  march  of  events,  that  mighty  army  of  atoms,  any  one  of 
which  may  be  in  command  of  us  for  a  time,  none  remaining  so 
forever,  under  healthy  conditions,  she  perceived  that  life  is  lived 
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in  detail,  not  in  the  abstract.  The  kind  of  thing  that  makes  the 
backbone  of  a  three-volume  novel  is  but  a  phase  or  an  incident ; 
everything  is  but  an  incident  with  all  of  us,  a  heartbreak  to-day, 
a  recollection  to-morrow,  a  source  of  encouragement,  and  of  in- 
spiration eventually,  perhaps ;  the  which,  if  some  would  remem- 
ber, there  would  be  less  despair  and  fewer  suicides.  The  recog- 
nition of  this  fact  had  helped  Beth's  sense  of  proportion,  and  was 
making  her  philosophical.  She  believed  that  life  could  be  lived 
so  as  to  make  the  joys  as  inevitable  as  the  sorrows.  We  are  apt 
to  cultivate  our  sense  of  pleasure  less  than  our  sense  of  suffering 
by  appreciating  small  pleasures  little  while  heeding  small  pains 
excessively.  Beth's  deliberate  intention  as  well  as  her  natural 
impulse  was  to  reverse  this  in  her  own  case  as  much  as  possible ; 
she  would  not  let  her  physical  sense  of  well-being  on  a  fine 
morning  and  her  intellectual  delight  in  a  good  mood  for  work 
bo  spoiled  because  of  some  trouble  of  the  night  before.  The 
trouble  she  would  set  aside  so  that  it  might  not  detract  from  the 
pleasure. 

But  fine  mornings  and  good  moods  for  work  had  not  come  to 
her  aid  since  she  discovered  the  mean  treachery  of  Dan  and 
Bertha,  and  when  she  left  Slane  she  was  still  oppressed  by  the 
sense  of  tlieir  hypocrisy  and  deceit.  As  the  train  bore  her  swiftly 
away  from  them  both,  however,  her  spirits  rose.  The  sun  shone, 
the  country  looked  lovely  in  its  autumn  bravery  of  tint  and  tone, 
she  felt  well — and  the  contemplation  of  such  people  as  Dan  and 
Bertha  was  not  elevating ;  they  must  out  of  her  mind  like  any 
other  unholy  thought,  that  she  might  be  worthy  to  associate  with 
the  loyal  ladies  and  noble  gentlemen  whose  hands  were  outheld 
to  help  her.  The  people  we  cling  to  are  those  with  whom  we  find 
ourselves  most  at  home.  It  is  not  the  people  who  amuse  us  that 
we  like  best,  but  those  who  stir  our  deeper  emotions,  rouse  in  us 
possibilities  of  generous  feeling  which  lie  latent  for  the  most 
part,  and  give  form  to  our  higher  aspirations ;  and  Beth  antici- 
pated with  a  happy  heart  that  it  was  with  such  she  was  bound  to 
abide. 

Mrs.  Kilroy  met  her  at  the  station  at  Morningquest.  "  What 
a  bonny  thing  you  are ! "  she  exclaimed  in  her  queer,  abrupt  way. 
"  I  didn't  realize  it  till  I  saw  you  walking  up  the  platform  toward 
me.  There's  a  cart  to  take  your  luggage  to  Ilverthorpe.  Do  you 
mind  coming  to  lunch  with  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  ?  She  has  a  dear 
little  house  in  the  Close,  and  we  thought  you  might  like  to  see 
the  cathedral.    Here's  the  carriage.    No,  you  get  in  first" 
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**  But  does  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  want  me  ? "  Beth  asked  when  they 
were  seated. 

*'  We  all  want  you,"  said  Mrs.  Kilroy,  "  if  you  will  forgive  our 
first  mistake  with  regard  to  you,  and  come  out  of  yourself  and  be 
one  of  us.  And  you'll  be  specially  fond  of  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  when 
you  know  her,  I  fancy.  She's  just  sweet  I  She  used  to  hate  our 
works  and  ways,  and  be  very  conventional ;  but  Edith  Becde's 
marriage  opened  her  eyes.  She  would  never  have  believed  that 
men  coiintenanced  such  an  iniquity  had  she  not  seen  it  herself. 
The  first  effect  of  the  shock  was  to  narrow  her  judgment  and 
make  her  severe  on  men  generally ;  but  she  will  get  over  that  in 
time.  Man,  like  woman,  is  too  big  a  subject  to  generalize  about. 
He  has  liis  faults,  you  know,  but  he  must  be  educated ;  that  is  all 
he  wants.  He  must  be  taught  to  have  a  better  opinion  of  himself. 
At  present  he  wallows  because  he  thinks  he  can't  keep  out  of  the 
mire ;  but  of  course  he  can  when  he  learns  how  ;  he's  not  a  bit 
worse  than  woman  naturally,  only  he  has  a  lower  opinion  of  him- 
self, and  that  keeps  him  down.  With  his  training  we  shouldn't 
be  a  bit  better  than  he  is.  In  all  things  that  concern  men  and 
women,  you,  dear,  you  will  find  that,  when  they  start  fair,  the  dif- 
ferences between  them  just  amount  to  six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen 
of  the  other.     Here  we  are." 

Mrs.  Orton  Beg  came  into  the  hall  to  greet  her  guests.  She 
was  a  slender,  elegant,  middle-aged  woman,  in  graceful  black 
draperies,  with  hair  prematurely  gray,  and  a  face  that  had  always 
been  interesting,  but  never  handsome — a  refined,  intellectual,  but 
not  strong  face — the  face  of  a  patient,  self-contained,  long-endur- 
ing person,  of  settled  purpose,  slowly  arrived  at,  and  then  not 
easily  shaken.  She  welcomed  Beth  cordially,  and  placed  her  at 
table  so  that  she  might  look  out  at  the  old  gray  cathedral.  It  was 
the  first  time  Beth  had  seen  it,  and  she  could  have  lost  herself  in  the 
sensation  of  realizing  its  traditions,  its  beauty,  and  its  age ;  but  the 
convei-sation  went  on  briskly,  and  she  had  to  take  her  part.  Lady 
Fulda  Guthrie,  an  aunt  of  Mrs.  Kilroy's,  was  the  only  other 
guest.  She  was  a  beautiful  saint  with  a  soul  which  had  already 
l)rogTessed  as  far  as  the  most  spiritual  part  of  Catholicism  could 
take  it,  and  she  could  get  no  further  in  this  incarnation. 

''  I  li<)i)e  you  are  pre]>ared  to  discuss  any  and  every  thing,  Mrs. 
Maelure,"  Mi-s.  Orton  Beg  warned  Beth ;  "  for  that  is  what  you 
will  find  yourself  called  upon  to  do  among  us.  Tlie  peculiarity  of 
man  is  that  he  will  do  the  most  atrocious  things  without  com- 
punction, but  would  be  shocked  if  he  were  called  upon  to  discuss 
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them.  Do  what  you  like,  is  his  principle,  but  don't  mention  it ; 
people  form  their  opinions  in  discussion,  and  opinions  are  apt  to 
be  adverse.    Our  principle  is  very  much  the  opposite." 

"  I  have  just  begun  to  know  the  necessity  for  open  discussion," 
Beth  answered  tranquilly.  "  I  do  not  see  how  we  can  arrive  at 
happiness  in  life  if  we  do  not  try  to  discover  the  soiuxies  of  misery. 
I  know  of  nothing  that  earnest  men  and  women  should  hesitate 
to  discuss  openly  on  proper  occasions." 

"  Oh,  I'm  thankful  to  hear  you  say  *  men  and  women,' "  An- 
gelica broke  in.  "  That  is  the  right  new  spirit !  Let  us  help  one 
another.  Any  attempt  to  separate  the  interests  of  the  sexes,  as 
women  here  and  there,  and  men  generally,  would  have  them 
separated,  is  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  whole  race.  The  efforts  of 
foolish  people  to  divide  the  interests  of  men  and  women  make  me 
writhe — as  if  we  were  not  utterly  bound  up  in  one  another,  and 
destined  to  rise  or  fall  together  I  But  this  woman  movement  is 
toward  the  perfecting  of  life,  not  toward  the  disruption  of  it  I 
asked  a  sympathetic  woman  the  other  day  why  she  took  no  part 
in  it,  and  she  answered  profoundly,  *  Because  I  am  a  part  of  it.' 
And  I  am  sure  she  was  right.  I  am  sure  it  is  evolutionary.  It  is 
an  effort  of  the  race  to  raise  itself  a  step  higher  in  the  scale  of 
being.  For  see  what  it  resolves  itself  into!  Men  respond  to 
what  women  expect  of  them.  When  warriors  were  the  woman's 
ideal,  men  were  warriors.  When  women  preferred  knights, 
priests,  and  troubadours,  a  man's  ambition  was  to  be  a  knight, 
priest,  or  troubadour.  When  women  thought  drunkenness  fine, 
men  were  drunken.  Now  women  want  husbands  of  a  nobler 
nature,  strong  in  all  the  attributes,  moral  and  physical,  of  the 
perfect  man,  that  their  children  may  be  noble  too ;  and  thus  the 
ascent  of  man  to  higher  planes  of  being  becomes  assured." 

*' Great  is  the  power  of  thought,"  said  Lady  Fulda.  "By 
thinking  these  things  the  race  is  evolving  them.  Thought  mar- 
ried to  suggestion  is  a  creative  force.  If  the  race  believed  it 
would  have  wings,  in  the  course  of  ages  wings  would  come  of  the 
faith." 

"And  discussion  is  not  enough,"  Beth  resumed.  "We  should 
experiment.  It  is  very  well  to  hold  opinions  and  set  up  theories ; 
but  opinions  and  theories  are  alike  valueless  until  they  are  tested 
by  experiment." 

"I  see  you  are  a  true  radical,"  said  Mrs.  Orton  Beg.  "You 
would  go  to  the  root  of  the  matter." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  am  a  radical  in  that  sense  of  the  word,"  Beth  an- 
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swered.  "  I  have  a  horror  of  conservatism.  Nothing  is  stationary. 
All  things  are  always  in  a  state  of  growth  or  decay ;  and  conser- 
vatism is  a  state  of  decay." 

"  I  must  remember  that,"  said  Angelica.  "  It  is  particularly 
happy,  especially  as  applied  to  women — if  they  are  ever  to  ad- 
vance." 

"  Then  don't  you  think  they  are  advancing  ? "  Beth  asked. 

*'Yes,"  said  Angelica;  "but  not  as  much  as  they  might. 
When  you  mix  more  with  them  in  the  way  of  work  you  will  be 
disheartened.  Women  are  their  own  worst  enemies  just  now. 
They  don't  follow  their  leaders  loyally  and  consistently;  they 
have  little  idea  of  discipline ;  their  tendency  is  to  go  off  on  side 
issues,  and  break  up  into  little  cliques.  They  are  largely  actuated 
by  petty  personal  motives,  by  petty  jealousies,  by  pettinesses  of 
all  kinds.  One  among  them  will  arise  here  and  there,  and  do 
something  great  that  is  an  honour  to  them  all ;  but  they  do  not 
honour  her  for  it — perhaps  because  something  in  the  way  she 
dresses,  or  some  trick  of  manner,  does  not  meet  with  the  approval 
of  the  majority.  Women  are  forever  stumbling  over  trifling 
details;  to  prove  themselves  right  pleases  them  better  than  to 
arrive  at  the  truth ;  and  a  vulgar  personal  triumph  is  of  more 
moment  than  the  triumph  of  a  great  cause.  In  these  things  they 
are  practically  not  a  bit  better  than  men." 

"  They  seem  worse  in  fact,  because  we  expect  so  much  more  of 
them  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  disinterestedness,"  said  Mrs.  Orton 
Beg ;  "  and  their  power  is  so  much  greater,  too,  in  social  matters ; 
when  they  misuse  it,  they  do  much  more  harm.  This  will  not 
always  be  so,  of  course.  As  their  minds  expand,  they  will  see 
and  understand  better.  At  the  present  they  do  not  know  enough 
to  appreciate  their  own  deficiencies — they  do  not  measure  the 
weakness  of  their  vacillations  by  comparing  it  with  the  steady 
strength  of  purpose  that  prevails ;  and,  for  want  of  comprehension, 
they  aim  their  silly  animadversions  to-day  at  some  one  whose 
work  they  are  glad  enough  to  profit  by  to-morrow ;  they  make 
the  task  of  a  benefactress  so  hard  that  they  kill  her,  and  then  they 
give  her  a  public  funeral.    I  pity  them  ! " 

"  Oh,  do  not  be  hasty,"  said  Lady  Fulda.  "  Human  beings  are 
not  like  packs  of  cards,  to  be  shuffled  into  different  combinations 
at  will  and  nobody  the  worse.  There  are  feelings  to  be  consid- 
ered. The  old  sores  must  be  tenderly  touched  even  by  those  who 
would  heal  them.  And  when  we  uproot  we  must  be  careful  to 
replant  under  more  favourable  conditions,  when  we  demolish  we 
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should  be  prepared  to  rebuild,  or  no  comfort  will  come  of  the 
changes.  These  things  take  time,  and  are  best  done  deliberately, 
and  even  then  the  most  cautious  make  their  mistakes.  But,  still, 
I  believe  that  the  force  which  is  carrying  us  along  is  the  force 
that  makes  for  righteousness.  We  women  have  in  our  minds 
now  what  will  culminate  in  the  recognition  by  future  genera- 
tions of  the  beauty  of  goodness.  Woman  is  to  be  the  mother  of 
God  in  man." 

Beth's  heart  swelled  at  the  words.  This  attitude  was  new  to 
her ;  and  yet  all  that  was  said  she  seemed  to  have  heard  before, 
and  known  from  the  first  And  she  knew  more  also — ^away  back 
in  that  region  beyond  time  and  space  to  which  she  had  access, 
and  where  she  found  herself  at  happy  moments,  transported  by 
an  impulse  outside  herself,  which  she  could  not  control  by  any 
effort  of  will.  That  day,  with  those  new  friends,  she  felt  like  one 
who  returns  to  a  hapi>y  home  after  weary  wanderings,  and  is 
warmly  welcomed.  A  great  calm  settled  upon  her  spirit.  She 
said  little  the  whole  time,  but  sat,  sure  of  their  sympathetic  toler- 
ance, and  listened  to  them  with  that  living  light  of  interest  in  her 
eyes  to  which  the  heart  responds  with  confidence  more  surely 
tlian  to  any  spoken  word.  The  evil  influences  which  had  held 
her  tense  at  Slane,  had  no  power  to  trouble  her  here.  She  was 
high  enough  above  Dan  and  Bertha  to  look  down  upon  them  dis- 
passionately, knowing  them  for  what  they  were,  yet  personally 
unaffected  by  their  turpitude.  It  was  as  if  she  had  heard  of  some 
bad  deed,  and  knew  it  to  be  repulsive,  a  thing  intolerable,  meriting 
punishment ;  yet,  because  it  did  not  concern  her,  it  had  lapsed 
from  her  thoughts  like  a  casual  paragraph  read  in  a  paper  which 
had  not  brought  home  to  her  any  realization  of  what  it  recorded. 

During  the  afternoon  her  mind  was  stored  with  serene  impres- 
sions— service  in  the  venerable  cathedral ;  the  fluting  of  an  anthem 
by  a  boy  with  a  birdlike  voice;  some  strong  words  from  the 
pulpit,  not  on  the  dry  bones  of  doctrine,  nor  the  doings  of  a  bar- 
barous people,  led  by  a  vengeful  demon  of  perplexing  attributes, 
whom  they  worshipped  as  a  deity  ;  but  on  the  conduct  of  life,  a 
vital  subject.  Then,  as  they  drove  through  the  beautiful  old 
city,  there  came  impressions  of  gray  and  green  ;  gray  gateways, 
ancient  buildings,  ivy,  and  old  trees ;  and,  over  all,  sounding, 
slow,  calm,  and  significant,  the  marvellous  chime,  the  message 
which  Morningquest  heard  hourly  year  by  year,  and  heeded  no 
more  than  it  heeded  death  at  a  distance  or  political  complications 
in  Peru. 
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The  same  party  met  again  at  Ilverthorpe,  but  there  were  others 
there  as  well — Ideala,  Mrs.  Kilroy's  father  and  mother  (Mr.  and 
Lady  Adeline  Hamilton- Wells),  and  Lady  Galbraith,  but  not  Sir 
George. 

In  the  drawing-room  after  dinner  Beth  was  intent  upon  a 
portfolio  of  drawings,  and  Ideala,  seeing  her  alone,  went  up 
to  her. 

"  Are  you  fond  of  pictures  ? "  she  said  to  Beth. 

**  Yes,  that  is  just  the  word,"  Beth  answered.  "  I  am  so  *  fond ' 
of  them  that  even  such  a  collection  as  this,  which  shows  great  in- 
dustry rather  than  great  art,  I  find  full  of  interest  and  delight  in. 
Happy  for  me,  perhaps,  that  I  don't  know  anything  about  tech- 
nique. Subject  still  appeals  to  my  imagination  as  it  used  to  do 
when  I  was  a  child  and  loved  to  linger  over  the  pictures  on  old- 
fashioned  pieces  of  music.  Those  pictures  lure  me  still  with 
strange  sensations,  such  as  no  others  make  me  feel.  I  wish  I 
could  realize  now  as  vividly  as  I  realized  then  the  beauty  of  that 
lovely  lady  on  the  song,  and  the  whole  pathetic  story  of  the  gem 
that  decked  her  queenly  brow  and  bound  her  raven  hair  and  re- 
mained a  sad  memorial  of  blighted  love's  despair.  And  that  other 
young  creature,  who  wore  a  wreath  of  roses  on  the  night  when 
first  we  met ;  and  the  one  who  related  that  we  met,  'twas  in  a 
crowd,  and  I  thought  he  would  shun  me ;  he  came,  I  could  not 
breathe  for  his  eye  was  upon  me ;  and  concluded  that  'twas  thou 
that  had  caused  me  this  anguish,  my  mother.  There  was  the  gal- 
lant corsair,  too,  just  stepping  out  of  a  boat,  waving  his  hat.  His 
curly  hair,  open  shirt  collar,  and  black  tie  with  flying  ends,  remain 
in  my  mind  intimately  associated  with  Byron,  young  love ;  some 
who  never  smiled  again ;  the  sapphire  night,  crisp,  clear,  cold ; 
thick-strewn  stare,  all  sparkling  with  frosty  brightness — impres- 
sions I  would  not  exchange  for  art  understood  or  anything  I  am 
capable  of  feeling  now  before  the  greatest  work  of  art  in  the  world 
— so  strangely  am  I  blunted." 

"  What,  already  ? "  Jdeala  said  compassionately.  "  But  that  is 
only  a  phase.  You  will  come  out  of  it  and  be  young  again  and 
feel  strongly,  which  is  better  than  knowing,  I  concede.  The  truest 
appreciation  of  a  work  of  art  does  not  take  place  in  the  head  but 
in  the  heart ;  not  in  thinking  but  in  feeling.  When  we  stand  be- 
fore a  picture,  it  is  not  by  the  thoughts  formulated  in  the  mind 
but  by  the  appreciation  which  suffuses  our  whole  being  with 
pleasure  that  we  should  estimate  it." 

**  But  isn't  that  a  sensuous  attitude  ?-  Beth  objected. 


452  THE  BETH  BOOK. 

"  Yes,  of  the  right  kiud,"  Ideala  rejoined.  "  The  senses  have 
their  uses,  you  know.  And  it  is  exactly  your  attitude  as  a  child 
toward  the  pictures  on  the  songs.  You  felt  it  all — all  the  full 
significance — long  before  you  knew  it  so  that  you  could  render  it 
into  words,  and  felt  more,  probably,  than  you  will  ever  be  able  to 
express.    Feeling  is  the  first  stage  of  fine  thought." 

Mr.  Hamilton- Wells  strolled  toward  them.  He  was  a  rather 
tall,  exceedingly  thin  man,  with  straight,  thick  gray-brown  hair, 
parted  in  the  middle  and  plastered  down  on  either  side  of  his  head. 
He  was  dressed  in  black  velvet.  His  long,  thin,  white  hands  were 
bedecked  with  handsome  antique  rings,  art  treasures  in  their  way. 
One  intaglio,  carved  in  red  coral,  caught  the  eye  especially,  on  the 
first  finger  of  his  right  hand.  As  he  talked  he  had  a  trick  of  shak- 
ing his  hands  back  with  a  gesture  that  suggested  lace  ruffles  get- 
ting in  the  way,  and  in  his  whole  appearance  and  demeanour 
there  was  something  that  recalled  the  days  when  velvet  and  lace 
were  in  vogue  for  gentlemen.  He  spoke  with  great  preciseness ; 
and  it  was  not  always  possible  to  be  sure  that  he  at  all  appreciated 
the  effect  of  the  extraordinary  remarks  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
making,  which  apparent  obliviousness  enabled  him  to  discourse 
about  many  things  without  offence  which  other  people  were 
obliged  to  leave  unmentioned. 

"  Nowadays,  when  I  see  two  ladies  together  in  a  comer  talking 
earnestly,"  he  observed,  ""  I  always  suspect  that  they  are  discussing 
the  sex  question." 

*'  Oh,  the  sex  question  I "  Ideala  exclaimed.  "  I  am  sick  of  sex. 
Sex  is  a  thing  to  be  endured  or  enjoyed,  not  to  be  discussed." 

*'  Indeed  I "  said  Mr.  Hamilton-Wells,  nodding  slowly,  as  if  in 
profound  consideration,  and  shaking  back  his  imaginary  ruffles. 
"  Is  that  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Maclure  ? " 

"  I  keep  a  separate  compartment  in  my  mind  for  the  sex  ques- 
tion," Beth  answered,  colouring — "  a  compartment  which  has  to 
be  artificially  lighted.  There  is  no  ray  of  myself  that  would  natu- 
rally penetrate  to  it.  When  I  take  up  a  book  and  find  that  the 
theme  of  it  is  She  was  beautiful^  he  loved  her,  I  put  it  down 
again  with  a  groan.  The  monotony  of  the  subject  palls  upon  me. 
It  is  the  stock  in  trade  of  every  author,  as  if  there  were  nothing  of 
interest  in  the  lives  of  men  and  women  but  their  sexual  relations." 

"  Indeed,  yes,"  said  Mr.  Hamilton- Wells,  with  bland  delibera- 
tion ;  "  but  society  thinks  of  nothing  else.  Blatant  sexuality  is 
the  predominant  characteristic  of  the  upper  classes,  and  the  rage 
for  the  sexual  passion  is  principally  set  up  and  fostered  by  a  litera- 
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ture  inflated  with  sexuality,  and  by  costumes  which  seem  to  be 
designed  for  the  purpose.  In  the  evening,  now,  just  think  I  Even 
quite  elderly  ladies,  with  a  laudable  desire  to  please,  offer  them- 
selves in  evening  dress — ^and  a  very  great  deal  of  themselves  some- 
times— to  the  eye  that  may  be  attracted." 

When  he  had  spoken  he  shook  back  his  imaginary  ruffles, 
brought  his  hands  together  in  front  of  him,  with  the  fingers  tip  to 
tip,  in  a  pious  attitude,  and  strolled  up  the  long  room  slowly, 
shaking  his  head  at  intervals  with  an  intent  expression,  as  if  he 
were  praying  for  society. 

"  What  a  bomb ! "  Beth  gasped.     "  Is  he  always — so  ? " 

" Generally,"  Ideala  rejoined.  "And  I  can  never  make  out 
whether  he  means  well,  but  is  stupid  and  tactless,  or  whether  he 
delights  to  spring  such  explosives  on  inoffensive  people.  He  sits 
on  a  Board  of  Guardians  of  the  Poor,  composed  of  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, and  the  other  day,  at  one  of  their  meetings,  he  proposed 
to  remove  the  stigma  attaching  to  illegitimacy.  He  said  that 
illegitimacy  can  not  justly  be  held  to  reflect  on  anybody's  con- 
duct, since — so  he  had  always  understood — illegitimacy  was  birth 
from  natural  causes." 

"  And  what  happened  ? " 

Id'^ala  slightly  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  The  proposition  was 
seriously  discussed,  and  a  parson  and  one  or  two  other  members 
of  the  board  threatened  to  retire  if  he  remained  on  it.  But  remain 
he  did,  and  let  them  retire ;  and  I  can  not  help  fancying  that  his 
whole  object  was  to  get  them  to  go.  Sometimes  I  think  that  he 
must  have  a  peculiar  sense  of  humour,  which  it  gives  him  gi^at 
gratification  to  indulge — ^as  others  do  good — by  stealth.  He  makes 
questionable  jests  for  himself  only,  and  enjoys  them  alone.  But 
apart  from  this  eccentricity  he  is  a  kind  and  generous  man,  always 
ready  to  help  with  time  and  money  when  there  is  any  good  to  be 
done." 

When  Beth  went  to  her  room  that  night  she  experienced  a 
strange  sense  of  satisfaction  which  she  could  not  account  for  until 
she  found  herself  alone,  with  no  fear  of  being  disturbed.  It  seemed 
to  her  then  that  she  had  never  before  known  what  comfort  was, 
never  slept  in  such  a  delightful  bed,  so  fresh  and  cool  and  sweet. 
She  was  like  one  who  has  been  bathed  and  perfumed  after  the 
defilements  of  a  long,  dusty  journey,  and  is  able  to  rest  in  peace. 
As  she  stretched  herself  between  the  sheets  she  experienced  a 
blessed  sensation  of  relief,  which  was  a  revelation  to  her.  Until 
that  moment  she  had  never  quite  realized  the  awful  oppression  of 
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her  married  life,  the  inevitable  degradation  of  intimate  associa- 
tion with  such  a  man  as  her  husband. 

The  next  day  the  ladies  went  out  to  sit  on  the  lawn  together  in 
the  shade  of  the  trees  with  their  books  and  work.  There  were  no 
sounds  but  such  as  in  the  country  seem  to  accentuate  the  quiet, 
and  are  aids,  not  to  thought,  but  to  that  higher  faculty  which 
awakes  in  the  silence,  and  is  to  thought  what  the  mechanical  in- 
strument is  to  the  voice. 

"How  heavenly  still  it  is!"  Beth  ejaculated.  "It  stirs  me, 
fills  me — how  shall  I  express  it  ? — makes  me  cognizant,  in  some 
sort  conscious,  of  things  I  don't  know — things  beyond  all  this  and 
even  better  worth  our  attention.  The  stillness  here  in  these  sur- 
roundings has  tlie  same  benign  effect  on  me  that  perfect  solitude 
has  elsewhere.  What  a  luxury  it  is,  though — solitude  I  I  mean 
the  privilege  of  being  alone  when  one  feels  the  necessity.  I  am 
fortunate,  however,"  she  added  quickly,  lest  she  should  seem  to  be 
making  a  personal  complaint,  "  in  that  I  have  a  secret  chamber 
all  to  my  self,  and  so  high  up  that  I  can  almost  hear  what  the 
wind  whispers  to  the  stars  to  make  them  twinkle.  I  go  there 
when  I  want  to  be  alone  to  think  my  thoughts,  and  no  one  dis- 
'  turbs  me — not  even  my  nearest  neighbours,  the  angels  I  though  if 
they  did  sometimes  I  should  not  complain." 

"  They  come  closer  than  ypu  think,  perhaps,"  said  Lady  Fulda, 
who  had  just  strolled  up  with  a  great  bunch  of  lilies  on  her  arm. 
"Consider  the  lilies,"  she  went  on,  holding  them  out  to  Beth. 
"  Look  into  them  ;  think  about  them.  No,  though,  do  not  think 
about  them— feel.  There  is  purification  in  the  sensation  of  their 
beauty." 

"  Is  purification  always  possible  ? "  Beth  said.  "  Can  evil  ever 
be  cast  out,  once  it  has  taken  root  in  the  mind  ? " 

"  Are  you  speaking  of  thoughts  or  acts,  I  wonder,"  Lady  Fulda 
rejoined,  sitting  down  beside  Beth  and  looking  dreamily  into  her 
flowers.  "  You  know  what  we  hold  here— that  no  false  step  is 
irretrievable  so  long  as  we  desire  what  is  perfectly  right.  It  is 
not  the  things  we  know  of,  nor  even  the  things  we  have  done— if 
the  act  is  not  habitual — but  the  things  we  approve  of  that  brand 
us  as  bad.  The  woman  whose  principles  are  formed  out  of  a 
knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  better,  is  more  to  be  relied  upon, 
than  the  woman  who  does  not  know  enough  to  choose  between 
them.  It  is  not  what  the  body  does,  but  what  the  mind  thinks 
that  corrupts  us." 

"  But  from  certain  deeds  evil  thoughts  are  inseparable,"  Beth 
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sighed  ;  "  and  surely  toleration  of  evil  comes  from  undue  famil- 
iarity with  it  ? " 

"  Yes,  if  you  do  not  keep  your  condemnation  side  by  side  with 
your  knowledge  of  it,"  Lady  Fulda  agreed. 

The  night  before  she  returned  to  Slane,  Beth  attended  a  meet- 
ing of  the  new  order  which  Ideahi  had  founded.  It  was  the  first 
thing  of  the  kind  she  had  been  to,  and  she  was  much  interested 
in  the  proceedings.  Only  women  were  present.  Beth  was  one  of 
a  semicircle  of  ladies  who  sat  on  the  platform  behind  the  chair. 
There  were  subjects  of  grave  social  importance  under  discussion, 
and  most  of  the  speaking  was  exceedingly  good,  wise,  temperate, 
and  certainly  not.  wanting  in  humour. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  evening  there  was  an  awkward  pause, 
because  a  lady  who  was  to  have  spoken  had  not  arrived.  Mrs. 
Kilroy,  who  was  in  the  chair,  looked  round  for  some  one  to  fill 
the  gap,  and  caught  Beth's  eye. . 

*'  May  I  speak  ? "  Beth  whispered  eagerly,  leaning  over  to  her. 
*'  I  have  something  to  say." 

Angelica  nodded,  gave  the  audience  Beth's  name,  and  then 
leaned  back  in  her  chair.  The  shorthand  writers  looked  up  indif- 
ferently, not  expecting  to  hear  anything  worth  recording. 

Beth  went  forward  to  the  edge  of  the  platform  with  a  look  of 
intentness  on  her  delicate  face,  and  utterly  oblivious  of  herself  or 
anything  else  but  her  subject.  She  never  thought  of  asking  her- 
self if  she  could  speak ;  all  she  considered  was  what  she  was  going 
to  say.  She  clasped  her  slender  hands  in  front  of  her  and  began, 
slowly,  with  the  formula  she  had  heard  the  other  speakers  use : 
"Madam  Chairman,  Ladies " 

She  paused,  then  suddenly  spoke  out  on  The  Desecration  of 
Marriage. 

At  the  first  resonant  notes  of  her  clear,  dispassionate  voice 
til  ere  was  a  movement  of  interest,  a  kind  of  awakening  in  the 
hall ;  and  the  ladies  on  the  platform  behind  her,  who  had  been 
whispering  to  each  other,  writing  notes  and  passing  them  about, 
and  paying  more  attention  to  the  business  of  the  meeting  gener- 
ally than  to  tlie  speakers,  paused  and  looked  up. 

Suddenly  Ideala,  with  kindling  eyes,  leaned  over  to  Mrs.  Orton 
Beg,  grasped  her  arm,  and  said  something  eagerly.  Mrs.  Orton 
Beg  nodded.  The  word  went  round.  Beth  held  the  hall,  and  was 
still  rising  from  point  to  point,  carrying  the  audience  up  with  her 
to  a  pitch  of  excitement,  which  finally  culminated  in  a  great  burst 
of  applause. 


Beth,  taken  aback,  stopped  short,  surprised  and  bewildered  by 
the  racket,  looked  about  her,  faltered  a  few  more  words,  and  then 
sat  down  abruptly. 

The  applause  was  renewed  and  prolonged. 

"  What  does  it  mean  ? "  Beth  asked  Ideala  in  an  agony.  "  Did 
I  say  something  absurd  ? " 

"My  dear  child,"  Ideala  answered,  laughing,  "they  are  not 
jeering,  but  cheering." 

"  Is  that  cheering  ?  "  Beth  exclaimed  in  an  awestricken  tone, 
overcome  to  find  she  had  produced  such  an  effect.  "'  1  feared  they 
meant  to  be  derisive." 

*'  I  didn't  know  you  were  a  speaker,"  Mrs.  Orton  Beg  whispered. 

"  I  am  not,"  Beth  answered  apologetically.  "  I  never  spoke  be- 
fore— nor  heard  any  one  else  speak  till  to-night.  Only  I  have 
thought  and  thought  about  these  things,  and  I  could  not  keep  it 
back — what  I  had  to  say." 

'*  That  is  the  stuff  an  orator  is  made  of,"  some  strange  lady 
muttered  approvingly. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

When  Beth  returned  to  Slane,  Dan  received  her  so  joyously 
she  wondered  what  particularly  successful  piece  of  turpitude  he 
had  been  busy  about.  He  was  always  effusive  to  her  when  things 
went  well  with  him.  At  first  she  had  supposed  that  this  effusive- 
ness was  the  outcome  of  affection  for  her ;  but  when  she  began  to 
know  him,  she  perceived  that  it  was  only  the  expression  of  some 
personal  gratification.  He  had  been  quite  demonstrative  in  his 
attentions  to  her  during  the  time  that  Bertha  Petterick  stayed  in 
the  house. 

"By  the  way,  there  is  a  letter  for  you,"  he  said,  when  they 
were  at  lunch. 

"  Is  there  ? "  Beth  answered.     "  Who  from  ? " 

"  How  the  devil  am  I  to  know  ? "  he  rejoined,  glancing  up  at 
the  mantelpiece.  "  I  can't  tell  who  your  correspondents  are  by 
instinct." 

Beth's  eyes  followed  his  to  the  mantelpiece,  where  she  saw  a 
large  square  envelope  propped  up  against  an  ornament  in  a  con- 
spicuous position,  and  recognized  the  unmistakable,  big,  clear,  firm 
hand  of  Bertha  Petterick,  and  the  thick  kind  of  paper  she  always 
used. 
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Beth  had  been  thinking  about  Bertha  on  the  way  home.  She 
knew  that,  if  Bertha  had  been  as  wrong  in  body  as  in  mind  and 
moral  nature,  she  would  have  had  compassion  on  her ;  and  she 
had  determined  to  tolerate  her  as  it  was,  to  do  what  she  could  for 
her  maimed  soul,  just  as  she  would  have  ministered  to  her  had 
her  malady  been  physical.  But  Dan's  hypocrisy  about  the  letter 
ruffled  her  into  opposition.  He  knew  Bertha's  handwriting  as 
well  as  she  did,  and  was  doubtless  equally  well  acquainted  with 
tlie  contents  of  the  letter ;  and  this  affectation  of  ignorance  must 
therefore  mean  something  special.  Probably  he  was  anxious  to 
propitiate  her  with  regard  to  whatever  Bertha  might  be  writing 
about.  But  Beth  was  not  to  be  managed  in  that  way,  and  so  she 
let  the  letter  be. 

As  she  was  leaving  the  room  after  lunch  Dan  called  after  her, 
"  You  have  forgotten  your  letter." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,"  Beth  answered.  "  Any  time  will  do  for 
that." 

The  letter  was  left  there  for  days  unopened,  and  it  had  the 
effect  of  stopping  the  conversation  at  meals,  for  although  Dan 
did  not  allude  to  it  again,  he  constantly  glanced  at  it,  and  it  was 
evident  that  he  had  it  on  his  mind. 

At  last,  one  day,  when  he  came  in,  he  said :  "  I  have  just  seen 
Mrs.  Petterick,  and  she  tells  me  Bertha  wrote  to  you  days  ago, 
and  has  had  no  answer." 

"  Indeed ! "  Beth  observed  indifferently.  **  I  shouldn't  think 
she  could  have  anything  to  say  to  me  that  specially  required  an 
answer." 

Dan  fidgeted  about  a  little,  then  burst  out  suddenly :  "  Why 
the  devil  don't  you  open  the  girl's  letter  ? " 

*'  Because  you  pretended  you  didn't  know  who  it  was  from," 
Beth  said. 

*'  I  declare  to  God  I  never  pretended  anything  of  the  kind," 
Dan  answered  hotly. 

Beth  laughed.  Then  she  went  to  the  mantelpiece,  took  down 
the  letter,  turned  it  over  and  displayed  the  huge  monogram  and 
scroll  with  "  Bertha  "  printed  on  it,  with  which  it  was  bedizened, 
laughed  again  a  little,  and  threw  the  letter,  unopened,  into  the 
fire :  "  There  I "  she  said.  "  Let  that  be  an  end  of  the  letter,  and 
Bertha  Petterick,  too,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned.  She  bores  me, 
tliat  girl  I    I  will  not  be  bothered  with  her." 

''  Well,  well  I "  Dan  exclaimed  pathetically,  looking  hard  at 
the  ashes  of  the  letter  on  the  coals ;  "  that's  gratitude  I  I  do  my 
80 
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best  to  make  an  honest  living  for  you,  and  you  repay  me  by 
affronting  one  of  my  best  patients.  And  what  the  unfortunate 
girl  has  done  to  offend  you  the  devil  only  knows.  I'm  sure  she 
would  have  blacked  your  boots  for  you  when  she  was  here,  she 
was  so  devoted." 

"  She  was  pretty  servile,  I  grant  that,"  Beth  answered,  dispas- 
sionately. "  But  that  is  enough  of  Bertha  Petterick,  please.  Here 
is  the  butcher's  bill  for  the  last  month,  and  the  baker's,  the  milk, 
the  wine,  the  groceries,  all  nearly  doubled  on  Bertha's  account. 
If  adding  to  your  expenses  in  every  way  makes  a  good  patient, 
she  was  exceUent,  certainly.  I'U  leave  you  the  bills  to  console 
you ;  but,  if  you  value  your  piece  of  mind,  don't  dare  to  worry 
me  about  them.  You  were  quite  right  when  you  said  I  was  too 
young  to  be  troubled  about  money  matters,  and  I  shall  not  let 
myself  be  troubled — especially  when  they  are  matters,  like  these 
bills,  for  which  I  am  not  responsible."  She  was  leaving  the  room 
as  she  spoke,  but  stopped  at  the  door.  "  And,  Dan,"  she  added, 
quoting  his  favoui'ite  phrase,  **  I'd  be  cheery  if  I  were  you.  There's 
nothing  like  being  cheery.  Why,  look  at  me  I  I  never  let  any- 
thing worry  me ! " 

She  left  Dan  speechless  and  went  to  her  secret  chamber,  where 
she  sat  and  suffered  for  an  hour,  blaming  herself  for  her  lightness, 
her  contrariness,  her  want  of  dignity,  and  aU  those  faults  which 
were  the  direct  consequence  of  Dan's  evil  influence.  She  was  fall- 
ing farther  and  farther  away  from  her  ideal  in  everything,  and 
knew  it,  but  seemed  to  have  lost  the  power  to  save  herself.  The 
degeneration  had  begun  in  small  matters  of  discipline,  apparently 
unimportant,  but  each  one  of  consequence  in  reality  as  part  of  her 
system  of  self-control.  From  the  moment  we  do  a  thing,  thinking 
it  to  be  wrong,  we  degenerate.  If  it  be  a  principle  that  we  aban- 
don, it  does  not  matter  what  the  principle  is,  our  whole  moral 
fibre  is  loosened  by  the  gap  it  makes.  Beth,  who  had  hitherto 
shunned  easy-chairs,  as  Aunt  Victoria  had  taught  her,  lest  she 
should  be  enervated  by  lolling,  now  began  to  take  to  them,  and 
so  lost  the  strengthening  effect  of  a  wholesome  effort.  Other 
little  observances,  too,  little  regular  habits  which  discipline  mind 
and  body  to  such  good  purpose,  slipped  from  her — such  as  the 
care  of  her  skin  after  the  manner  of  the  ladies  of  her  family,  who 
had  been  renowned  for  their  wonderful  complexions.  This  had 
been  enjoined  upon  her  by  her  mother  in  her  early  girlhood  as  a 
solemn  duty,  and  had  entailed  much  self-denial  in  matters  of  food 
and  drink,  quantities  being  restricted,  and  certain  things  prohibited 
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at  certain  times,  while  others  were  forbidden  altogether.  She  had 
had  to  exercise  patience,  also,  in  the  concoction  and  use  of  deli- 
cately perfumed  washes  of  tonic  and  emollient  properties,  home 
distilled,  so  as  to  be  perfectly  pure ;  all  of  which  had  been  strictly 
practised  by  her,  like  sacred  rites  or  superstitious  observances  upon 
the  exact  performance  of  which  good  fortune  depends.  In  such 
matters  she  now  became  lax.  And,  besides  the  care  of  her  person, 
she  neglected  the  care  of  her  clothes,  which  had  been  so  beneficial 
to  her  mind ;  for  it  must  be  remembered  that  it  was  during  those 
long  hours  of  meditation,  while  she  sat  sewing,  that  her  reading 
had  been  digested,  her  knowledge  assimilated,  her  opinions  formed, 
and  her  random  thoughts  collected  and  arranged  ready  to  be  turned 
to  account  on  an  emergency.  Until  this  time,  too,  she  had  kept 
Sunday  strictly  as  a  day  of  rest.  Books  and  work,  and  all  else 
that  had  occupied  her  during  the  week,  were  put  away  on  Satur- 
day night  and  not  taken  out  again  until  Monday  morning ;  and 
the  consequence  was  complete  mental  relaxation.  But  now  she 
began  to  do  all  kinds  of  little  things  which  she  had  hitherto 
thought  it  wrong  to  do  on  Sunday,  so  that  the  sanitary  effect  of 
the  day  of  rest — or  of  change  of  occupation,  for  sometimes  Sunday 
duties  are  arduous — was  gradually  lost,  and  she  no  longer  returned 
to  her  work  on  Monday  strengthened  and  refreshed.  Little  by 
little  her  "  good  reading  "  was  also  neglected,  and  instead  of  rely- 
ing upon  her  own  resolution,  as  had  hitherto  been  her  wont,  she 
began  to  seek  the  prop  of  an  odd  cup  of  tea  or  coffee  at  irregular 
hours,  to  raise  her  spirits  if  she  felt  down,  or  stimulate  her  if  she 
were  out  of  sorts  and  work  was  not  easy,  all  of  which  tended  to 
weaken  her  will.  Then,  by  degrees,  she  began  to  lose  the  balance 
of  mind  which  had  been  wont  to  carry  her  on  from  one  little  daily 
doing  to  another  with  calm  deliberation,  taking  them  each  in  turn 
without  haste  or  rest,  and  finding  time  for  them  all.  Now,  the 
things  that  she  did  not  care  about  she  began  to  do  with  a  rush,  so 
as  to  get  to  her  writing.  She  wanted  to  be  always  at  that ;  and 
the  consequence  was  a  wearing  sensation,  as  of  one  who  is  driven 
to  death,  and  has  never  time  enough  for  any  single  thing. 

But  it  was  in  these  days,  nevertheless,  that  she  began  to  write 
with  decision.  Hitherto  she  had  been  merely  trying  her  pen — 
feeling  her  way ;  but  now  she  unconsciously  ceased  to  follow  in 
other  people's  footsteps,  and  struck  out  for  herself  boldly.  She 
had  come  back  from  Ilverthorpe  with  a  burning  idea  to  be  ex- 
pressed, and  it  was  for  the  shortest,  crispest,  clearest  way  to  ex- 
press it  that  she  tried.    Foreign  phrases  she  discarded,  and  she 
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never  attempted  to  produce  an  eccentric  effect  by  galvanizing 
obsolete  words,  rightly  discarded  for  lack  of  vitality,  into  a  ghastly 
semblance  of  life.  Her  own  language,  strong  and  pure,  she  found 
a  sufficient  instrument  for  her  purpose.  When  the  true  impulse 
to  write  came,  her  fine  theories  about  style  only  hampered  her,  so 
she  cast  them  aside,  as  habitual  affectations  are  cast  aside  and 
natural  emotions  naturally  expressed,  in  moments  of  deep  feeling ; 
and  from  that  time  forward  she  displayed  what  had  doubtless 
been  coming  to  her  by  practice  all  along — a  method  and  manner 
of  her  own. 

She  produced  a  little  book  at  this  time,  the  first  thing  of  any 
real  importance  she  had  accomplished  as  yet;  and  during  the 
writing  of  it  she  enjoyed  an  interval  of  unalloyed  happiness,  the 
most  perfect  that  she  had  ever  known.  The  world  without  be- 
came as  nothing  to  her ;  it  was  the  world  within  that  signified. 
The  terrible  sense  of  loneliness  from  which  she  had  always  suf- 
fered more  or  less  was  suspended,  and  she  began  to  wonder  how 
it  was  she  had  ever  felt  so  desolate  that  often,  in  the  streets  of 
Slane,  she  would  have  been  grateful  to  anybody  who  had  spoken  j 

to  her  kindly.    Now  she  said  to  herself  sincerely,  "Never  less  } 

alone  than  when  alone!"    And  up  in  the  quiet  of  her  secret  { 

chamber,  with  the  serene  blue  above,  the  green  earth  and  the  ! 

whispering  trees  below,  and  all  her  little  treasures  about  her :  the  i 

books,  the  pictures,  the  pretty  hangings,  and  little  ornaments  for  ; 

flowers,  things  she  had  indulged  in  by  degrees  since  her  mother's  j 

death  had  left  her  with  the  money  in  her  hands  which  she  had  \ 

made  to  discharge  Dan's  debt — up  there  at  her  ease  in  that  peace-  \ 

f ul  shrine,  secure  from  intrusion,  "  There  is  no  joy  but  calm ! " 
was  her  constant  ejaculation.  Then  again,  too,  she  felt  to  per- 
fection the  fine  wonder,  the  fine  glow  of  a  great  inspiration,  and 
realized  anew  that  therein  all  the  pleasures  of  the  senses  added 
together  are  contained ;  that  inspiration  in  its  higher  manifesta-  J 

tions  is  like  love — that  it  is  love,  in  fact,  love  without  the  lover ;  j 

there  being  all  the  joy  of  love  in  it,  but  none  of  the  trouble.  : 

But,  like  most  young  writers  when  they'set  up  a  high  ideal  | 

for  themselves  and  are  striving  conscientiously  to  arrive  at  it,  ; 

because  the  thing  came  easily  she  fancied  she  had  not  done  her 
best,  and  was  dissatisfied.  She  talked  to  herself  about  fatal  facil- 
ity without  reflecting  that  in  time  ease  comes  by  practice ;  nor 
did  she  discriminate  between  the  flow  of  cheap  ideas  pumped  up 
from  all  sources  for  the  occasion,  which  satisfies  the  conceit  of 
shallow  workers,  and  the  deep  stream  that  bubbles  up  of  itself 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  461 

when  it  is  once  released  and  flows  freely  from  the  convictions, 
the  observations,  and  the  knowledge  of  an  earnest  thinker.  Diffi- 
dence is  a  help  to  some,  but  to  Beth  it  was  a  hindrance,  a  source 
of  weakness.  There  was  no  fear  of  her  taking  herself  for  a  heaven- 
born  genius.  Her  trouble  had  always  been  her  doubt  of  the 
merit  of  anything  she  did.  She  should  have  been  encouraged, 
but,  instead,  she  had  always  been  repressed.  Accordingly,  when 
she  had  finished  her  little  masterpiece,  she  put  it  away  with  the 
idea  of  rewriting  it,  and  making  something  of  it  when  she  should 
be  able ;  and  then  she  began  a  much  more  pretentious  work,  and 
thought  it  must  be  better  because  of  the  trouble  it  gave  her. 

Gradually,  from  now,  she  gave  up  all  her  time  to  reading  and 
writing ;  and  she  overdid  it.  Work  in  excess  is  as  much  a  vice 
as  idleness,  and  it  was  particularly  bad  for  Beth,  whose  constitu- 
tion had  begun  to  be  undermined  by  dutiful  submission.  The 
consulting  rooms  of  specialists  are  full  of  such  cases.  There  are 
marriages  which  for  the  ignorant  girl  preached  into  dutiful  sub- 
mission, whose  '* innocence"  has  been  carefully  preserved  for  the 
purpose,  mean  prostitution  as  absolute,  as  repugnant,  as  cruel,  and 
as  contrary  to  nature  as  that  of  the  streets.  Beth's  marriage  was 
one  of  those.  Until  she  went  to  Ilverthorpe  she  had  never  heard 
that  there  was  a  duty  she  owed  to  herself  as  well  as  to  her  hus- 
band ;  and,  as  Sir  George  Galbraith  had  said,  her  brain  was  too 
delicately  poised  for  the  life  she  had  been  leading.  Work  had 
been  her  opiate ;  but,  unfortunately,  she  did  not  understand  the 
symptoms  which  should  have  warned  her  that  she  was  overdoing 
it,  and  her  nerves  became  exceedingly  irritable.  Noises  which 
she  had  never  noticed  in  her  life  before  began  to  worry  her  to 
death.  Very  often,  when  she  was  spoken  to,  she  could  hardly 
answer  civilly.  At  meals  everything  that  was  handed  to  her  was 
just  the  very  thing  she  did  not  want.  She  quaiTelled  with  all  her 
food,  drank  quantities  of  strong  cofPee  for  the  sake  of  the  momen- 
tary exhilaration,  and  even  tried  wine ;  but  as  it  only  made  her 
feel  worse,  she  gave  that  up.  Writing  became  a  rage  with  her, 
and  the  more  she  had  to  force  herself  the  longer  she  sat  at  it. 
She  would  spend  hours  over  one  sentence,  turning  it  and  twisting 
it,  and  never  be  satisfied ;  and  when  she  was  at  last  obliged  to  stop 
and  go  downstairs  lest  she  should  be  missed,  she  went  with  her 
brain  congested,  and  her  complexion,  which  was  naturally  pale 
and  transparent,  all  flushed  or  blotched  with  streaks  of  crimson. 

*'  What's  the  matter  with  your  face  ? "  Dan  said  to  her  one  day, 
apt,  as  usual,  to  comment  offensively  on  anything  wrong. 
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"  I  should  like  you  to  tell  me,"  Beth  answered. 

"  You'd  better  take  some  citrate  of  iron  and  quinine." 

*^  You've  prescribed  citrate  of  iron  and  quinine  for  everything 
IVe  ever  had  since  I  knew  you,"  said  Beth.  "If  I  have  any 
more  of  it  I  shall  be  like  the  man  in  the  quack  advertisement, 
who  felt  he  could  conscientiously  recommend  a  tonic  because  he 
had  taken  it  for  fourteen  years.  I  should  like  something  that 
would  act  a  little  quicker." 

Dan  left  the  room  and  banged  the  door. 

That  afternoon  Beth,  up  in  her  shrine  at  work,  suddenly  began 
to  wonder  what  he  was  doing.  As  a  rule  she  did  not  trouble  her- 
self about  his  pursuits ;  but  now  all  at  once  she  became  anxious. 
The  thought  of  all  the  unholy  places  that  he  might  be  at  (and  the 
unfortunate  girl  knew  all  about  all  of  them,  for  there  was  no  horror 
of  life  with  which  her  husband  had  not  made  her  acquainted) 
filled  her  with  dread — with  a  sensation  entirely  new  to  her,  and 
absolutely  foreign  to  her  normal  nature.  Her  feeling  for  Dan 
and  Bertha  when  she  discovered  their  treachery  had  been  one  of 
contempt.  Their  disloyalty,  and  the  petty  mean  deceits  which  it 
entailed,  made  it  difficult  to  tolerate  their  presence,  and  she  was 
always  glad  to  get  rid  of  them,  wherever  they  might  go.  Now, 
however,  she  was  seized  upon  with  a  kind  of  rage  at  the  recollec- 
tion of  their  intrigue,  of  the  scene  in  the  garden,  the  glances  she 
had  intercepted,  their  stolen  interviews,  clandestine  correspond- 
ence, and  impudent  security.  It  was  all  retrospective,  this  feel- 
ing, but  the  torment  of  it  was  none  the  less  acute  for  that.  She 
recalled  the  scene  in  the  garden,  and  her  heart  throbbed  with 
anger.  She  regretted  her  own  temperate  conduct,  and  imagined 
herself  stealing  out  upon  them,  standing  before  them,  and  pouring 
forth  floods  of  invective  till  they  cowered.  She  wished  she  had 
refused  to  let  Bertha  enter  the  house  again  and  had  threatened 
to  expose  Dan  if  he  did  not  meekly  submit  to  her  dictation.  She 
ought  to  have  exposed  him,  too.  She  should  have  gone  to  Ber- 
tha's mother — But  where  was  Dan  at  that  moment  ?  She  jumped 
up,  rushed  down  to  her  room,  put  on  her  outdoor  things  in  hot 
haste,  and  ran  downstairs,  determined  to  go  and  see ;  but  as  she 
entered  the  hall  at  one  end  of  it,  Dan  himself  came  in  by  the  hall 
door  at  the  other.    The  relief  was  extraordinary. 

"  Hallo  1  where  are  you  off  to  ? "  he  said. 

"  Just  going  for  a  little  walk,"  she  answered,  speaking  ungra- 
ciously and  without  looking  at  him.  Now  that  she  saw  him,  her 
ordinary  feeling  for  him  returned,  but,  instead  of  being  gentle 
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and  polite  as  usual,  she  found  herself  showing  in  her  manner 
something  of  the  contempt  she  felt,  and  it  pleased  her  to  do  it. 
She  was  glad  to  go  out  and  be  in  the  open  air  away  from  him,  but 
she  had  not  gone  far  before  the  torment  in  her  mind  began  again. 
Why  had  he  come  in  so  unusually  early  ?  Was  there  anything 
going  on  in  the  house  ?  He  was  always  very  familiar  with  the 
servants 

She  stopped  short  at  this,  turned  back,  and  went  in  as  hur- 
riedly as  she  had  gone  out.  In  the  hall  she  stood  a  moment, 
listening.  The  house  seemed  unusually  quiet.  A  green-baize 
door  separated  the  kitchen  and  offices  from  the  hall.  She  opened 
it  and  saw  Minna  in  the  butler's  pantry  cleaning  the  plate. 
Minna  was  parlour  maid  now,  a  housemaid  having  been  added  to 
the  establishment  when  Miss  Petterick  came,  so  that  young  lady 
might  be  well  waited  on. 

"  I  think  we  should  give  the  girl  full  value  for  her  money, 
you  know,  even  if  we  do  without  something  ourselves,"  Dan  had 
said  in  the  generous,  thoughtful  way  that  had  so  often  imposed 
upon  Beth. 

Beth  asked  Minna  where  Drew,  the  housemaid,  was. 

*'  It's  her  afternoon  out,  ma'am,"  Minna  answered. 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Beth.     "  I  had  forgotten." 

"  Do  you  want  anything,  ma'am  ? "  Minna  asked.  "  You're 
looking  poorly.    Would  you  like  a  cup  of  tea  ? " 

"No,  thank  you,"  Beth  rejoined,  then  changed  her  mind. 
*'  Yes,  I  should,  though.  Get  me  one  while  I'm  taking  my  things 
off  and  bring  it  to  me  in  the  dining-room.  Where  is  your 
master  ? " 

"  I  don't  know,  ma'am.  I've  not  heard  if  he's  come  in  ;  but  it's 
full  early  for  him  yet,"  Minna  replied,  as  she  took  off  her  work- 
ing apron. 

While  she  was  talking  to  the  girl  the  worry  in  Beth's  head 
stopped  and  she  felt  as  usual.  Going  quietly  upstairs,  she  fancied 
she  heard  some  one  moving  in  her  bedroom,  and,  entering  it  by 
way  of  the  dressing-room,  she  discovered  Dan  on  his  knees  on 
the  floor,  prying  into  one  of  the  boxes  she  had  had  with  her  at 
Ilverthrope  and  kept  locked  until  she  should  feel  inclined  to  un- 
pack it  He  seemed  to  have  had  all  the  contents  out,  and  was 
just  deftly  repacking  it  As  he  replaced  the  dresses,  he  felt  in 
the  pocket  of  each,  and  in  one  he  found  an  old  letter,  which  he 
read. 

Beth  withdrew  on  tiptoe  and  went  downstairs  again,  wonder- 
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ing  at  the  man.  She  took  off  her  hat  and  jacket  and  ensconced 
herself  with  the  newspaper  in  an  easy-chair.  Minna  came  pres- 
ently with  fragrant  tea  and  hot  buttered  toast,  and  talked  cheer- 
fully about  some  of  her  own  interests.  Beth  treated  her  servants 
like  human  beings,  and  rarely  had  any  trouble  with  them.  She 
had  learned  the  art  from  Harriet,  who  had  awakened  her  sympa- 
thies and  taught  her  practically  when  she  was  a  child  what  serv- 
ants have  to  suffer,  and  **  well  loved  and  well  served  "  exactly 
described  what  Beth  was  as  a  mistress.  When  Minna  withdrew 
and  she  had  had  her  tea  and  toast,  she  felt  quite  right  again  and 
read  the  paper  with  interest.  The  shock  of  the  real  trouble  had 
ousted  the  imaginary  one  for  the  moment. 

The  next  morning,  however,  as  she  toiled  with  flushed  face 
and  weary  brain,  stultifying  her  work  with  painful  elaboration, 
she  was  seized  with  another  fit  of  jealous  rage,  just  as  she  had 
been  the  day  before.  Her  mind  in  a  moment,  like  a  calm  sea 
caught  by  a  sudden  tempest,  seethed  with  horrible  suspicions  of 
her  husband.  His  gross  ideas,  expressed  in  coarse  language,  had 
hitherto  been  banished  from  her  mind  by  her  natural  refinement ; 
but  now,  like  the  works  of  a  disordered  machine,  whirling  with 
in*esponsible  force,  thoughts  suggested  by  him  came  crowding  in 
the  language  he  habitually  used,  and  she  found  herself  accusing 
him  with  conviction  of  all  she  had  ever  heard  others  accused  of 
by  him.  For  a  little  she  pursued  this  turn  of  thought,  then  all  at 
once  she  jumped  up  and  rushed  downstairs,  goaded  again  to  act — 
to  avenge  herself,  to  dog  him  down  to  one  of  his  haunts,  and  then 
confront  him,  revile  him,  expose  him. 

It  was  a  tranquil  gray  day  in  early  autumn,  the  kind  of  day,  full 
of  quiet  charm,  which  had  always  been  grateful  to  Beth ;  but  now, 
as  she  stood  on  the  doorstep,  with  wrinkled  forehead,  dilated  eyes, 
and  compressed  lips,  putting  her  gloves  on  in  feverish  haste,  she 
felt  no  tranquillizing  charm  and  saw  no  beauty  in  the  tangled 
hedgerows,  bright  with  bryony  berries,  the  tinted  beeches,  the 
Canadian  poplars  whispering  mysteriously  by  the  water  course  at 
the  end  of  the  meadow,  the  glossy  iridescent  plumes  of  the  rooks 
that  passed  in  little  parties,  silhouetted,  darkly  bright,  against  the 
level  sky ;  it  was  all  without  significance  to  her ;  her  further 
faculty  was  suspended,  and  even  the  recollection  of  anything  she 
had  been  wont  to  feel  had  lapsed,  and  she  perceived  no  more  in 
the  scene  surrounding,  in  the  colours  and  forms  of  things,  the 
sounds  and  motions,  than  those  perceive  whose  eyes  have  never 
been  opened  to  anything  beyond  what  appears  to  the  grazing 
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cattle.  In  many  a  heavy  hour  she  had  found  delight  in  Nature ; 
but  now  again  she  had  lost  that  solace ;  the  glory  had  departed, 
and  she  had  sunk  to  one  of  the  lowest  depths  of  human  pain. 

Not  understanding  the  frightful  affliction  that  had  come  upon 
her,  she  made  no  attempt  to  control  her  disordered  fancy,  but 
hurried  off  into  the  town  and  hovered  about  the  places  which  Dan 
had  pointed  out  as  being  of  special  evil  interest,  and  searched  the 
streets  for  him,  acting  upon  the  impulse  without  a  doubt  of  the 
propriety  of  what  she  was  doing.  Had  the  obsession  taken  another 
form,  had  it  seemed  right  to  her  to  murder  him,  the  necessity 
would  have  been  as  imperative,  and  she  would  have  murdered 
him,  not  only  without  compunction,  but  with  a  sense  of  satisfac- 
tion in  the  deed. 

She  pursued  her  search  for  hours,  but  did  not  find  him  ;  then 
went  home,  and  there  he  was,  standing  on  the  doorstep,  looking 
out  for  her. 

'*  Where  on  earth  have  you  been  ? ''  he  said. 

"  Where  on  earth  have  you  been  yourself  ? "  she  rejoined. 

"  Minding  my  own  business,"  he  answered. 

"  So  have  I,"  she  retorted,  pushing  past  hikn  into  the  hall. 

He  had  never  seen  her  like  that  before,  and  he  stood  looking 
after  her  in  perplexity. 

She  went  upstairs,  and  threw  herself  on  her  ^'>d.  The  worry 
in  her  head  was  awful.  Turn  and  toss  as  she  would,  the  one  idea 
pursued  her,  until  at  last  she  groaned  aloud :  "  O  God,  release  me 
from  this  dreadful  man  ! " 

After  a  time,  being  thoroughly  exhausted,  she  dropped  into  a 
troubled  sleep. 

When  she  awoke,  Dan  was  standing  looking  at  her. 

**  Aren't  you  well,  Beth  ? "  he  said.  *'  YouVe  been  moaning 
and  muttering  and  carrying  on  in  your  sleep  as  if  you'd  got 
fever." 

"  I  don't  think  I  am  well,"  she  answered  in  her  natural  manner, 
the  pressure  on  her  brain  being  easier  at  the  moment  of  awaken- 
ing. 

He  felt  her  pulse.  "  You'd  better  get  into  bed,"  he  said ;  "  and 
I'll  fetch  you  a  sedative  draught  You'll  be  all  right  in  the 
morning." 

Beth  was  only  too  thankful  to  get  into  bed.  When  he  re- 
turned with  the  draught  she  asked  him  if  he  were  going  out 
again. 

**  No,  not  unless  I'm  sent  for,"  he  said.    "  Where  the  devil 
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should  I  be  going  to  ?  It's  close  on  dinner  time."  Beth  shut 
her  eyes.  *'If  he  is  sent  for  and  goes,"  she  reflected,  "I  shall 
icnow  it  is  a  ruse  to  deceive  me ;  and  I  shall  get  up  and  follow 
him." 

He  left  her  to  sleep,  and  went  downstairs.  But  Beth  could  not 
sleep.  The  draught  quieted  her  mind  for  a  little ;  then  the  worry- 
began  again  as  bad  as  ever,  and  she  found  herself  straining  her 
attention  to  discover  to  whom  he  was  talking,  for  she  fancied  she 
heard  him  whispering  with  some  one  out  in  the  passage.  She 
bore  the  suspicion  a  while,  then  jumped  out  of  bed  impetuously 
and  opened  the  door.  The  gas  was  burning  low  in  the  passage, 
but  she  could  see  that  there  was  no  one  about.  Surely,  though, 
there  were  voices  downstairs.  Barefooted,  and  only  in  her  night- 
dress, she  went  to  see.  Yes,  there  were  voices  in  the  dining-room 
now  !  She  flung  the  door  wide  open.  Dan  and  another  man,  a 
crony  of  his,  who  had  dropped  in  casually,  were  sitting  smoking 
and  chatting  over  their  whiskies  and  sodas. 

Beth,  becoming  conscious  of  her  nightdress  the  moment  she 
saw  them,  turned  and  fled  back  to  her  bed,  greatly  relieved  in 
her  mind  by  the  shock  of  her  own  indiscretion. 

**  What  a  mad  thing  to  do  I  "  she  thought.  "  I  hope  to  good- 
ness they  didn't  see  me  I " 

A  mad  thing  to  do. 

The  words,  when  they  recurred  to  her,  were  a  revelation. 
What  had  she  been  doing  all  day  ?  Mad  things  I  What  was  this 
sudden  haunting  horror  that  had  seized  upon  her  ?  Why,  mad- 
ness I  Dan  was  just  as  he  had  always  been.  The  change  was  in 
herself  and  only  madness  could  account  for  such  a  change. 

There  was  madness  in  the  family.  She  remembered  her  father 
and  the  "  moonfaced  Bessie  " — the  familiarities  with  servants,  too ; 
surely  her  mother  had  suffered,  and  doubtless  this  misery  which 
had  come  upon  her  had  been  communicated  to  her  before  her 
birth.  Jealous-mad  she  was;  that  was  what  it  meant,  the  one 
idea  goading  her  on  to  do  what  would  otherwise  have  been  im- 
possible, possessing  her  in  spite  of  herself,  and  not  to  be  banished 
by  any  effort  of  will^ 

"  Heaven  help  me  I "  she  groaned.  "  What  will  become  of 
me?" 

Then,  as  if  in  reply,  there  rose  to  her  lips  involuntarily  the 
assurance  which  recurred  to  her  now  for  her  help  and  comfort  in 
every  hard  moment  of  her  life,  like  a  refrain,  **I  shall  suc- 
ceed I " 
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And  she  set  herself  bravely  to  conceal  her  trouble,  whatever  it 
cost  her,  and  to  conquer  it. 

But  it  was  a  hard  battle.  For  months  the  awful  worry  in  her 
head  continued,  the  same  thoughts  haunted  her,  the  same  jealous 
rage  possessed  her ,  and  she  knew  no  cure  except  when  Dan  was 
at  hand.  The  trouble  always  passed  when  she  had  him  under 
observation.  She  could  not  read,  she  could  not  write,  she  was  too 
restless  to  sit  and  sew  for  more  than  a  few  moments  at  a  time.  Up 
and  down  stairs  she  went,  out  of  the  house  and  in  again,  fancying 
always,  when  in  one  place,  that  she  would  be  better  in  another, 
but  finding  no  peace  anywhere,  no  brightness  in  the  sunshine,  no 
beauty  in  Nature,  no  interest  in  life.  Through  the  long  solitary 
hours  of  the  long  solitary  days  she  fought  her  affiction  with  her 
mouth  set  hard  in  determination  to  conquer  it.  She  met  the 
promptings  of  her  disordered  fancy  with  answers  from  her  other 
self :  "  He  and  Bertha  Petterick  are  together,  that  is  why  he  is  so 
late,"  the  fiend  would  asseverate.  "Very  likely,"  her  temperate 
self  would  reply.  "  But  they  may  have  been  together  any  day 
this  two  years,  and  I  knew  it,  and  pitied  and  despised  them,  but 
felt  no  pain  ;  why  should  I  suffer  now  ?  Because  my  mind  is  dis- 
ordered.   But  I  shall  recover  !    I  shall  succeed ! " 

She  would  look  at  the  clock,  however,  every  Hve  minutes  in  an 
agony  of  suspense  until  Dan  came  in.  Then  she  had  to  fight 
against  the  impulse  to  question  him,  which  beset  her  as  strongly 
as  the  impulse  to  follow  him,  and  that  was  always  upon  her  ex- 
cept when  his  presence  arrested  it.  Never  once  through  it  all, 
however,  did  she  think  of  death  as  a  relief :  it  was  life  she  looked 
to  for  help,  more  life  and  fuller.  She  could  interest  herself  in 
nothing,  care  for  nothing ;  all  feeling  of  afiPection  for  any  one 
had  gone  and  was  replaced  by  suspicions  and  rage.  In  her  tor- 
ment her  cry  was  :  "  Oh,  if  some  one  w^ould  only  care  for  me  I  for 
me  as  I  am  with  all  my  faults !  If  they  would  only  forgive  me 
my  misery  and  help  me  to  care  again — help  me  also  to  the  luxury 
of  loving!" 

Forgive  her  her  misery  !  The  world  will  forgive  anything  but 
that ;  it  tramples  on  the  wretched  as  the  herd  turns  on  a  wounded 
beast,  not  to  put  it  out  of  its  pain,  but  because  the  sight  of  suffer- 
ing is  an  offence  to  it.  If  we  can  not  enliven  our  acquaintances, 
they  will  do  little  to  enliven  us.  Sad  faces  are  shunned ;  and 
signs  of  suffering  excite  less  sympathy  than  repulsion.  The  spirit 
of  Christ  the  Consoler  has  been  driven  out  from  among  us. 

Beth  poured  herself  out  in  letters  at  this  time  rather  more  than 
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was  her  habit ;  it  was  an  effort  to  get  into  touch  with  the  rest  of 
the  world  again.  In  one  to  Jim,  speaking  of  her  hopes  of  success, 
she  said  she  should  get  on  better  with  her  work  if  she  had  more 
sympathy  shown  her;  to  which  he  replied  by  jeering  at  her. 
What  did  she  mean  by  such  nonsense !  But  that  was  the  way 
with  women ;  they  were  all  sickly  sentimental.  Sympathy,  in- 
deed I  She  should  think  herself  devilish  lucky  to  have  a  good 
husband  and  a  home  ,of  her  own.  Many  a  girl  would  envy  her. 
He  wrote  also  to  other  members  of  the  family  on  the  subject,  as 
if  it  were  a  rare  joke  worth  spreading  that  Beth  wanted  more 
sympathy ;  and  Beth  received  several  letters  in  which  the  writers 
told  her  what  their  opinion  was  of  her  and  her  complaints  as 
compared  to  that  good  husband  of  hers,  who  was  always  so  bright 
and  cheery.  All  their  concern  was  for  the  worthy  man  who  had 
done  so  much  for  Beth.  They  had  no  patience  with  her,  could 
scarcely  conceal  their  amusement  with  this  last  absurdity,  but 
thought  she  should  be  laughed  out  of  her  fads  and  fancies.  That 
was  the  only  time  Beth  sought  sympathy  from  any  of  her  rela- 
tions. Afterward  she  took  to  writing  them  bitter  letters  in  which 
she  told  them  what  she  thought  of  them  as  freely  as  they  told 
her.  "  What  is  the  use,"  she  said  to  Jim,  "  what  is  the  use  of  sis- 
ters and  wives  being  refined  and  virtuous  if  their  fathers,  brothers, 
husbands,  are  barloafers,  men  of  corrupt  imagination  and  de- 
praved conversation  ?  Surely,  if  we  must  live  with  such  as  these, 
all  that  is  best  in  us  adds  to  our  misery  rather  than  helps  us.  If 
we  did  not  love  the  higher  life  ourselves  it  would  not  hurt  us  to 
be  brought  into  contact  with  the  lower." 

On  receiving  this  letter,  Jim  wrote  kindly  to  Dan,  and  said 
many  things  about  what  women  were  coming  to  with  their  ridic- 
ulous notions.  But  men  were  men  and  women  were  women,  and 
that  was  all  about  it — a  lucid  conclusion  that  appealed  to  Dan, 
who  quoted  it  to  Beth  in  discussions  on  the  subject  ever  after- 
ward. 

Beth  broke  down  and  despaired  many  times  during  the  weary 
struggle  with  her  mental  aflliction.  She  felt  herself  woefully 
changed ;  and  not  only  had  the  light  gone  out  of  her  life,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  it  never  would  return.  When  she  awoke  in  the 
morning  she  usually  felt  better  for  a  while,  but  the  terrible  tor- 
ment in  her  mind  returned  inevitably,  and  rest  and  peace  were 
banished  for  the  day.  It  was  then  she  learned  what  is  meant  by 
the  inner  calm,  and  how  greatly  to  be  desired  it  is — desired  above 
everything.    The  power  to  pray  left  her  entirely  during  this 
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phase.  She  could  repeat  prayers  and  extemporize  them  as  of  old, 
but  there  was  no  more  satisfaction  in  the  efiPort  than  in  asking  a 
favour  of  an  empty  room.  Sometimes,  and  especially  during  the 
hideous  nights,  when  she  slept  but  little  and  only  in  short 
snatches,  she  felt  tempted  to  take  something,  stimulant  or  seda- 
tive ;  but  this  temptation  she  resisted  bravely,  and  the  whole  time 
an  extra  cup  of  tea  or  coffee  for  the  sake  of  the  momentary  relief 
was  the  only  excess  she  committed.  If  she  had  not  exercised  her 
will  in  this  her  case  would  have  been  hopeless  ;  but,  as  it  was,  her 
self-denial  and  the  effort  it  entailed  kept  up  her  mental  strength, 
and  helped  more  than  anything  to  save  her. 

To  beguile  the  long  hours  she  often  stood  in  the  dining-room 
window  looking  -out.  The  window  was  rather  above  the  road,  so 
that  she  looked  down  on  the  people  who  passed,  and  she  could 
also  see  over  the  hedge  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  into  the 
meadow  beyond.  Small  things  distracted  her  sometimes,  though 
nothing  pleased  her.  If  two  rooks  flew  by  together  she  hoped  for 
a  better  day ;  if  one  came  first  she  would  not  accept  the  omen, 
but  waited,  watching  for  two.  By  a  curious  coincidence  they 
generally  passed,  first  one  for  sorrow,  then  two  for  mirth,  then 
three  for  a  wedding ;  and  she  would  say  to  herself,  first  bad  luck, 
then  good  luck,  then  a  marriage,  and  wonder  how  it  would  come 
about ;  but  anyhow,  "  I  shall  succeed  ! "  would  flash  from  her  and 
stimulate  her. 

One  day,  as  she  stood  there  watching,  she  saw  a  horseman 
come  slowly  down  the  road. 

A  bow  shot  from  her  bower  eaves. 
He  rode  between  the  barlov  sheaves. 
The  sun  came  dazzling  through  the  leaves. 
And  flamed  upon  the  brazen  greaves 
Of  bold  Sir  Launcelot 

Beth's  attention  sharpened  to  sudden  interest.  As  he  came 
abreast  of  the  window  the  rider  looked  up,  and  Beth's  heart 
bounded  at  the  sight  of  his  face,  which  was  the  face  of  a  man 
from  out  of  the  long  ago,  virile,  knightly,  high-bred,  refined ;  the 
face  of  one  that  lives  for  others,  and  lives  openly.  He  had 
glanced  up  indifferently,  but,  on  seeing  Beth,  a  look  of  interest 
came  into  his  eyes.  It  was  as  if  he  had  recognised  her,  and  she 
felt  herself  as  if  she  had  seen  him  before ;  but  when  or  where,  in 
what  picture,  in  what  dream,  she  could  not  tell. 

With  the  first  flush  of  healthy  interest  she  had  experienced  for 
a  long  time  she  watched  him  till  he  was  all  but  out  of  sight,  then 
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shut  her  eyes  that  she  might  not  see  him  vanish,  for  fear  of  bad 
luck,  a  superstition  she  had  not  practised  since  she  was  a  child. 
When  he  had  gone  she  found  herself  with  a  happy  impression  of 
him  in  her  mind — an  impression  of  quiet  dignity  and  of  strength 
in  repose.  "  A  man  to  be  trusted,"  she  thought ;  "  true  and  ten- 
der, a  perfect  knight."  The  flash  of  interest  or  recognition  that 
came  into  his  countenance  when  he  saw  her  haunted  her ;  she  re- 
called the  colour  of  his  blue  eyes,  noted  the  contrast  they  were  to 
his  dark  hair  and  clear  dark  skin,  and  was  pleased.  In  the  after- 
noon she  sat  and  sewed,  and  smiled  to  herself  over  her  work  with 
an  easy  mind.  Her  restlessness  had  subsided  ;  Dan  scarcely  cost 
her  a  thought ;  the  tension  was  released  and  a  reaction  had  set  in  ; 
but  at  the  time  she  herself  was  quite  unaware  of  it.  All  she  felt 
was  a  good  appetite  for  her  tea. 

"  Minna,"  she  said  to  the  parlour  maid,  "  bring  me  a  big  cup 
of  tea  and  a  good  plate  of  buttered  toast.    I'm  famishing." 

"  That's  good  news,  ma'am,"  Minna  answered,  for  it  was  long 
since  Beth  had  had  any  appetite  at  all. 

The  next  day  Beth  stood  at  the  window  again,  but  without  in- 
tention. She  was  thinking  of  her  knight  of  the  noble  mien,  how- 
ever, and  at  about  the  same  hour  as  on  the  day  before  he  came 
again,  riding  slowly  down  the  road  ;  and  again  he  looked  at  Beth 
with  a  flash  of  interest  in  his  face,  to  which  she  involuntarily  re- 
sponded. When  he  was  out  of  sight  she  opened  the  window,  and 
perceived  to  her  glad  surprise  that  the  air  was  balmy  and  on  all 
things  the  sun  was  shedding  joy. 

The  horrid  spell  was  broken. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

A  bow  shot  from  her  bower  eaves. 
He  rode  between  the  barley  sheaves. 

The  words  made  music  in  Beth's  heart  as  she  dressed  next 
morning,  and,  instead  of  the  torment  of  mind  from  which  she  had 
suffered  for  so  long,  there  was  a  great  glad  glow.  Dan  went  and 
came  as  usual,  but  neither  his  presence  nor  absence  disturbed  her. 
She  had  recovered  her  self-possession,  her  own  point  of  view,  and 
he  and  his  habits  resumed  their  accustomed  place  in  her  estima- 
tion. During  that  dreadful  phase  she  had  seen  with  Dan's  suspi- 
cious eyes,  and  seen  evil  only,  but  had  not  acquired  his  interest 
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and  pleasure  in  it ;  on  the  contrary,  her  own  tendency  to  be 
grieved  by  it  had  been  intensified.  Now,  however,  she  had  re- 
covered herself ;  her  sense  of  proportion  had  been  restored,  and 
she  balanced  the  good  against  the  evil  once  more,  and  rejoiced  to 
find  that  the  weight  of  good  was  even  greater  than  she  had 
hitherto  supposed. 

But,  although  the  spell  had  been  broken  in  a  moment,  her 
right  mind  was  not  permanently  restored  all  at  once.  It  was 
only  gradually,  as  the  tide  goes  out  after  a  tempest  and  leaves  the 
storm-beaten  coast  in  peace,  that  the  worry  in  her  head  subsided. 
She  had  lapse  after  lapse.  She  would  lie  awake  at  night,  a  prey 
to  horrible  thoughts ;  or  start  up  in  the  early  morning  with  her 
mind  all  turgid  with  suspicions,  which  goaded  her  to  rush  out 
and  act,  act — see  for  herself — do  something.  But  the  great  differ- 
ence now  was  that,  although  she  was  still  seized  upon  by  the  evil, 
it  no  longer  had  the  same  power  to  grieve  her.  She  had  valiantly 
resisted  it  from  the  moment  she  recognised  its  nature ;  but  now 
she  not  only  resisted,  she  conquered  it  and  found  relief.  When 
her  imagination  insisted  on  pursuing  Dan  to  his  haunts,  she  de- 
liberately and  successfully  turned  her  attention  to  other  things. 
She  turned  her  attention  to  the  friends  she  loved  and  trusted,  she 
dwelt  on  the  kindness  they  had  shown  her,  she  forced  herself  to 
sit  down  and  write  to  them  ;  and  she  would  rise  from  this  happy 
task  with  her  reason  restored,  the  mere  expression  of  affection 
having  sufficed  to  exorcise  the  devils  of  rage  and  hate. 

But  it  was  the  strange  exalted  sentiment  which  her  knight  had 
inspired  that  began,  continued,  and  completed  her  cure.  Day 
after  day  he  came  riding  down  the  road — ^riding  into  her  life  for 
a  moment,  then  passing  on  and  leaving  her,  not  desolate,  but 
greatly  elated.  She  had  known  no  feeling  like  this  feeling,  no 
hope  or  faith  like  the  hope  and  faith  inspired  by  that  man's  mien. 
She  did  not  know  his  name,  she  had  never  heard  his  voice ;  their 
greeting,  which  was  hardly  a  greeting,  so  restrained  was  the 
glance  and  the  brightening  of  the  countenance  which  was  all  the 
recognition  that  passed  between  them,  was  merely  momentary ; 
yet  in  that  moment  Beth  was  imbued  with  joy  which  lasted 
longer  and  longer  each  time,  until  at  last  it  staid  with  her  for 
good,  restored  the  charm  of  life  to  her,  rearoused  her  dormant 
further  faculty,  and  quickened  the  vision  and  the  dream  anew. 
She  prayed  again  in  those  days,  fervently  and  in  full  faith,  as  of 
old ;  for  when  we  pray  with  love  in  our  hearts  our  prayers  are 
granted,  and  her  heart  was  full  of  love — a  holy,  impersonal  love, 
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such  as  we  feel  for  some  great  genius  adored  at  a  distance,  for  the 
grace  of  goodness  he  has  imparted  to  us.  And  her  heart  being 
full  of  love,  her  brain  teemed  with  ideas ;  the  love  she  lived  on, 
the  ideas  she  held  in  reserve,  for  she  had  been  so  weakened  by  all 
she  had  suffered  that  the  slightest  exertion  in  the  way  of  work 
exhausted  her.  In  any  case,  however,  great  ideas  must  simmer 
long  in  the  mind  before  they  come  to  the  boil,  and  the  time  was 
not  lost. 

In  those  days  fewer  people  than  ever  came  to  the  house.  For 
weeks  together  Beth  never  spoke  to  a  soul  except  the  servants  and 
her  husband,  and  through  the  long  hours  when  her  head  troubled 
her  and  she  could  not  work  she  felt  her  isolation  extremely. 
Mrs.  Kilroy  and  her  other  new  friends  sent  her  pamphlets  and 
papers  and  hurried  notes  to  keep  her  heart  up  and  inform  her  of 
their  progress  ;  and  Beth,  knowing  what  the  hurry  of  their  lives 
was,  and  not  expecting  any  attention,  was  grateful  for  all  they 
paid  her.  She  had  no  fear  of  losing  touch  with  such  friends  after 
they  had  once  received  her  into  their  circle  as  one  of  themselves, 
however  seldom  she  might  see  them ;  and  it  was  well  for  her 
mental  health  that  she  had  them  to  rely  on  during  that  time  of 
trial,  for  without  them  she  would  have  had  no  sense  of  security 
in  any  relation  in  life. 

She  was  gradually  growing  to  be  on  much  more  formal  terms 
with  Dan  than  she  had  been,  thanks  to  her  own  strength  of  char- 
acter. She  found  she  was  able  to  reduce  the  daily  jar,  and  even 
to  keep  his  coarseness  in  check  by  extreme  politeness.  In  any 
difference  his  habit  had  been  to  try  and  shout  her  down ;  but  the 
contrast  of  her  own  quiet,  dignified  demeanour  checked  him  in 
that.  Beth  had  the  magnetic  quality  which,  when  steadily  di- 
rected, acts  on  people  and  forces  them  into  any  attitude  desired  ; 
and  Dan  accommodated  his  manner  and  conversation  to  her  taste 
more  now  than  he  had  ever  done  before ;  but  he  felt  the  restraint, 
and  was  with  her  as  little  as  possible,  which,  as  she  began  to  re- 
cover, was  also  a  relief,  for  his  blatant  self-absorption,  the  ever- 
lasting I,  I,  I,  of  his  conversation,  and  his  low  views  of  life,  rasped 
her  irritable  nerves  beyond  endurance. 

One  day,  coming  into  the  drawing-room  about  tea  time,  with 
muddy  boots  and  his  hat  on,  he  found  her  lying  on  the  sofa  pros- 
trated with  nervous  headache.  The  days  closed  in  early  then,  and 
she  had  had  the  fire  lighted  and  the  curtains  drawn,  but  could  not 
bear  the  gas  because  of  her  head. 

**  Well,  this  isn't  brilliant,"  he  began  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 
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"  A  little  more  light  would  suit  me."  He  struck  a  match  and 
turned  the  gas  full  on.  "  That's  better,"  he  said  ;  "  and  some  tea 
would  be  refreshing  after  my  walk.  I've  done  the  whole  trudge 
on  foot  this  afternoon,  and  I  consider  that's  a  credit  to  me.  You 
won't  find  many  rising  young  men  economizing  in  the  matter  of 
horseflesh  as  I  do,  or  anything  else.  I'll  undertake  to  say  I  spend 
less  on  myself  than  any  other  man  in  the  diocese."  He  went  to 
the  door  instead  of  ringing  the  bell  and  shouted  down  the  passage 
to  Minna  to  bring  him  some  tea. 

Beth  shut  her  eyes  and  groaned  inwardly. 

When  the  tea  came  Dan  poured  some  out  for  himself,  remark- 
ing, "  I  suppose  you  have  had  yours."  Beth  had  not,  but  she  was 
beyond  making  any  effort  to  help  herself  at  the  moment.  Dan, 
who  always  ate  at  a  greedy  rate,  left  off  talking  for  a  little,  and 
during  the  interval  Beth  was  startled  by  sometliing  cold  touching 
her  hand.  She  opened  her  eyes  and  found  a  dainty  little  black- 
and-tan  terrier  standing  up,  with  its  fore  paws  on  the  couch,  look- 
ing at  her. 

"You're  a  pretty  thing,"  she  said.  "Where  have  you  come 
from  ? " 

"  Oh — is  that  the  dog  ? "  said  Dan,  looking  round  to  see  to 
whom  she  was  talking.  **  He  followed  me  in.  I  don't  know  who 
he  belongs  to ;  but  as  I  happen  to  want  a  little  dog  he's  wel- 
come." 

"  But  he's  very  well  bred,  isn't  he  ? "  said  Beth,  "  and  valuable. 
Look  at  his  pencilled  paws  and  thin  tail,  and  sharp  ears  pricked 
to  attention.  He's  listening  to  what  we  are  saying  with  the  great- 
est intelligence.  I'm  sure  he's  a  pet  and  his  owners  will  want 
him  back." 

"  Let  them  come  and  fetch  him,  tlien,"  said  Dan. 

Then  it  occurred  to  Beth  that  Dan  had  probably  bought  him 
to  present  to  somebody,  but  chose  to  lie  about  it  for  reasons  of  his 
own,  so  she  said  no  more. 

The  next  night,  about  ten  o'clock,  Dan  was  called  out  and  did 
not  return.  Beth,  being  very  wide  awake,  sat  up  late,  playing 
patience  first  of  all,  and  then  reading  a  shilling  shocker  of  Dan's, 
which  she  had  taken  up  casually  and  become  interested  in.  The 
story  was  of  an  extremely  sensational  kind,  and  she  found  herself 
being  wrought  up  by  it  to  a  high  pitch  of  nervous  excitement. 
At  the  slightest  noise  she  jumped ;  and  then  she  became  oppressed 
by  the  silence,  and  found  herself  peering  into  the  dark  comers  of 
the  room,  and  hesitating  to  glance  over  her  shoulder  as  if  she 
81 
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feared  to  see  something.  She  supposed  the  servants  had  not  yet 
gone  to  bed,  for  she  heard  at  intervals  what  seemed  to  be  a  human 
voice.  After  a  time,  however,  it  struck  her  that  there  was  some- 
thing unusual  in  the  regularity  of  the  sound,  and  although  she 
continued  to  read,  she  found  herself  waiting  involuntarily,  with 
strained  attention,  for  it  to  be  repeated.  When  it  occurred  again 
she  thought  it  sounded  suspiciously  like  a  cry  of  pain,  and  the 
next  time  it  came  she  was  sure  of  it  Instantly  forgetting  herself 
and  her  nervous  tremors,  she  threw  down  her  book  and  got  up 
to  see  what  was  the  matter.  She  stood  a  moment  in  the  hall, 
where  the  gas  had  been  left  burning,  and  listened,  but  all  was 
still.  Then  she  opened  the  door  of  communication  into  the 
kitchen  regions,  and  found  that  that  part  of  the  house  was  all  in 
darkness.  The  servants  had  gone  to  bed.  Holding  the  door  open, 
she  stood  a  little  and  listened  again ;  but  as  she  heard  nothing  she 
began  to  think  her  fancy  had  played  her  a  trick,  when  just  beside 
her,  as  it  seemed,  some  one  shrieked.  Beth,  gasping  with  ten*or, 
ran  back  into  the  hall  and  struck  a  match  to  light  one  of  the  bed 
candles  that  stood  on  a  table,  her  impulse  being  to  go  to  the  rescue 
in  spite  of  her  deadly  fright.  It  seemed  an  age  before  she  could 
get  the  candle  lit  with  her  trembling  hands,  and  in  the  interval 
the  horrible  cry  recurred,  and  this  time  she  thought  it  came  from 
the  surgery.  Could  any  sick  person  have  been  left  there  locked 
up  ?  Dan  always  kept  the  room  locked  up,  and  Beth  had  hardly 
ever  been  in  it.  She  went  to  the  door  now,  bent  on  breaking  it 
open,  but  she  found  that  for  once  the  key  had  been  left  in  the 
lock.  She  turned  it  and  entered  boldly,  but  her  candle  flickered 
as  she  opened  the  door,  so  that  at  first  she  could  see  nothing  dis- 
tinctly. She  held  it  high  above  her  head,  however,  and  as  the 
flame  became  steady  she  looked  about  her.  There  was  no  one  to 
be  seen.  The  room  was  large  and  bare.  All  that  it  contained 
was  a  bookcase,  some  shelves  with  books  on  them,  a  writing  table 
and  chair,  an  armchair,  a  couch,  and  another  table  of  common 
deal,  like  a  kitchen  table,  on  which  was  a  variety  of  things — 
bottles,  books,  and  instruments  apparently — all  covered  up  with  a 
calico  sheet. 

Beth,  checked  again  in  her  search,  was  considering  what  to  do 
next,  when  the  horrid  cry  was  once  more  repeated.  It  seemed  to 
come  from  under  the  calico  sheet.  Beth  lighted  the  gas,  put 
down  her  candle,  and  going  to  the  table,  took  the  sheet  off  deliber- 
ately and  saw  a  sight  too  sickening  for  description.  The  little 
black-and-tan  terrier,  the  bonny  wee  thing  which  had  been  so 


THE  BETH  BOOK. 


475 


blithe  and  greeted  her  so  confidently  only  the  evening  before,  lay 
there,  fastened  into  a  sort  of  frame  in  a  position  which  alone  must 
have  been  agonizing.    But  that  was  not  all. 

Beth  had  heard  of  these  horrors  before,  but  little  suspected  that 
they  were  carried  on  under  that  very  roof.  She  had  turned  sick 
at  the  sight,  a  low  cry  escaped  her,  and  her  great  compassionate 
heart  swelled  with  rage;  but  she  acted  without  hesitation. 
Snatching  up  her  candle,  she  went  to  the  shelves  where  the  bot- 
tles were,  looked  along  the  row  of  red  labels,  found  what  she 
wanted,  went  back  to  the  table,  and  poured  some  drops  down  the 
poor  little  tortured  creature's  throat. 

In  a  moment  its  sufferings  ceased. 

Then  Beth  covered  the  table  with  the  calico  sheet  mechanical- 
ly, put  the  bottle  back  in  its  j  lace,  turned  out  the  gas,  and  left 
the  room,  locking  the  door  after  her.  Her  eyes  were  haggard 
and  her  teeth  were  clenched,  but  she  felt  the  stronger  for  a 
brave  determination  and  more  herself  than  she  had  done  for  many 
months. 

Maclure  only  came  in  to  bathe  and  breakfast  next  morning, 
and  she  scarcely  exchanged  a  word  with  him  before  he  went  out 
again;  but  in  the  afternoon  he  came  into  the  drawing-room, 
where  she  was  writing  a  letter,  and  began  to  talk  as  if  he  meant 
to  be  sociable.  He  had  his  usual  air  of  having  lavished  much 
attention  on  his  personal  adornment — too  much  for  manliness; 
and,  in  spite  of  his  night  work,  his  hair  slione  as  glossy  black,  his 
complexion  was  as  bright  and  clear,  and  his  general  apx)earance 
as  fresh  and  healthy  as  care  of  himself  and  complete  inditference 
to  other  people,  except  in  so  far  as  his  own  well-being  might  be 
affected  by  them,  could  make  it.  Beth  watched  him  surveying 
himself  in  the  glass  from  different  points  of  view  with  a  com- 
placent smile,  and  felt  that  his  physical  advantages  and  the  su- 
perabundant vitality  which  made  the  business  of  living  such  an 
easy,  enjoyable  farce  to  him  made  his  inhuman  callousness  all  the 
more  repulsive. 

"  I  should  go  out  if  I  were  you,"  he  said,  peering  close  into 
the  glass  at  the  corner  of  his  eye,  where  he  fancied  he  had  de- 
tected the  faint  crisscross  of  coming  crow's-feet.  "  I'd  never  stay 
mugging  up  in  the  house,  witliering.  Look  at  me  I  I  go  out  in 
all  weathers,  and  I'll  undertake  to  say  I'm  a  pretty  good  speci- 
men both  of  health  and  spirits." 

It  was  so  unusual  for  Dan  to  recommend  Beth  to  do  anything 
for  her  own  good  that  she  began  to  wonder  what  he  wanted ;  she 
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had  observed  that  he  always  felt  kindly  disposed  toward  people 
when  he  was  asking  a  favour  of  them. 

"  And,  by-the-bye,"  he  pursued,  turning  his  back  to  the  mirror 
and  craning  his  neck  to  see  the  set  of  his  coat  tails,  "  you  might  do 
something  for  me  when  you  are  out.  Wilberforce  is  worrying 
for  his  money.  It's  damned  cheek.  I  sent  him  a  large  order  for 
whisky  the  other  day  to  keep  him  quiet,  but  it  hasn't  answered. 
I  wish  you  would  go  and  see  him — go  with  a  long  face,  like  a 
good  girl,  and  tell  him  I'm  only  waiting  till  I  get  my  own  ac- 
counts in.  Have  a  little  chat  with  him,  you  know,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing — lay  yourseK  out  to  please  him,  in  fact.  He's  a  gen- 
tlemanly fellow  for  a  wine  merchant  and  has  a  weakness  for 
pretty  women.  If  you  go  I'll  take  my  dick  he'll  not  trouble  us 
with  a  bill  for  the  next  six  months." 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  Beth  in  her  quietest  way,  "  that  when  a 
husband  asks  his  wife  to  make  use  of  her  personal  appearance  or 
charm  of  manner  to  obtain  a  favour  for  him  from  another  man 
he  is  requiring  something  of  her  which  is  not  at  all  consistent 
with  her  self-respect." 

Dan  stopped  short  with  his  hand  up  to  his  mustache  to  twist 
it,  his  bonhomie  cast  aside  in  a  moment.  "  Oh,  damn  your  self- 
respect  !  "  he  said  brutally.  "  Your  cursed  book  talk  is  enough  to 
drive  a  man  to  the  devil.  Anybody  but  you  with  your  *  views ' 
and  'opinions'  and  fads  and  fancies  generally  would  be  only 
too  glad  to  oblige  a  good  husband  in  such  a  small  matter ;  and 
surely  to  God  I  know  what  is  consistent  with  your  self-re- 
spect !  I  should  be  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  allow  you 
to  compromise  it!  But  your  eyes  will  be  opened  and  the 
cursed  conceit  taken  out  of  you  some  day,  madam,  I  can  tell 
you  I  You'll  live  to  regret  the  way  you've  treated  me,  I  promise 
you ! " 

"My  eyes  have  been  pretty  well  opened  as  it  is,"  Beth  an- 
swered.    *'  You  left  the  key  in  the  surgery  door  last  night." 

"  And  you  went  in  there,  spying  on  me,  did  you  ?  That  was 
honourable  !  "  he  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of  scorn. 

"  I  heard  the  wretched  creature  you  had  been  vivisecting  cry- 
ing in  its  agony,  and  I  thought  it  was  a  human  being  and  went 
to  see,"  Beth  answered,  speaking  in  the  even,  dispassionate  way 
which  she  had  found  such  an  effectual  check  on  Dan's  vulgar 
bluster. 

"  You  killed  that  dog,  then  I "  he  exclaimed,  turning  on  her 
savagely.    "  How  dare  you  ? " 
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Beth  rose  from  the  writing  table  and  went  and  stretched  her- 
self out  on  the  sofa,  deliberately  facing  him. 

"  How  dare  you  f  "  she  inquired. 

"  How  dare  I,  indeed,  in  my  own  house  !  "  he  bawled.  *'  Now, 
look  here,  madam,  I'm  not  going  to  have  any  of  your  damned  in- 
terference, and  so  I  tell  you." 

"  Please — I  am  not  deaf,"  she  remonstrated  gently.  "  And  now 
look  here,  sir,  I  am  not  going  to  have  any  of  your  damnable  cru- 
elties going  on  under  the  same  roof  with  me.  I  have  endured 
your  sensuality  and  your  corrupt  conversation  weakly,  partly  be- 
cause I  knew  no  better,  and  partly  because  I  was  the  only  sufferer 
as  it  seemed  to  me  in  the  narrow  outlook  I  had  on  life  until  late- 
ly ;  but  I  know  better  now.  I  know  that  every  woman  who  sub- 
mits in  such  matters  is  not  only  a  party  to  her  own  degradation, 
but  connives  at  the  degradation  of  her  whole  sex.  Our  marriage 
never  can  be  a  true  marriage — the  spiritual,  intellectual,  physical 
union  of  a  man  and  a  woman  for  the  purpose  of  perfect  compan- 
ionship. We  have  none  of  the  higher  aspirations  in  common ; 
we  should  be  none  the  happier  for  tender  experiences  of  parent- 
hood, none  the  holier  for  any  joy  or  sorrow,  pain  or  pleasure,  that 
might  come  to  us  to  strengthen  and  ennoble  us  if  rightly  enjoyed 
or  endured ;  and  this,  I  think,  is  not  altogether  my  fault.  But, 
however  that  may  be,  it  is  out  of  my  power  to  remedy  it  now. 
All  I  can  do  is  to  prevent  unedifying  scenes  between  us  by  show- 
ing you  such  courtesy  and  consideration  as  is  possible.  On  this 
occasion  I  will  show  you  courtesy,  but  the  consideration  is  due  to 
me.  A  woman  does  not  marry  to  have  her  heart  wrung,  her 
health  destroyed,  her  life  made  wretched  by  anything  that  is  pre- 
ventable, and  I  intend  to  put  a  stop  to  this  last  discovered  hellish 
practice  of  yours.  I  will  not  allow  it,  and  if  you  dare  to  attempt 
it  again  I  will  call  in  the  townsfolk  to  see  you  at  your  brutal 
work." 

She  spoke  with  decision,  in  the  tone  of  one  who  has  deter- 
mined on  her  plan  of  action,  and  will  fearlessly  pursue  it.  A 
great  gravity  settled  on  Daniel  Maclure.  He  stood  still  a  little, 
reflecting,  then  came  to  the  fire,  beside  which  Beth,  who  had  risen 
restlessly  as  slie  spoke,  was  now  sitting  in  an  armchair.  He  drew 
up  another  chair,  and  sat  down  also,  having  resolved,  in  face  of 
the  gravity  of  the  situation,  to  try  some  of  his  old  tactics,  and 
some  new  ones  as  well.  His  first  pose  was  to  gaze  into  the  fire 
ruefully  for  a  while,  and  then  his  fuie  eyes  slowly  filled  with 
tears. 
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*'  It  must  have  been  a  brutal  sight,"  he  said  at  last ;  "  and  I 
can't  tell  you  how  sorry  I  am  you  saw  it.  I  don't  wonder  youVe 
shaken,  poor  little  girl,  and  it's  natural  that  the  shock  should 
have  made  you  unreasonable  and  uncharitable — unlike  yourself, 
in  fact,  for  I  never  knew  a  more  reasonable  woman  when  you  are 
in  your  right  mind,  or  a  more  charitable.  I  m  not  so  blid,  how- 
ever, as  you  think  me.  I  never  intended  to  inflict  suffering  on 
the  creature.  I  didn't  know  he'd  recover.  I  had  given  him  a 
dose  of  cmrare." 

"The  drug  that  paralyzes  without  deadening  the  sense  of 
pain,"  Beth  interposed.  "  I  have  heard  of  the  tender  mercies  of 
the  vivisector.  He  saves  himself  as  much  as  he  can  in  the  matter 
of  distracting  noises." 

Dan  had  mentioned  curare  to  give  a  persuasive  touch  of  scien- 
tific accuracy  to  his  explanation,  not  suspecting  that  she  knew  the 
properties  of  the  drugs,  and  he  was  taken  aback  for  a  moment ; 
but  he  craftily  abandoned  that  point  and  took  up  another. 

*'  These  experiments  must  be  made  in  the  interests  of  suffering 
humanity,  more's  the  pity,"  he  said,  sighing. 

"  In  the  interests  of  cruel  and  ambitious  scientific  men,  strug- 
gling to  outstrip  each  other,  and  make  money,  and  win  fame  for 
themselves  regardless  of  the  cost.  They  were  ready  enough  in 
old  days  to  vivisect  human  beings  when  it  was  allowed,  and  they 
would  do  it  again  if  they  dared." 

"  Now,  look  here,  Beth,  don't  be  rabid,"  said  Dan  temperately ; 
"  just  think  of  the  sufferings  medical  men  are  able  to  relieve  now- 
adays in  consequence  of  these  researches." 

*'  Good  authorities  say  that  nothing  useful  has  been  discovered 
by  vivisection  that  could  not  have  been  discovered  without  it," 
Beth  rejoined.  "And  even  if  it  had  been  the  means  of  saving 
human  life,  that  would  not  justify  your  employment  of  it.  There 
never  could  be  a  human  life  worth  saving  at  such  an  expense  of 
suffering  to  other  creatures.  It  isn't  as  if  you  made  an  experi- 
ment and  had  done  with  it  either.  One  generation  after  another 
of  you  repeats  the  same  experiments  to  verify  them,  to  see  for 
yom»selves,  for  practice;  and  so  countless  helpless  creatures  are 
being  tortured  continually  by  numbers  of  men  who  are  degraded 
and  brutalized  themselves  by  their  experiments.  Had  I  known 
you  were  a  vivisector  I  should  not  only  have  refused  to  marry 
you,  I  should  have  declined  to  associate  with  you.  To  conceal 
such  a  thing  from  the  woman  you  were  about  to  marry  was  a 
cruel  injustice — a,  fraud." 
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"  I  concealed  nothing  from  you  that  you  were  old  enough  to 
understand  and  take  a  right  view  of,"  Dan  protested. 

*'  According  to  custom,"  said  Beth,  "  anything  that  might  pre- 
vent a  woman  accepting  a  man  is  carefully  concealed  from  her. 
That  kind  of  cant  is  wearisome.  You  did  not  think  me  too  young 
to  put  a%  the  head  of  a  house,  or  to  run  the  risk  of  becoming  a 
mother — although  I  have  heard  you  dilate  yourself  on  the  horrors 
of  premature  motherhood.  But  that  is  the  way  with  men.  For 
anything  that  suits  their  own  convenience  they  are  ingenious  in 
finding  excuses.  As  a  rule  they  see  but  one  side  of  a  social  ques- 
tion, and  that  is  their  own.  I  can  not  understand  any  but  un- 
sexed  women  associating  with  vivisectors.  Don't  pretend  you 
pursue  such  experiments  reluctantly — you  delight  in  them.  But, 
whatever  the  excuse  for  them,  I  am  sure  that  the  time  is  coming 
when  the  vivisector  will  be  treated  like  the  people  who  prepared 
the  dead  for  embalming  in  ancient  Egypt.  You  will  be  called  in 
when  there  is  no  help  for  it,  but,  your  task  accomplished,  you  will 
be  driven  out  of  all  decent  society  to  consort  with  the  hangman 
— if  even  he  will  associate  with  you." 

*'  Well,  well ! "  Dan  ejaculated,  gazing  into  the  fire  sorrow- 
fully. "But  I  suppose  this  is  what  we  should  exi)ect.  It's  the 
way  of  the  world.  A  scientific  man  who  devotes  all  his  time  and 
talents  to  relieving  his  fellow-creatures  must  expect  to  be  misun- 
derstood and  reviled  by  way  of  reward.  You  send  for  us  when 
you  want  us — there's  nobody  like  the  doctor  then — but  you'll 
grudge  every  penny  you've  got  to  give  us,  and  you'd  not  pay  at 
all  if  you  could  help  it.     I  should  know  !  " 

"  I  was  not  speaking  of  doctors,"  Beth  rejoined  ;  "  I  was  speak- 
ing of  vivisectors.  But,  after  all,  what  is  the  great  outcome  of 
your  extraordinary  science  ?  vWhat  do  you  do  with  it  ?  Keep 
multitudes  alive  and  suffering  who  would  be  happily  dead  and  at 
rest  but  for  you !  If  you  practised  with  the  honest  intention  of 
doing  as  much  good  as  you  could,  you  would  not  be  content 
merely  to  treat  effects  as  you  do  for  the  most  part ;  you  would 
strike  at  causes  also ;  and  we  should  hear  more  of  prevention 
and  less  of  wonderful  cures.  You  dazzle  the  blockhead  public 
with  a  showy  operation,  and  no  one  thinks  of  asking  why  it  is 
that  the  necessity  for  this  ame  operation  recurs  so  often. 
You  know,  probably;  but  you  disclaim  responsibility  in  the 
matter.  It  is  not  your  place  to  teach  the  public,  you  modestly 
protest." 

"  I  don't  know  how  you  can  say  that  in  the  face  of  the  effort 
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we  have  made  to  stamp  out  disease — why,  look  at  zymotic  dis- 
eases alone ! " 

"  Exactly,"  Beth  answered,  **  zymotic  diseases  alone  I  But 
why  draw  the  line  there  ?    And  what  are  you  doing  to  improve  \^ 

the  race  ?  to  strengthen  its  power  to  resist  disease  ?    You  talk  f 

about  Nature  when  it  suits  you ;  but  it  is  the  cant  of  the  subject 
you  employ,  for  you  are  at  variance  with  Nature.  Your  whole 
endeavour  is  to  thwart  her.  Nature  decrees  the  survival  of  the 
fittest ;  you  exercise  your  skill  to  preserve  the  unfittest,  and  stop 
there — at  the  beginning  of  your  responsibilities,  as  it  seems  to  me. 
Let  the  unfit  who  are  with  us  live,  and  save  them  from  suffering 
when  you  can,  by  all  means ;  but  take  pains  to  prevent  the  ap- 
pearance of  any  more  of  them.  By  the  reproduction  of  the  unfit, 
the  strength,  the  beauty,  the  morality  of  the  race  is  undermined, 
and  with  them  its  best  chances  of  happiness.  Yes,  you  certainly 
do  your  best  to  stamp  out  measles,  smallpox,  scarlet  fever,  and  all 
that  group — diseases  that  do  not  necessarily  leave  any  permanent 
mark  on  the  constitution ;  but  at  the  same  time  you  connive  at 
the  spread  of  the  worst  disease  to  which  we  are  liable.  About 
that  you  preserve  the  strictest  professional  secrecy.  Only  to-day, 
in  The  Times,  there  is  the  report  of  a  discussion  on  the  subject  at 
a  meeting  of  the  International  Congress  of  Legal  Medicine — 
where  is  it  ? "    She  took  up  the  paper  and  read : 

"  There  was  an  important  debate  on  the  spread  of  an  infamous 
disease  by  wet  nurses.  This  question  is  all  the  more  urgent  be- 
cause, though  the  greatest  dangers  and  complications  are  involved, 
it  is  very  generally  neglected.  ....  When  a  doctor  knows  that 
the  parents  of  a  child  are  tainted,  should  he  so  far  disregard  the 

Professional  secrecy  to  which  he  is  bound  as  to  warn  the  nurse  of 
er  danger  in  suckling  the  child  ? 

Apparently  not  I  The  poor  woman  must  take  her  chance,  as  the 
child's  unfortunate  mother  had  to  do  when  she  married " 

"  Ah,  now  you  see  for  yourself,  and  will  become  reasonable,  it  is 
to  be  hoped,"  he  interrupted,  rubbing  his  hands  complacently ; 
"  for  it  is  precisely  in  order  to  check  that  particular  disease  that 
appointments  like  mine  are  made." 

*'  It  is  precisely  in  order  to  make  vice  safe  for  men  that  such 
appointments  are  made,"  she  answered.  "  Medical  etiquette  would 
not  stop  where  it  does,  at  the  degradation  of  those  unfortunate 
women,  if  you  were  honestly  attempting  to  put  a  stop  to  that  dis- 
ease.   You  would  have  it  reported,  irrespective  of  the  sex  of  the 
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sufferer,  like  any  other  disease  that  is  dangerous  to  the  health  of 
the  community.  But  now  it  is  not  contrary  to  etiquette  to  break 
your  peculiar  professional  secrecy  in  the  case  of  a  woman,  but  it 
would  be  in  the  case  of  a  man ;  so  you  punish  the  women,  and  let 
the  men  go  free  to  spread  the  evil  from  one  generation  to  another 
as  they  like.  Oh,  justice  I  Oh,  consistency  I  I  don't  wonder  we 
have  been  shunned  since  we  came  to  Slane.  A  man  in  yom*  position 
is  a  mere  pander,  and  right  glad  am  I  of  what  I  have  suffered  from 
the  scorn  and  contempt  of  the  people  who  would  not  associate 
with  us.  It  shows  that  the  right  spirit  is  abroad  in  the  com- 
munity." 

"  Pander  I "  Dan  ejaculated.  "  I  am  sorry' to  hear  you  use  such 
a  word,  Beth." 

"  It  is  the  right  word,  unfortunately,"  she  answered. 

"  You  oughtn't  to  know  anything  about  these  things,'*  the 
chaste  Daniel  observed,  with  an  air  of  offended  delicacy.  "  Women 
can't  know  enough  to  see  the  matter  from  the  right  point  of  view, 
and  so  they  make  mischief." 

**  Ah,  you  don't  appreciate  that  women  have  grown  out  of  their 
intellectual  infancy,"  Beth  said,  "  and  have  opinions  and  a  point  of 
view  of  their  own  in  social  matters,  especially  where  their  own  sex 
is  concerned.  You  are  still  in  the  days  of  old  Chavasse,  who  expa- 
tiates in  his  Advice  to  a  Wife  on  the  dangers  of  men  marrying 
unhealthy  women,  but  says  not  a  word  of  warning  to  women  on 
the  risk  of  marrying  unhealthy  men.  You  would  keep  us  blind- 
folded as  we  were  in  his  day,  and  abandon  us  to  our  fate  in  like 
manner ;  but  it  can't  be  done  any  more,  my  friend.  You  can 
hide  nothing  from  sensible  women  now  that  concerns  the  good  of 
the  community.  We  know  there  is  no  protection  for  women 
against  this  infamous  disease,  and  no  punishment  for  the  men 
who  spread  it ;  and  we  consider  the  fact  a  disgrace  to  every  medi- 
cal man  alive." 

"  You  have  a  nice  opinion  of  the  men  of  your  husband's  pro- 
fession I "  Dan  observed  sarcastically. 

*'I  have  the  highest  opinion  of  medical  men — such  medical 
men  as  Sir  George  Galbraith,"  she  replied.  "  I  have  seen  some- 
thing of  their  highmindedness,  their  courage,  their  devotion,  and 
their  genuine  disinterestedness ;  and  I  feel  sure  that  in  time  their 
efforts  will  leaven  the  whole  mass  of  callousness  and  cruelty 
a^^ainst  which  they  have  to  contend  in  their  profession.  The  hope 
of  humanity  is  in  the  doctors,  and  they  will  not  fail  us.  Like 
Ohristi  they  will  teach  as  well  as  heaL" 
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"  Rubbish ! "  said  Dan.  "  As  I Ve  told  you  before,  it  isn't  our 
business  to  mind  the  morals  of  the  people.  It's  for  the  parsons  to 
fight  the  devil." 

*'  But,"  said  Beth,  "  as  I  answered  you  before,  you  can  not  at- 
tend to  the  health  of  the  community  properly  without  also  mind- 
ing its  morals.    The  real  old  devil  is  disease." 

Dan  left  his  seat  and  walked  to  the  window,  where  he  stood, 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  looking  out,  for  a  while. 

"  WeU,  this  is  enough  jawbation  for  one  day,  I  hope,"  he  said 
at  last,  turning  round.  "  Marrying  a  woman  like  you  is  enough 
to  drive  a  man  to  the  devil.  I've  a  jolly  jgood  mind  to  go  and 
get  drunk.  I  declare  to  God  if  I  could  get  drunk  overnight  and 
feel  all  right  again  in  the  morning,  I'd  be  drunk  every  night. 
But  it  can't  be  done,"  he  added  regretfully.  "  There  are  draw- 
backs to  everything." 

Beth  looked  at  him  imperturbably  while  he  was  speaking,  then 
turned  her  attention  to  the  fire. 

"  You  know  my  views  now  on  the  subject  of  vivisection,"  she 
said  at  last.  "  If  there  is  any  more  of  it  here  I  shall  leave  the 
house  and  publish  the  reason.  And  you  also  know  what  I  con- 
sider I  owe  myself  in  the  way  of  self-respect.  You  must  beguile 
your  creditors  by  other  means  then  my  personal  appearance." 

She  had  spoken  all  through  in  the  most  temperate  tone,  and 
now,  when  she  had  finished,  she  leaned  back  in  her  chair  and 
folded  her  hands  with  a  sigh,  as  of  one  who  had  finished  a  hard 
task  and  would  rest 

Dan  looked  at  her  with  evident  distaste,  and  considered  a  little, 
searching  for  something  more  to  say  that  might  move  her,  some 
argument  that  should  persuade  or  convince ;  but  as  nothing  oc- 
curred to  him,  he  left  the  room,  banging  the  door  after  him  in  his 
ill-conditioned  way,  because  he  knew  that  the  noise  would  be  a 
racking  offence  to  her  overwrought  nerves. 

But  from  that  time  forward  everything  he  did  was  an  offence 
to  Beth,  a  source  of  irritation.  In  spite  of  herself,  she  detected  all 
the  insincerity  of  his  professions,  the  mean  motives  of  his  acts. 
Up  to  this  time  she  had  been  more  kindly  disposed  toward  him 
than  she  herself  knew.  All  she  had  wanted  was  to  be  able  to  care 
for  him,  to  find  some  consistency  in  him,  something  to  respect, 
and  to  which  she  could  pin  her  faith ;  but  now  she  knew  him  for 
what  he  was  exactly — shallow,  pretentious,  plausible,  vulgar- 
minded,  without  principle ;  a  man  of  false  pretensions  and  vain 
professions ;  utterly  untrustworthy ;  saying  what  would  suit  him- 
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self  at  the  moment,  or  just  what  occurred  to  him ;  not  what  he 
thought,  but  what  he  imagined  he  was  expected  to  say.  Beth  had 
never  heard  him  condemn  a  vice  or  habit  which  she  did  not  after- 
ward find  him  practising  himself.  She  used  to  wonder  if  he  de- 
ceived himself,  or  was  only  intent  on  deceiving  her;  but  from 
close  observation  of  him  at  this  period  she  became  convinced  that, 
for  the  time  being,  he  entered  into  whatever  part  he  was  playing, 
and  hence  his  extreme  plausibility.  Beth  found  herself  studying 
him  continually  with  a  curious  sort  of  impersonal  interest ;  he 
was  a  subject  that  repelled  her,  but  from  which,  nevertheless,  she 
could  not  tear  herself  away.  His  hands,  in  particular,  his  hand- 
some white  hands,  had  a  horrid  sort  of  fascination  for  her.  She 
had  admired  them  while  she  thought  of  them  as  the  healing  hands 
of  the  physician,  bringing  hope  and  health ;  but  now  she  knew 
them  to  be  the  cruel  hands  of  the  vivisector,  associated  with  tor- 
ture, from  which  humanity  instinctively  shrunk;  and  when  he 
touched  her,  her  delicate  skin  crisped  with  a  shudder.  She  used 
to  wonder  how  he  could  eat  with  hands  so  polluted,  and  once,  at 
dessert,  when  he  handed  her  a  piece  of  orange  in  his  fingers  she 
was  obliged  to  leave  it  on  her  plate ;  she  could  not  swallow  it. 

After  that  last  scene  the  days  dragged  more  intolerably  than 
ever ;  but  happily  for  Beth,  there  were  not  many  more  of  them 
without  a  break,  for  just  as  it  seemed  that  endurance  must  end  in 
some  desperate  act  Mrs.  Kilroy  sent  her  a  pressing  invitation  to 
go  and  pay  her  a  long  visit  in  London ;  and  Beth  accepted  it  and 
went  with  such  a  sense  of  relief  as  an  invalid  feels  who,  after  long 
suffering,  finds  herself  well,  and  out  in  the  free  fresh  air  once 
more. 


CHAPTER  XL VII. 

When  Beth  went  to  stay  with  the  Kilroys  in  London,  it  was  a 
question  whether  she  might  not  end  by  joining  the  valiant  army 
of  those  who  are  in  opposition  to  everything,  but  before  she  had 
been  there  a  week  she  had  practically  recovered  her  balance,  and 
began  to  look  out  upon  life  once  more  with  dispassionate  atten- 
tion. Her  depression  when  she  first  arrived  was  evident,  and  the 
Kilroys  were  concerned  to  see  her  looking  so  thin  and  ill ;  but 
by  degrees  she  began  to  expand  in  that  genial  atmosphere,  and, 
although  she  said  little,  as  a  rule,  she  had  begun  to  listen  and  to 
observe  again  with  her  usual  vivid  interest.     She  could  not  have 
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been  better  situated  for  the  purpose,  for  people  of  all  kinds  came 
to  the  Kilroys ;  and  in  moving:  among  them  merely  as  an  on- 
looker she  was  bound  to  see  and  hear  enough  to  take  her  out  of 
herself.  Her  own  personality  was  too  distinct,  however,  for  her 
to  remain  for  long  an  onlooker  merely.  That  mesmeric  quality 
in  her  which,  whether  it  fascinates  or  displeases,  attracts  or  repels, 
marks  a  distinct  personality  which  is  not  to  be  overlooked,  made 
people  ask  at  once  who  she  was,  in  the  hope  that  her  acquaint- 
ance might  be  worth  cultivating.  For  there  was  a  certain  air  of 
distinction  about  her  which  made  her  look  like  a  person  with 
some  sort  of  prestige,  whom  it  might  be  useful  to  know,  don't  you 
know. 

One  afternoon  soon  after  Beth's  arrival,  Mrs.  Kilroy  being  at 
home  to  visitors  and  the  rooms  already  pretty  full,  Beth  noticed 
among  the  callers  an  old-looking  young  man  whose  face  seemed 
familiar  to  her.  He  wore  a  pointed  beard  upon  his  chin  and  a 
small  mustache  cut  away  from  his  upper  lip  and  waxed  and 
turned  up  at  the  ends.  His  face  was  thin  and  narrow,  his  fore- 
head high  and  bald,  what  hair  he  had  grew  in  a  fringe  at  the 
back  of  his  head  and  was  curly  and  of  a  nondescript  brown 
colour.  Had  he  worn  the  dress  of  the  Elizabethan  period,  he 
might  have  passed  for  a  bad  attempt  to  look  like  Shakespeare ; 
and  Beth  thought  that  that  perhaps  might  be  the  resemblance 
which  puzzled  her.  While  she  was  looking  at  him  a  lady  was 
announced,  a  most  demure-looking  little  person  in  a  gray  cos- 
tume and  a  small,  close-fitting  princess  bonnet  tied  under  her 
chin  and  trimmed  with  a  big  Alsatian  bow  in  front.  She  entered 
smiling  slightly,  and  she  continued  to  smile,  as  if  she  had  set  the 
smile  on  her  lips  as  she  put  the  bonnet  on  her  head,  to  complete 
her  costume.  After  she  had  shaken  hands  with  Angelica,  she 
looked  round  as  if  in  search  of  some  one  else,  and  seemed  satisfied 
when  she  discovered  the  old-looking  young  man  of  Shakespearean 
aspect.  He  was  watching  her,  and  their  eyes  met  with  a  momen- 
tary significance ;  but  they  took  no  further  notice  of  each  other. 
Most  people  would  have  perceived  no  more  in  the  glance  than 
showed  on  the  surface — a  lady  and  gentleman  who  looked  at  each 
other  and  then  looked  away,  like  indifferent  acquaintances  or  casual 
strangers ;  but  Beth's  infallible  intuition  revealed  to  her  elaborate 
precaution  in  this  seeming  unconcern.  It  was  clear  to  her  that 
the  two  had  expected  to  meet  each  other  there,  and  their  apparent 
insensibility  to  each  other's  presence  was  a  pose  which,  however, 
betrayed  to  her  the  intimacy  it  was  affected  to  conceal.    She 
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hated  herself  for  seeing  so  much,  and  burned  with  blame  of  Dan 
for  opening  her  eyes  to  behold  the  inward  wickedness  beneath 
the  conventional  propriety  of  the  outward  demeanour ;  but  there- 
in she  was  unjust  to  Dan.  He  had  opened  her  eyes  sooner  than 
they  should  have  been  opened,  but  in  any  case  she  must  have 
seen  for  herself  sooner  or  later.  Nothing  in  life  can  be  concealed 
from  such  a  mind.  What  books  could  not  teach  her  she  discov- 
ered from  people  by  sympathy,  by  insight,  by  intuition ;  but  she 
did  not  come  into  full  possession  of  her  faculties  all  at  once.  The 
conditions  of  her  life  had  tended  rather  to  retard  than  to  develop 
the  best  that  was  in  her,  and  the  wonder  was  that  her  vision  had 
not  been  permanently  distorted  so  that  she  could  see  nothing  but 
evil  in  all  things — see  it,  too,  till  her  eyes  were  accustomed  and 
her  soul  corrupted  so  that  she  not  only  ceased  to  resent  it,  but 
finally  accepted  it  as  the  inevitable  order  to  which  it  is  best  to 
accommodate  one's  self  if  one  is  to  get  any  good  out  of  life. 
This  is  the  fate  of  most  young  wives  situated  as  Beth  had  been, 
the  fate  she  had  only  narrowly  escaped  by  help  of  the  strength 
that  came  of  the  brave  self-contained  habits  she  had  cultivated  in 
her  life  of  seclusion  and  thought.  It  was  the  result  of  this  train- 
ing and  her  constancy  in  pursuing  it  that  her  further  faculty, 
hitherto  so  fitful,  at  last  shot  up  a  bright  and  steady  light  which 
made  manifest  to  her  the  thoughts  of  others,  that  they  were  not 
all  evil,  and  helped  her  by  the  grace  in  her  own  heart  to  perceive 
hidden  processes  of  love  at  work  in  other  hearts,  all  tending  to 
purification ;  and  by  the  goodness  of  her  own  soul  to  search  out 
the  goodness  in  other  souls  as  the  elements  find  their  constituent 
parts  in  the  atmosphere. 

Beth  was  looking  her  best  that  afternoon,  although  she  had 
taken  no  pains  with  herself.  She  seemed  well  dressed  by  dint  of 
looking  well  in  her  clothes  ;  but  she  had  not  chosen  to  make  her- 
self look  well.  In  the  exasperated  phase  of  revolt  through  which 
she  was  passing  she  could  not  have  been  persuaded  to  dress  so  as 
to  heighten  the  effect  of  her  appearance,  and  so  make  of  herself  a 
trap  to  catch  admiring  glances.  To  be  neat  and  fresh  was  all  her 
care ;  but  that  was  enough.  The  young  man  with  the  pointed 
beard,  w^ho  had  been  looking  about  the  room  uneasily,  seemed  to 
have  found  what  he  wanted  when  he  noticed  her.  He  asked  an 
elderly  man  standing  near  him  who  the  young  lady  of  distin- 
guished appearance  might  be.  "  A  friend  of  Mrs.  Kilroy's,  I  be- 
lieve," the  gentleman  answered,  and  moved  off  as  if  he  resented 
the  question. 
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But  Pointed  Beard  was  persistent.  He  asked  two  or  three 
other  people,  strangers,  who  did  not  know  either,  and  then  he 
made  his  way  to  Mrs.  Kilroy,  but  she  was  so  surrounded  he  could 
not  get  near  her.  At  last  he  bethought  him  of  the  servants  who 
were  handing  tea  about,  and  heard  Beth's  name  from  one  of 
them. 

When  Beth  next  noticed  him  he  was  making  his  way  toward 
her  with  a  cup  of  tea  in  one  hand  and  a  plate  of  cakes  in  the 
other. 

"  I  have  ventured  to  bring  you  some  tea,"  he  said,  "  but  I  do 
not  know  if  it  is  as  you  like  it.  I  can  easily  get  you  some  more, 
however,  if  it  is  not." 

"  Thank  you,  I  do  not  want  any,"  Beth  answered  somewhat 
coldly. 

"  I'U  put  it  here,  then,  on  this  console,"  he  rejoined.  "  If  I 
move  away  I  shall  not  be  able  to  get  near  you  again  in  this 
crowd.  I  wonder  why  Mrs.  Kilroy  has  so  many  people.  Now, 
I  like  just  a  few,  eight  or  ten  for  a  dinner,  you  know,  and  twenty 
or  so  on  these  sort  of  occasions.  And  they  must  all  be  interesting 
people,  worth  talking  ta  I  am  exceedingly  fastidious  about  the 
kind  of  people  I  know.    Even  as  a  boy  I  was  fastidious." 

As  he  uttered  that  last  sentence  Beth  was  again  aware  of 
something  familiar  in  his  appearance,  and  she  felt  sure  she  had 
heard  him  make*  that  same  remark  more  than  once  before — but 
when  ?  but  where  ? 

"  That  is  Lord  Fitzkillingham,"  he  continued,  "  that  tall  man 
who  has  just  come  in — see,  there  I — shaking  hands  with  Mrs.  Kil- 
roy. He  looks  like  a  duke,  don't  you  know.  I  admire  people  of 
distinguished  appearance  much  more  than  good-looking  people — 
people  who  are  merely  good-looking,  I  mean,  of  course.  I  saw 
you  directly  I  came  into  the  room,  and  was  determined  to  find 
out  who  you  were,  and  I  asked,  I  can't  tell  you  how  many  peo- 
ple, whether  I  knew  them  or  not.  What  do  you  think  of  that  for 
perseverance  ? " 

*'  You  certainly  seem  to  be  persistent,"  Beth  answered,  with  a 
smile. 

"  Oh,  I'm  nothing  if  not  persistent,"  he  rejoined  complacently. 
"  I'll  undertake  to  find  out  anything  I  want  to  know.  Do  you  see 
that  lady  there  in  black  ?  I  wanted  to  know  her  age,  so  I  went  to 
Somerset  House  and  looked  it  up." 

''  What  did  you  do  that  for  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"  I  wanted  to  know." 
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"  But  did  she  want  you  to  know  ?  '* 

'*  Well,  naturally  not,  or  she  would  have  told  me.  But  it  is 
no  use  trying  to  conceal  things  from  me.  I  am  not  to  be  de- 
ceived." 

•  *'  You  must  be  quite  a  loss  to  Scotland  Yard,"  Beth  ventured. 
"  You  would  have  been  admirably  fitted  for  that — eh ! — delicate 
kind  of  work." 

*'  Well,  I  think  I  should,"  he  rejoined.  "  You  see  I  found  you 
out,  and  it  was  not  so  easy,  for — eh ! — no  one  seemed  to  know 
you.    However,  that  does  not  matter.    We'll  soon  introduce  you." 

Beth  smiled.  "  Thank  you,"  she  said  dryly,  *'  that  will  be  very 
nice." 

"I'll  bring  Fitzkillingham  presently;  he'll  do  anything  for 
me.  He  was  one  of  our  set  at  the  Varsity.  That's  the  best  of 
going  to  the  'varsity.  You  meet  the  right  kind  of  people  there — 
people  who  can  help  you,  you  know,  if  you  can  get  in  with  them 
as  I  did.    You'll  like  Fitzkillingham.    He's  a  very  good  fellow." 

'^  indeed,"  said  Beth.     "  What  has  he  done  ? " 

"  Done  I "  he  echoed.  "  Oh,  nothing  that  I  know  of.  Consider 
his  position !  The  Earl  of  Fitzkillingham,  with  a  rent  roll  of  fifty 
thousand  a  year,  has  no  need  to  do,  he  has  only  to  be.  There  I 
He's  caught  my  eye.    I'll  go  and  fetch  him." 

J^^  ray  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Beth  emphatically.  "  I 
have  no  wish  to  know  him." 

The  young  man,  disconcerted,  turned  and  looked  her  full  in 
the  face.     **  Why  not  ?  "  he  gasped. 

"  First  of  all,  because  you  are  going  to  present  him  without 
asking  my  permission,"  Beth  said,  "  which  is  a  liberty  I  should 
have  had  to  resent  in  any  case  by  refusing  to  know  him,  and,  sec- 
ondly, because  a  man  with  fifty  thousand  a  year  who  has  done  no 
good  in  the  world  is  not  worth  knowing.  I  don't  think  he  should 
be  allowed  to  he  unless  he  can  be  made  to  do.  Pray  excuse  me  if  I 
shock  your  prejudices,"  she  added,  smiling.  *'  You  do  not  know, 
perhaps,  that  in  our  set  knowing  people  for  position  rather  than 
for  character  is  quite  out  of  date  ? " 

The  young  man  smiled  superciliously.  "  That  is  rather  a  bour- 
geois sentiment,  is  it  not  ? "  he  said. 

"  On  the  contrary,"  said  Beth,  "  it  is  the  other  that  is  the 
huckster  spirit.  What  is  called  knowing  the  right  people  is  only 
the  commercial  principle  of  seeking  some  advantage.  Certain 
people  make  a  man's  acquaintance  and  pay  him  flattering  atten- 
tions, not  because  their  hearts  are  good  and  they  wish  to  give  him 
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pleasure,  but  because  there  is  some  percentage  of  advantage  to  be 
gained  by  knowing  him.  That  is  to  be  bourgeois  in  the  vulgar 
sense  if  you  like  I  And  that  is  the  trade-mark  stamped  upon 
most  of  us — selfishness,  snobbishness  I  One  sees  it  in  the  conven- 
tional society  manners,  which  are  superficially  veneered,  funda- 
mentally bad ;  the  outcome  of  self-interest,  not  of  good  feeling ; 
one  knows  exactly  how,  where,  and  when  they  will  break 
downi" 

"  What  are  »ou  holding  forth  about,  Beth  ? "  said  Mrs.  Kilroy, 
coming  up  behind  her. 

"  The  best  people,"  Beth  answered,  smiling. 

"  You  mean  the  people  who  call  themselves  the  best  people — 
society,  that  is  to  say,"  said  Mrs.  Kilroy  cheerfully.  "  Society  is 
the  scum  that  comes  to  the  surface  because  of  its  lightness  and 
does  not  count,  except  in  sets  where  ladies  papers'  circulate." 

"  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  talk  so,  Mrs.  Kilroy,"  said  Pointed 
Beard  in  an  ofl^ended  tone,  as  if  society  had  been  insulted  in  his 
person. 

''  I  am  sorry  if  I  disappoint  you,"  said  Mrs.  Kilroy.  "  And 
I  confess  I  like  my  own  set  and  their  pretty  manners,  but  I  know 
their  weaknesses.  There  is  no  snob  so  snobbish  as  a  snob  of  good 
birth.  The  upper  classes  will  be  the  last  to  learn  that  it  is  ster- 
ling qualities  which  are  wanted  to  rule  the  world — head  and 
heart." 

"  This  gentleman  will  tell  you  that  all  that  is  botu^geois,"  said 
Beth. 

'*  I  believe  that  at  heart  the  bourgeois  are  sound,"  said  Angelica. 
"  Bourgeois  signifies  good,  sound,  self-respecting  qualities  to  me, 
and  steady  principles." 

"  But  scarcely '  pretty  manners,'  I  should  suppose,"  said  Pointed 
Beard  superciliously. 

"  Why  not  ? "  said  Angelica.  "  Sincerity  and  refinement  make 
good  manners,  and  principle  is  the  parent  of  both." 

"  Don't  you  think  that  for  the  most  part  Englishwomen  are 
singularly  lacking  in  charms  of  manner  ? "  he  asked  precisely. 

'*  Just  as  Englishmen  are,  and  for  the  same  reason,"  said  An- 
gelica ;  "  because  they  only  try  to  be  agreable  when  it  suits  them- 
selves. A  good  manner  is  a  decoration  that  must  be  kept  on  always 
if  it  is  to  be  worn  with  ease.  Good  manners  are  rare  because  good 
feeling  is  rare,  for  good  manners  are  the  outcome  of  good  feeling. 
Manners  are  not  the  mere  society  show  of  politeness,  but  the 
inward  kindly  sympathy  of  which  politeness  is  the  natural  out- 
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ward  manifestation ;  given  these,  grace  and  charm  of  manner 
come  of  themselves." 

She  moved  off  as  she  spoke  to  attend  to  other  guests. 

"  Mrs.  Kilroy  is  obvious,"  said  Pointed  Beard  in  a  tone  that 
suggested  sympathy  with  Beth  for  being  bored.  "  I  wonder  she 
did  not  give  us  *  For  manners  are  not  idle,'  et  cetera,  or  some- 
thing equally  banal — the  kind  of  thing  we  are  taught  in  our  in- 
fancy  " 

"  And  fail  to  apply  ever  after,"  said  Beth. 

"  I  see  you  are  ready,"  he  observed  fatuously,  striking  the  per- 
sonal note  again,  which  she  resented. 

*'  I  dislike  that  cant  of  the  obvious  which  there  is  so  much  of 
here  in  town,"  she  rejoined.  "  It  savours  of  precocity.  All  that 
is  finest  in  thought  is  obvious.  A  great  truth  well  put  when 
heard  for  the  first  time  is  so  crystal  clear  to  the  mind  one  seems 
to  have  known  it  always.  No  one  fears  to  be  obvious  who  has 
anything  good  to  say." 

He  stroked  his  beard  in  silence  for  some  seconds.  *'  I  suppose 
you  go  in  for  politics  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ? "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Why  ? "  Beth  asked  in  her  disconcerting  way. 

"  Oh,  judging  by  your  friends." 

"  Not  a  safe  guide,"  she  assured  him.  "  My  friends  have  the 
most  varied  interests,  and  even  if  they  had  not  it  would  be  some- 
what monotonous  for  them  to  associate  exclusively  with  people 
of  the  same  pursuits." 

"  Then  you  do  not  take  an  interest  in  politics  ? "  he  jerked  out 
almost  irritably,  as  if  he  had  a  right  to  know. 

For  a  moment  Beth  had  a  mind  to  baffle  him  for  his  tasteless 
persistency,  but  hjp  nattu^al  directness  saved  her  from  such  sn^jgll- 
mindedness.  **  If  I  must  answer  yom*  catechism,"  she  said^iSail- 
ing,  "social  subjects  interest  me  more.  I  find  generalizations 
bald  and  misleading,  and  politics  are  a  generalization  of  events. 
I  rarely  read  a  political  speech  through,  and  remember  very  little 
of  what  it  is  all  about  when  I  do.  Details,  individuals,  and  ac- 
tions fascinate  me,  but  the  circumstances  of  a  people  as  a  state 
rarely  interest  me  much." 

"  Ah,  I  fear  that  is — er — a  feminine  point  of  view,  rather — is  it 
not  ? "  he  rejoined  patronizingly. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  **  and  a  scientific  method.    We  go  from  the 
particular  to  the  general,  and  only  draw  broad  conclusions  when 
we  have  collected  our  facts  in  detail.    But,  excuse  me,  I  see  a. 
friend,"  she  broke  off  hastily,  seiung  t\i'fe  Ci\i'a.\ie,fe  \o  ^^^a::^* 
S2 
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A  little  later,  Beth  saw  that  the  demure-looking  little  person 
in  the  princess  bonnet  was  taking  her  leave.  She  passed  down 
the  room  with  her  set  little  smile  on  her  lips,  looking  about  her, 
but  apparently  without  seeing  any  one  in  particular  till  she  got 
to  the  door,  when  her  eye  lighted  on  the  young  man  of  Shake- 
spearean mien,  and  her  smile  flickered  a  moment  and  went  out 
The  young  man  turned  and  looked  at  a  picture  with  an  elabo- 
rately casual  air,  then  sauntered  across  the  room  to  Mrs.  Kilroy, 
shook  hands  with  her,  spoke  to  one  or  two  other  people,  and 
finally  reached  the  door  and  opened  it  with  the  same  solemn 
affectation  of  not  being  in  a  hurry,  and  disappeared.  Beth  won- 
dered if  he  kept  his  caution  up  before  the  footman  in  the  hall,  or 
if  he  made  an  undignified  bolt  of  it  the  moment  he  was  out  of 
sight  of  society. 

At  dinner  that  evening  she  asked  Mrs.  Kilroy  who  and  what 
that  thin-nosed  man,  that  sort  of  reminiscence  of  Shakespeare, 
was. 

"  He  is  by  way  of  being  a  literary  man,  I  believe,"  Angelica 
answered.  "  He  is  not  a  friend  of  ours,  and  I  can  not  think  why 
he  comes  here.  I  never  ask  him.  He  got  himself  introduced  to 
me  somehow,  and  then  came  and  called,  which  I  thought  an  im- 
pertinence. Did  you  notice  that  woman  with  an  Alsatian  bow  in 
her  bonnet,  that  made  her  look  like  a  horse  with  its  ears  laid 
back  ?  Her  pose  is  to  improve  young  men.  She  improves  them 
away  from  their  wives,  and  I  object  to  the  method ;  and  I  do  not 
ask  her  here  either,  yet  she  comes.  His  wife  I  have  much  sym- 
pathy with ;  but  he  keeps  her  in  the  country,  out  of  the  way,  so  I 
see  very  little  of  her." 

"  What  is  his  name  ?  "  Beth  asked. 

"  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce." 

"  Why,"  Beth  exclaimed,  "  he  must  be  a  youth  I  knew  long 
ago— when  I  was  a  child  I  I  was  sure  I  had  seen  him  before.  But 
what  a  falling  off !  I  wondered  if  he  were  an  old  young  man  or 
a  young  old  man  when  I  first  saw  him.  He  was  refined  as  a  boy, 
and  had  artistic  leanings  ;  I  should  have  thought  he  might  have 
developed  something  less  banal  in  the  time  than  a  bald  forehead." 

"  That  kind  of  man  spends  most  of  his  time  in  cultivating  ac- 
quaintances," said  Mr.  Kilroy.  ''  When  they  haven't  birth  their 
pose  is  usually  brains.     But  Pounce  took  a  fair  degree  at  the  uni-  j 

versity.    And  he's  not  such  a  bad  fellow,  really.    He's  precious,  j 

of  course,  and  by  way  of  being  literary— that  is  to  say,  he  is  lit-  j 

erary  to  the  extent  of  having  written  some  little  things  of  no  con-  i 


\ 


THE  BETH  BOOK.  491 

sequence,  upon  which  he  assumes  the  right  to  give  his  opinion 
with  appalling  assurance  of  the  works  of  other  people  which  are 
of  consequence.  There  is  a  perfect  epidemic  of  that  kind  of  assur- 
ance among  the  clever  young  men  of  the  day,  and  it's  wrecking 
half  of  them.  A  man  who  begins  by  having  no  doubt  of  the 
worth  of  his  own  opinion  gets  no  farther  for  want  of  room  to 
move  in." 

Next  day  Beth  was  alone  in  a  sunny  sitting-room  at  the  back 
of  the  house,  looking  out  into  grounds  common  to  the  whole 
square.  It  was  about  tea  time.  The  windows  were  wide  open, 
the  sun  blinds  were  drawn  down  outside,  and  the  warm  air,  fra- 
grant with  mignonette,  streamed  in  over  the  window  boxes.  An- 
gelica had  given  this  room  up  to  Beth,  and  here  she  worked  or 
rested,  read,  wrote,  or  reflected,  as  she  felt  inclined,  soothed  rather 
than  disturbed  by  the  far-off  sounds  of  the  city,  and  eased  in  mind 
by  the  grace  and  beauty  of  her  surroundings.  For  the  room  was 
a  work  of  art  in  itself — an  Adams  room  with  carved  white  panels 
framing  spaces  of  rich  brocade,  delicately  tinted,  on  the  walls ;  with 
furniture  chosen  for  comfort  as  well  as  elegance,  and  no  more  of  it 
than  was  absolutely  necessary — no  crowding  of  chairs  and  tables, 
no  congestion  of  useless  ornaments,  no  plethora  of  pictures,  putting 
each  other  out — only  two,  in  fact :  one  a  summer  seascape,  with 
tiny  waves  bursting  on  shining  sands ;  tlie  other  a  corner  of  a  beau- 
tiful old  garden,  shady  with  trees,  glowing  with  flowers,  whence 
two  young  lovers,  sitting  on  an  old  stone  seat,  looked  out  with 
dreamy  eyes  on  a  bright  glimpse,  framed  in  foliage,  of  the  peaceful 
country  beyond.  Angelica  had  thought  that  room  out  carefully  for 
Beth,  every  detail  being  considered  so  that  the  whole  should  make 
for  rest  and  refreshment,  and  she  had  succeeded  perfectly.  Noth- 
ing could  have  eased  Beth's  mind  of  the  effect  of  her  late  experi- 
ences or  strengthened  it  again  more  certainly  than  the  harmony, 
the  quiet,  and  the  convenience  of  everything  about  her — ^books  on 
the  shelves,  needlework  on  the  worktable,  writing  materials  in 
abundance  on  the  bureau,  exquisite  forms  of  flowers,  and  prevail- 
ing tints  of  apple  blossoms,  white  and  pink  and  green ;  music  when 
she  chose  to  play,  comfort  of  couch  and  chairs  when  she  wished 
to  repose,  and,  above  all,  freedom  from  intrusion,  the  right  to  do 
as  she  liked  gladly  conceded,  the  respect  which  adds  to  the  dig- 
nity of  self-respect,  and  altogether  the  kind  of  independence  that 
makes  most  for  pleasure  and  peace.  Before  she  had  been  there 
three  weeks  she  was  happily  released  from  herself  by  tl^e  recovery 
of  her  power  to  work.    She  began  to  revise  the  book  she  had 
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thought  so  little  of  when  it  was  first  written.  She  had  brought  it 
to  town  because  it  was  not  very  bulky  rather  than  because  she 
had  any  hope  of  it ;  but  when  she  took  it  out  and  read  it  here 
alone  in  peace  it  seized  upon  her  with  power,  and,  in  her  surprise, 
like  Galileo,  she  exclaimed,  "  But  it  does  turn  round ! "  The  book 
was  already  "radiant  with  inborn  genius,"  but  it  still  lacked  the 
"  acquired  art,"  and,  feeling  this,  she  sat  down  to  it  regularly  and 
rewrote  it  from  beginning  to  end,  greatly  enriching  it.  She  had 
no  amateur  impatience  to  appear  in  print  and  become  known ; 
the  thought  of  production  induced  her  to  delay  and  do  her  utmost 
rather  than  to  make  indiscreet  haste ;  her  delight  was  in  the  doing 
essentially ;  she  was  not  one  to  glory  in  public  successes,  however 
great,  or  find  anything  but  a  tepid  satisfaction  therein  compared 
to  the  warm  delight  that  came  when  her  thoughts  flowed  and  the 
material  world  melted  out  of  mind. 

She  had  been  busy  with  her  book  that  afternoon  and  very 
happy  until  tea  came.  Then,  being  somewhat  tired,  she  got  up 
from  the  bureau  at  which  she  worked  and  went  to  the  tea  table, 
leaving  her  papers  all  scattered  about ;  and  she  was  in  the  act  of 
pouring  herself  out  a  cup  of  tea  when  the  door  opened  and  the 
footman  announced,  "  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce." 

Very  much  surprised,  she  put  the  teapot  down  deliberately  and 
looked  at  him.  He  held  his  hat  to  his  breast  and  bowed  with 
exaggerated  deference,  in  an  affected,  foreign  way. 

"  I  insisted  on  seeing  you,"  he  began,  as  if  that  were  something 
to  boast  of.    "  Perhaps  I  ought  to  apologize." 

Beth,  not  knowing  what  to  say,  asked  him  to  sit  down.  Then 
there  was  a  little  pause.    He  looked  at  the  tea  table. 

"  I  see  that  you  do  take  tea,"  he  observed.  *'  Why  did  you 
refuse  it  when  I  offered  you  some  yesterday  ?  " 

"  I  am  afraid  I  am  not  prepared  to  give  you  a  reason,"  Beth 
answered  stiffly. 

"  Would  it  be  out  of  place  if  I  were  to  ask  for  some  tea  ? "  he 
said. 

Beth  silently  poured  him  out  a  cup  and  he  got  up,  took  what 
he  wanted  in  the  way  of  sugar  and  cream  and  cake,  and  sat  down 
again,  making  himself  very  much  at  home. 

'*  Do  take  some  yourself,"  he  pleaded.  *'  You  are  making  me 
feel  such  an  outsider." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Beth,  helping  herself. 

She  did  not  know  whether  to  be  annoyed  or  amused  by  his 
assurance.    Had  she  not  known  who  he  was  she  would  certainly 
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have  been  annoyed ;  but  the  recollection  of  their  days  together 
when  the  world  was  young  and  life  was  all  pure  poetry  came 
upon  her  suddenly,  as  she  found  something  of  the  boy  in  the  face 
and  voice  of  the  man  before  her,  making  it  impossible  for  her  to 
treat  him  as  a  stranger,  and  melting  her  into  a  smile. 

"  Confess  that  you  were  surprised  to  see  me,"  he  said. 

''  I  was,"  she  answered. 

"  And  not  glad,  perhaps,"  he  pursued. 

"  Surprised  means  neither  glad  nor  sorry,"  she  observed. 

"  D'you  know,  the  moment  I  saw  you "  he  began  senti- 
mentally ;  "  but  never  mind  that  now,"  he  broke  oflP.  "  Let  me 
give  you  my  reason  for  coming,  which  is  also  my  excuse.  I  hope 
you  will  accept  it." 

Beth  waited  quietly. 

*'  I  told  you  I  could  always  find  out  anything  I  wanted  to 
know  about  anybody,"  he  pursued,  "  and  last  night  I  happened  to 
sit  next  a  lady  at  a  dinner  party  who  turned  out  to  be  a  great 
friend  of  yours.  I  always  talk  to  strange  ladies  about  what  I've 
been  doing — that  kind  of  thing  interests  them,  you  know — and  I 
described  the  party  here  yesterday  afternoon,  and  said  I  only  met 
one  lady  in  the  whole  assembly  worth  looking  at  and  worth 
speaking  to,  and  that  was  Mrs.  Maclure,  who  was  staying  in  the 
house.  *0h,  I  know  her  quite  well,'  the  lady  said.  *  She's  a 
neighbour  of  mine  at  Slane.  Her  husband  is  a  doctor,  but  I  hear 
she  is  connected  with  some  of  the  best  county  people  in  the 
north.  She's  very  clever,  I  believe,  and  by  way  of  being  literary, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  don't  you  know.  But  I  don't  think  she 
has  any  one  to  advise  her.' " 

'' Oh,"  said  Beth,  enlightened,  "I  know  who  my  great  friend  is 
then — Mrs.  Carne." 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Pounce,  "and  when  I  heard  you  were  literary 
I  felt  a  further  affinity,  for,  as  I  dare  say  you  have  heard,  I  am  a 
literary  man  myself." 

"  Yes,  I  heard  you  were  *  by  way  of  being  literary,'  too,"  Beth 
rejoined. 

"  Who  told  you  so  ? "  he  demanded  quickly,  his  whole  thought 
instantly  concentrated  on  the  interesting  subject  when  it  con- 
cerned himself. 

"  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  tell  you,"  she  replied. 

"  Was  it  Mrs.  Kilroy  ? " 

Beth  made  no  sign. 

"  Was  it  Mr.  Kilroy  ? "  lie  persisi^^. 
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*'  I  have  already  said  that  I  shaH  not  teH  you,  Mr.  Pounce,"  she 
answered  frigidly. 

He  sat  in  silence  for  a  little,  looking  extremely  annoyed.  Beth, 
to  relieve  the  tension,  offered  him  some  more  tea,  which  he  re- 
fused curtly ;  but  as  she  only  smiled  at  the  discourtesy  and  helped 
herself,  he  saw  fit  to  change  his  mind,  and  then  resumed  the  con- 
versation. 

"  When  Mrs.  Carne  heard  that  I  was  a  li£erary  man,"  he  said 
with  importance,  '*  she  begged  me  to  do  what  I  could  to  help  you. 
She  said  it  would  be  a  great  kindness ;  so  I  promised  I  would,  and 
here  I  am." 

"  So  it  seems,"  said  Beth. 

He  stared  at  her.   *'  I  mean  it,"  he  said. 

''  I  don't  doubt  it,"  Beth  answered.  "  You  and  Mrs.  Carne  are 
extremely — kind." 

"  Oh,  not  at  all  I "  he  assured  her  blandly.  "  To  me,  at  all 
events,  it  will  be  a  great  pleasure  to  help  and  advise  you." 

**  How  do  you  propose  to  do  it  ? "  Beth  asked,  relaxing.  Such 
obtuseness  was  not  to  be  taken  seriously. 

He  glanced  over  his  shoulder  at  the  bm'eau  where  her  papers 
were  spread.  *'  I  shall  get  you  to  let  me  see  some  of  your  work," 
he  said,  "  arid  then  I  can  judge  of  its  worth." 

*'  What  have  you  done  yourself  ? "  she  asked. 

"  I— well,  I  write  regularly  for  the  Patriarch,''^  he  said,  with 
the  complacency  of  one  who  thinks  that  he  need  say  no  more. 
*'  The  editor  himself  came  to  stay  with  us  last  week,  and  that 
means  something.  Just  now,  however,  I  am  contemplating  a 
work  of  fiction — an  important  work,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  so 
myself.    It  has  been  on  my  mind  for  years." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Beth.     "  What  is  its  purpose  ?  " 

"  Purpose  I "  he  ejaculated.  "  Had  you  said  pur-port  instead  of 
pur-pose,  it  would  have  been  a  sensible  question.  It  is  hardly 
likely  I  shall  write  a  novel  with  a  purpose.  I  leave  that  to  the 
ladies." 

"'  I  have  read  somewhere  that  Milton  said  the  poet's  mission 
was  '  to  allay  the  perturbation  of  the  mind  and  set  the  affections 
in  right  tune.^  Is  not  that  a  purpose  ? "  Beth  asked.  "  And  one  in 
our  own  day  has  talked  of  '  that  great  social  duty  to  impart 
what  we  believe  and  what  we  think  we  have  learned.  Among 
the  few  things  of  which  we  can  pronounce  ourselves  certain 
is  the  obligation  of  inquirers  after  truth  to  communicate  what 
they  obtain,'' " 
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"  But  not  in  the  form  of  fiction,"  Alfred  Cay  ley  Pounce  put  in 
dogmatically. 

"'  Yet  there  is  always  purpose  in  the  best  work  of  the  great 
writers  of  fiction,"  Beth  maintained. 

Not  being  able  to  deny  this,  he  supposed,  sarcastically,  that  she 
had  read  all  the  works  to  which  she  alluded. 

"  I  see  you  suspect  that  I  have  not,"  she  answered,  smiling. 

**  I  suspect  you  did  not  find  that  passage  you  quoted  just  now 
from  Milton  in  his  works,"  he  rejoined. 

**  I  said  as  much,"  she  reminded  him. 

.  "  Well,  but  you  ought  to  know  better  than  to  quote  an  author 
you  have  not  read,"  he  informed  her. 

""  Do  you  mean  that  I  should  read  all  a  man's  works  before  I 
presume  to  quote  a  single  passage  ? " 

**I  do,"  he  replied.  "Women  never  understand  thorough- 
ness," he  observed  largely. 

"  Some  of  us  see  a  difference  between  thoroughness  and  nig- 
gling," Beth  answered.  "  I  should  say.  Beware  of  endless  prepa- 
ration !  We  have  heard  of  Mr.  Casaubon  and  the  Key  to  all  My- 
thologies." 

"  I  understand  now  what  your  friend  Mrs.  Carne  meant  about 
the  manner  in  which  you  take  advice,"  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce 
informed  her  in  a  slightly  offended  tone. 

Beth,  wondering  inwardly  why  so  many  people  assume  they 
are  competent  to  advise,  prayed  that  she  herself  might  always  be 
modest  enough  to  wait  at  least  until  her  advice  was  asked. 

"I  hope  I  have  not  discussed  your  opinion  impolitely,"  she 
said.     "  Pray  excuse  me  if  you  think  I  have." 

Mollified,  he  turned  his  attention  once  more  to  the  littered 
bureau. 

'*  You  have  a  goodly  pile  of  manuscript  there,"  he  remarked. 
*'  May  1  ask  what  it  is  ? " 

"  It  is  a  little  book  into  which  I  am  putting  all  my  ignorance," 
she  said. 

"  I  hope  you  ave  not  going  to  be  diffident  about  letting  me  see 
it  ?  "  he  answered  encouragingly.  "  I  could  certainly  give  you 
some  useful  hints." 

"  You  are  too  kind,"  she  said ;  and  he  accepted  the  assertion 
without  a  suspicion  of  sarcasm.  She  rose  when  she  had  spoken, 
drew  the  lid  of  tlie  bureau  down  over  lier  papers,  and  locked  it 
deliberately ;  but  the  precaution  rather  flattered  him  than  other- 
wise. 
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"  You  need  not  be  afraid,"  he  said.  "  I  promise  to  be  lenient. 
And  if  we  are  as  fast  friends  when  the  book  appears  as  I  trust  we 
shall  be,  the  Patriarch  itself  shall  proclaim  its  merits ;  if  not " 

"  I  suppose  it  will  discover  my  faults,"  Beth  put  in  demurely. 
"  I  wonder,  by  the  way,"  she  added,  "  who  told  you  you  are  so 
much  cleverer  than  I  am  ? " 

But,  fortunately,  Mrs.  Kilroy  came  in  and  interrupted  them  be- 
fore he  had  had  time  to  grasp  the  remark,  for  which  Beth,  from 
whom  it  had  slipped  unawares,  was  devoutly  thankful. 

When  he  had  gone  she  sat  and  wondered  if  she  had  really  un- 
derstood him  aright  with  regard  to  the  Patriarch.  Certainly  he 
had  seemed  to  threaten  her,  but  it  was  hard  to  believe  that  he  had 
sunk  so  low  as  to  be  capable  of  criticising  her  work,  not  on  its 
own  merits,  but  with  regard  to  the  terms  he  should  be  on  with  its 
author.  She  was  too  upright  herself,  however,  to  think  such  dis- 
honest meanness  possible,  so  she  put  the  suspicion  far  from  her, 
and  tried  to  find  some  charitable  explanation  of  the  several  signs 
of  paltriness  she  had  already  detected,  and  to  think  of  him  as  he 
had  seemed  to  her  in  the  old  days,  when  she  had  endowed  him 
with  all  the  qualities  she  herself  had  brought  into  their  acquaint- 
ance to  make  it  pleasant  and  of  good  effect. 

Beth  had  taken  to  rambling  about  alone  in  the  quiet  streets 
and  squares  for  exercise ;  and  as  she  returned  a  few  days  later 
from  one  of  these  rambles,  she  encountered  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley 
Pounce  coming  out  of  a  florist's  with  a  large  bouquet  of  orchids 
in  his  hand. 

"  You  see  I  do  not  forget  you,"  he  said,  holding  the  bouquet 
out  to  her.  "  Every  lady  has  her  flower.  These  delicate  orchids 
are  you." 

But  Beth  ignored  the  offering.  "  You  are  still  fond  of  flowers, 
then  ? "  slipped  from  her. 

*'  We  do  not  leave  a  taste  for  flowers  behind  us  with  our  toys," 
he  rejoined.  "If  we  like  flowers  as  children  we  love  them  as 
men.  The  taste  develops  like  a  talent  when  we  cultivate  it.  To 
love  flowers  with  true  appreciation  of  their  affinities  in  regard  to 
certain  persons  is  an  endowment,  a  grace  of  nature  which  be- 
speaks the  most  absolute  refinement  of  mind.  And  what  would 
life  be  without  refinement  of  mind  ! " 

Beth  had  walked  on  and  he  was  walking  beside  her. 

"  And  how  does  the  book  progress  ? "  he  inquired. 

"  It  is  finished,"  she  answered. 

"  What,  already  ? "  he  exclaimed.     *'  Why,  it  takes  me  a  week 
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to  write  five  hundred  words.  But  then,  of  course,  my  work  is 
highly  concentrated.  I  have  sent  home  for  some  of  it  to  show 
you.  You  see  I  am  pertinacious.  I  said  I  would  help  you,  and  I 
will.  I  hope  you  will  live  to  be  glad  that  we  have  met.  But  you 
must  not  write  at  such  a  rate.  You  can  only  produce  poor  thin 
stuff  in  that  way." 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  let  him  assume  what  he 
liked  on  the  subject. 

They  walked  on  a  little  way  in  silence,  then  he  began  again 
about  the  flowers.  "  Flowers,"  he  informed  her,  "  were  the  great 
solace  of  my  boyhood — the  sole  solace  I  may  say — for  I  had  no 
friends,  no  companions,  except  a  poor  little  chap,  a  cripple,  on 
whom  I  took  pity.  My  people  did  not  think  me  strong  enough 
for  a  public  school,  so  they  sent  me  to  a  private  tutor,  a  man  of 
excellent  family,  rector  of  a  large  seaside  parish  in  the  north.  He 
only  took  me  as  a  favour ;  he  had  no  other  pupils.  But  it  was 
v^ry  lonely  in  that  great  empty  house.  And  the  seashore, 
although  it  filled  my  mind  with  poetry,  was  desolate,  desolate  I " 

Beth,  as  she  listened  to  these  meanderings  of  his  fancy,  and  re- 
called old  Vicar  Richardson  and  the  house  full  of  children,  thought 
of  Mr.  Pounce's  remarks  about  feminine  accuracy. 

"  But  had  you  no  girl  friend  ? "  she  asked. 

**  Only  the  lady  of  my  dreams,"  he  answered.  *'  There  was  no 
other  lady  I  should  have  looked  at  in  the  place.  I  was  always 
refined.  I  met  the  lady  of  my  dreams  eventually.  It  was  among 
the  mountains  of  the  Tyrol.  Imagine  a  lordly  castle,  with  draw- 
bridge and  moat,  portcullis  and  pleasance,  and  sauntering  in  the 
pleasance,  among  the  flowers,  a  lady — dressed  in  white " 

"  Samite  ? "  Beth  ventured,  controlling  her  countenance. 

**  I  can  not  recall  the  texture,"  he  said  seriously.  "  How  could 
one  think  of  textures  at  such  a  moment  ?  That  would  have  been 
too  commercial !  All  I  noted  was  the  lily-whiteness  and  her  eyes 
— dark  eyes.  All  the  poetry  and  passion  of  her  race  shone  in 
them.  And  on  the  spot  I  vowed  to  win  her.  I  went  back  to  the 
'varsity  and  worked  myself  into  the  best  set.  Lord  Fitzkilling- 
hani  became,  as  you  know,  my  most  intimate  friend.  He  was  my 
best  man  at  the  wedding." 

"  Then  you  married  your  ideal,"  said  Beth.  "  You  should  be 
very  happy." 

He  sighed.  "I  would  not  say  a  word  against  her  for  the 
world,"  he  asserted.  **  When  I  compare  her  with  other  women  I 
see  what  a  lucky  man  I  must  be  thought.    But " — he  sighed  a^aiiL 
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— "  I  was  very  young,  and  youth  has  its  illusions.  As  we  grow 
older  mere  beauty  does  not  satisfy,  mere  cleverness  and  accom- 
plishments do  not  satisfy,  nor  wealth,  nor  rank.  A  man  may 
have  all  that,  and  yet  may  yearn  for  a  certain  something  which 
is  not  there — and  that  something  is  the  one  thing  needful." 

They  were  opposite  to  the  house  by  this  time,  and  he  looked  ! 

up  at  the  windows  sentimentally.    **  Which  is  yours  ? "  he  asked.  j 

**  I  pass  by  daily  and  look  up."  | 

They  had  stopped  at  the  door.    *'  I  can  not  ask  you  in,"  Beth  j 

said  hastily.    *'  Please  excuse  me.    This  is  my  time  for  work."  j 

"  Ah,  the  time  and  the  mood  I  "  he  ejaculated.    "  I  know  it  all  j 

so  well  I    Inspiration  !    Inspiration  comes  of  congenial  conversa-  ! 

tion,  as  I  hope  you  will  find.    You  will  take  my  flowers ;  I  can  not  j 

claim  to  have  culled  them  for  you ;  but  at  least  I  chose  them."  ! 

As  the  door  had  been  opened  and  the  footman  in  the  hall  ; 

stood  looking  on,  Beth  thought  it  better  to  take  the  flowers  in  a  ' 

casual  way  as  if  they  belonged  to  her.  A  card  tied  to  the  bouquet 
by  a  purple  ribbon  fell  out  from  among  the  flowers  as  she  took 
them.  On  it  was  written  "Mrs.  Merton  Merivale."  Beth  held 
the  flowers  out  to  Mr.  Pounce  with  the  card  dangling,  and  raised 
her  eyebrows  interrogatively. 

"  Ah — yes,"  he  began  slowly,  detaching  the  card  as  he  spoke 
to  gain  time,  and  changing  countenance  somewhat.  "  I  confess 
some  one  else  had  had  the  good  taste  to  choose  these  orchids  be- 
fore I  saw  them  ;  but  I  always  insist  on  having  just  what  I  want, 
so  I  took  them,  and  suggested  that  another  bouquet  might  be 
made  for  the  lady.    I  overlooked  the  card." 

Beth  bowed  and  left  him  without  further  ceremony. 

She  tossed  the  flowers  under  the  table  in  the  hall  on  her  way 
upstairs,  and  never  knew  what  became  of  them.  Later  in  the  day 
she  described  her  morning's  adventure  to  Angelica,  and  asked  her 
if  she  knew  who  Mrs.  Merton  Merivale  was. 

"  Oh,  that  woman  in  the  princess  bonnet  with  the  big  Alsa- 
tian bow,  you  know,"  Angelica  said,  "  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce's 
sometime  intellectual  afiinity." 

'*  Poor  Alfred  !  he  is  too  crude  I "  Beth  ejaculated.  "  How  I 
have  outgrown  him  !  " 

Ideala  called  next  day  and  found  Angelica  alone.    "  I  hear 
that  Beth  is  with  you  ? "  she  said.    "  What  is  she  doing  ? " 
**  Writing  a  book." 
"  What  kind  of  a  book  ? " 
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"  Not  a  book  for  babes,  I  should  say  I "  said  Angelica.  "  Slie 
does  not  pretend  to  consider  the  young  person  in  the  least.  It  is 
for  parents  and  guardians,  she  says,  not  for  authors,  to  see  to  it 
that  the  books  the  young  person  reads  are  suitable  to  her  age. 
She  thinks  it  very  desirable  for  her  only  to  read  such  as  are ;  but 
personally  she  does  not  see  the  sense  of  writing  down  to  her,  or  of 
being  at  all  cramped  on  her  account.  She  means  to  address  ma- 
ture-men and  women." 

"  That  is  brave  and  good,"  said  Ideala.  "  What  is  the  sub- 
ject ? "  ' 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Angelica,  "  but  she  is  certain  to  put  some 
of  herself  into  it." 

"  If  by  that  you  mean  some  of  her  personal,  experiences,  I 
should  think  you  are  wrong,"  said  Ideala.  '*  Genius  experiences 
too  acutely  to  make  use  of  its  own  past  in  that  way ;  it  would  suffer 
too  much  in  the  reproduction.  And,  besides,  it  can  make  better 
use  and  more  telling  of  what  it  intuitively  knows  than  of  what  it 
has  actually  seen." 

"  I  do  not  think  that  you  believe  that  Beth  will  succeed,"  said 
Angelica. 

**  On  the  contrary,"  Ideala  rejoined,  "  I  expect  her  success  will 
be  unique — only — I  don't  know  if  it  will  be  a  literary  success. 
Genius  is  versatile.    But  we  shall  see." 

Having  finished  her  book,  Beth  collected  her  friends  and  read 
it  aloud  to  them.  **  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  it,"  she  said ; 
"  advise  me.  Is  it  worth  publishing,  or  had  I  better  put  it  aside 
and  try  again  ? " 

**  Publish  it  by  all  means,"  was  the  unanimous  verdict,  and 
Mr.  Kilroy  took  the  manuscript  himself  to  a  publisher  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, who  read  it  and  accepted  it  at  once. 

"Oh,"  Beth  exclaimed,  when  she  heard  the  reader's  report, 
"  I  do  know  now  what  is  meant  by  all  in  good  time  I  If  I  had 
been  able  to  publish  the  first  things  I  wrote,  how  I  should  have 
regretted  it  now  I  But  I  did  think  so  much  of  myself  at  that 
time,  too!  You  should  have  heard  how  I  dogmatized  to  Sir 
George  Galbraith — and  he  was  so  good  and  kind ;  he  never 
snubbed  me.  But  I  believe  I  am  out  of  the  amateur  stage  now, 
and  far  advanced  enough  to  begin  all  over  again  humbly  and 
learn  my  profession.  But  I  find  my  point  of  view  unchanged. 
Manner  has  always  been  less  to  me  than  matter.  When  I  think 
of  all  the  preventable  sin  and  misery  there  is  in  the  world,  I  pray 
God  give  us  books  of  good  intention,  never  mind  the  style  I 
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Polished  periods  put  neither  heart  nor  hope  in  us  ;  theirs  is  the 
polish  of  steel,  which  we  admire  for  the  labour  bestowed  upon  it, 
but  by  which  we  do  not  benefit.  The  inevitable  ills  of  life 
strengthen  and  refine  when  they  are  heroically  borne ;  it  is  the 
preventable  ones  that  act  on  our  evil  passions  and  fill  us  with 
rage  and  bitterness ;  and  what  we  want  from  the  written  word 
that  reaches  all  of  us  is  help  and  advice,  comfort  and  encourage- 
ment. If  art  interferes  with  that,  then  art  had  better  go.  It 
would  not  be  missed  by  the  wretched,  the  happy  we  need  not 
consider.    I  am  spealdng  of  art  for  art's  sake,  of  course." 

"  We  need  not  trouble  about  that,"  said  Ideala.  *'  The  works 
of  art  for  art's  sake  and  style  for  style's  sake  end  on  the  shelf 
much  respected,  while  their  authors  end  in  the  asylum,  the  prison, 
and  the  premature  grave.  I  had  a  lesson  on  that  subject  long 
ago  which  enlarged  my  mind.  I  got  among  the  people  who  talk 
of  style  incessantly,  as  if  style  were  everything,  till  at  last  I  verily 
believed  it  was.  I  began  to  lose  all  I  had  to  express  for  worry  of 
the  way  to  express  it !  Then  one  day  a  wise  old  friend  of  mine 
took  me  into  a  public  library,  and  we  spent  a  long  time  among 
the  books,  looking  especially  at  the  ones  that  had  been  greatly 
read  and  at  the  queer  marks  in  them — the  emphatic  strokes  of  ap- 
proval, the  notes  of  admiration,  the  ohs  of  enthusiasm,  the  ahs 
of  agreement.    At  the  end  of  one  volume  some  one  had  written : 

*  This  book  has  done  me  good.'  It  was  all  very  touching  to  me, 
very  human,  very  instructive.  I  never  quite  realized  before  what 
books  might  be  to  people,  how  they  might  help  them,  comfort 
them,  brighten  the  time  for  them,  and  fill  them  with  brave  and 
happy  thoughts.  But  we  came  at  last  in  our  wanderings  to  one 
neat  shelf  of  beautiful  books,  and  I  began  to  look  at  them. 
There  were  no  marks  in  them,  no  signs  of  wear  and  tear.  The 
shelf  was  evidently  not  popular,  yet  it  contained  the  books  that 
had  been  specially  recommended  to  me  as  best  worth  reading  by 
my  stylist  friends.     '  There  is  style  for  you  I '  said  my  friend. 

*  Style  lasts,  you  see.  Style  is  engraved  upon  stone.  All  the 
other  books  about  us  wear  out  and  perish,  but  here  are  your 
stylists  still  as  fresh  as  the  day  they  were  bought.'  *  Because  no- 
body reads  them  I '  I  exclaimed.  *  Precisely,'  he  said.  *  There  is 
no  comfort  in  them.  They  are  the  mere  mechanics  of  literature, 
and  nobody  cares  about  them  except  the  mechanicians.'  After 
that  I  prayed  for  notable  matter  to  indite,  and  tried  only  for  the 
most  appropriate  words  in  which  to  express  it,  and  then  I  arrived. 
If  jou  have  the  matter  the  manner  will  come,  as  handwriting 
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comes  to  each  of  us ;  and  it  will  be  as  good,  too,  as  you  are  con- 
scientious, and  as  beautiful  as  you  are  good." 


CHAPTER  XLVIIL 

Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  called  on  Beth  continually.  He 
was  announced  one  day  when  she  was  sitting  at  lunch  with  the 
Kilroys. 

*'  Really  I  do  not  think  I  ought  to  let  you  be  bored  by  that 
man,"  Mr.  Kilroy  exclaimed.  "  I  once  had  ten  minutes  of  the 
academic  platitudes  of  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce,  and  that  was 
enough  to  last  me  my  life.  You  are  too  good-natured  to  see  him 
so  often.  It  is  a  weakness  of  yours,  I  believe,  to  suffer  yourself 
rather  than  hurt  other  people's  feelings,  however  much  they  may 
deserve  it.  But  really  you  must  snub  him.  There  is  nothing 
else  for  it.    Send  out  and  say  you  are  engaged." 

"  If  I  do,  he  will  wait  until  I  am  disengaged,  or  call  again,  or 
write  in  an  offended  tone  to  ask  when  I  can  be  so  good  as  to  make 
it  convenient  to  see  him  ! "  Beth  answered  in  comical  despair. 

"  I  don't  believe  he  bores  her  a  bit  at  present,^''  Angelica  ob- 
served. **He  is  merely  an  intellectual  exercise  for  Beth.  She 
watches  the  workings  of  his  mind  quite  dispassionately,  draws 
him  out  with  little  airs  and  graces,  and  then  adjusts  him  imder 
the  microscope.  It  interests  her  to  dissect  the  Creature.  When 
she  has  studied  him  thoroughly  she  will  cast  him  out  as  a  worth- 
less specimen." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  that  isn't  true,"  said  Beth,  with  a  twinge  of  con- 
science. "  I  own  it  has  interested  me  to  see  what  he  has  devel- 
oped into ;  but  surely  that  isn't  unfair  ? "  She  looked  at  Mr.  Kil- 
roy deprecatingly. 

"  It  is  vivisection,"  said  Angelica. 

"  But  under  such  agreeable  anaesthetics  that  I  should  think  he 
enjoys  it,"  said  Mr.  Kilroy.     "  I  should  have  no  objection  myself." 

*' Daddy,  be  careful ! "  Angelica  cried.  "  A  rare  specimen  like 
you  is  never  safe  when  unscrupulous  naturalists  are  about." 

"But  no  microscope  is  needed  to  demonstrate  Mr.  Kilroy's 
position  in  the  scale  of  being,"  Beth  put  in.  "  It  is  writ  large  all 
over  him." 

"Good  and  true,  Beth,"  said  Angelica,  smiling.  "You  can  go 
and  gloat  over  your  worthless  specimen  as  a  reward,  if  you  like. 
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But  the  scientific  mind  is  a  myBtery  to  me,  and  I  shall  never  un- 
derstand how  you  have  the  patience  to  do  it" 

Beth  found  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  pacing  about  her  sitting- 
room,  biting  his  nails  in  an  iiTitable  manner. 

'■  You  were  at  lunch,  I  think,"  he  said.  "  I  wonder  wliy  I  was 
not  asked  in  !" 

Beth  said  nothing. 

"  I  consider  it  a  slight  on  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kilroy's  part  t "  he  pur- 
sued hu£Uy.     "  Why  should  /  be  singled  out  for  this  kind  of 

"  Aren't  you  just  a  little  touchy! "  Beth  suggested. 

"  I  confess  I  am  sensitive,  if  that  is  what  you  mean,"  he  replied. 

"  Well,  yes,  if  you  like,"  she  said,  "  hypersensitive.  But  I 
thought  you  asked  for  me." 

"  It  is  true  I  came  to  see  you ;  but  that  is  no  reason  why  I 
should  be  slighted  by  your  friends,  especially  when  I  came  be- 
cause I  think  I  have  something  to  show  you  that  will  interest 
you."  He  took  a  little  packet  from  the  breast  pocket  of  his  coat 
as  he  spoke  and  began  to  undo  it.  "  I  took  the  trouble  to  go  all 
the  way  home  to  get  them  to  show  you.  My  mother  was  the  only 
person  who  had  them.  They  are  photographs  of  myself  when  I 
was  a  boy." 

"I  wonder  your  mother  parted  with  them,"  Beth  said. 

"  I  persuaded  her  with  difficulty,"  he  rejoined  complacently. 
"  I  have  often  tried  before,  but  nothing  would  induce  her  to  part 
with  them  until  this  time,  when  a  bright  idea  occurred  to  me.  I 
told  her  they  were  to  be  publislied  among  portraits  of  celebrated 
people  when  my  new  book  comes  out,  and  naturally  she  liked  the 
idea.    Her  only  son,  you  know  I " 

"And  are  they  to  he  published  f"  Beth  asked. 

"Oh— well — of  course  I  hope  so — some  day,"  he  answered, 
smiling  and  hesitating.     "  But  the  truth  is  I  got  them  for  you." 

Beth  did  not  thank  him,  but  he  was  too  engrossed  with  his  own 
portraits  to  notice  the  omission.  She  was  interested  in  them,  too, 
when  at  last  he  let  her  look  at  them. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that ! "  he  asked,  showing  her  a  good 
likeness  of  himself  as  she  remembered  him.  "  I  was  a  pretty  boy 
then,  I  think,  with  my  curls  I  Burning  the  midnight  oil  liad  not 
bared  my  forehead  in  those  days,  and  my  beard  had  not  grown. 
Life  was  all  poetry  then."  He  sighed  affectedly.  What  had  once 
been  spontaneous  feeling  in  him  had  become  a  mere  recollection, 
only  to  be  called  up  by  an  effort. 
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"  Later  it  became  all  excesses,  I  suppose,"  said  Beth. 

"  All ! "  lie  ejaculated  in  a  tone  of  pleased  regret.  "  I  had  to 
live  like  other  men  of  my  standing,  you  know,  and  I  had  to  pay 
for  it.  The  boy  was  lost,  but  the  man  developed.  You  may  think 
the  change  a  falling  off " 

He  waited  for  Beth  to  express  an  opinion ;  but  as  it  was  impos- 
sible for  her  to  say  what  she  thought  of  the  difPerence  between  the 
conceited,  dissipated-looking,  hysterical  man  of  many  meannesses 
and  the  diffident,  unspoiled,  promising  boy,  she  held  her  peace. 

When  she  had  seen  the  photographs,  and  he  had  looked  at 
them  himself  to  his  heart's  content,  he  did  them  up  again,  and 
then  formally  presented  her  with  the  packet  "  Will  you  keep 
them  ? "  he  said  solemnly. 

"  Oh,  no  I "  she  answered  with  decision.  "  I  am  not  the  proper 
person  to  keep  them.  If  they  did  not  belong  to  your  mother  they 
would  be  for  your  wife  and  children." 

**  Ah,  my  wife ! "  he  ejaculated  bitterly.  "  I  haven 't*a  word  to 
say  against  my  wife,  remember  that  I  Only — you  are  the  one  to 
whom  I  would  confide  them." 

"  I  decline  the  responsibility,"  Beth  said,  keeping  her  counte- 
nance with  difficulty. 

He  returned  the  packet  to  the  breast  pocket  of  his  coat.  "  I 
shall  carry  them  here,  then,"  he  said,  tapping  his  chest  with  the 
points  of  his  fingers,  "  until  you  ask  for  them." 

As  usual,  he  staid  a  preposterous  time  that  day,  and  when  at 
last  he  went,  even  Beth's  kindly  forbearance  was  exhausted,  and 
she  determined  to  see  no  more  of  him.  He  was  not  the  man  to 
take  a  hint,  however,  and  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  get  rid  of  him. 
He  sent  her  flowers  for  which  she  did  not  thank  him,  books  which 
she  did  not  read ;  wrote  her  long  letters  of  the  clever  kind,  discuss- 
ing topics  of  the  day  or  remarks  she  herself  had  made,  which  she 
left  unanswered;  called,  but  never  found  her  at  home,  yet  still 
persisted,  until  she  was  fain  to  exclaim,  "  Will  no  one  rid  me  of 
this  troublesome  priest ! " 

"  It  is  your  own  fault,"  said  Angelica.  "  I  warned  you  that 
good  nature  is  wasted  on  that  sort  of  man." 

"  But  surely  he  must  see  that  I  wish  to  avoid  him,"  Beth  ex- 
claimed. 

*'0f  course  he  sees  it,"  Angelica  rejoined;  "but  you  maybe 
sure  that  he  interprets  your  reluctance  in  some  way  very  flatter- 
ing to  himself." 

"  I  shall  really  be  rude  to  him,"  Beth  said  desperately.    "  He 
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is  a  most  exasperating  person,  the  kind  of  man  to  drive  a  woman 

mad,  and  then  blame  her  for  it    I  pity  his  wife  I " 

•  •••••••• 

Beth  staid  with  the  Kilroys  until  the  end  of  June,  when  the 
season  was  all  but  over,  and  everybody  was  leaving  town ;  and 
it  was  the  busiest  and  happiest  time  she  had  ever  had.  She  had 
enjoyed  the  work,  the  play,  the  society,  the  solitude;  and  had 
blossomed  forth  in  that  congenial  atmosphere  both  mentally  and 
physically,  and  became  a  braver  and  a  better  woman. 

The  Kilroys  were  to  go  abroad  the  day  that  Beth  returned  to 
Slane.  The  evening  before  she  went  with  Angelica  to  a  theatre. 
But  Angelica,  being  much  occupied  at  the  moment  with  arrange- 
ments that  had  to  be  m^de  for  the  carrying  on  of  her  special  work 
during  her  absence,  was  not  able  to  stay  for  the  whole  perform- 
ance ;  so  she  left  Beth  alone  at  the  theatre,  and  sent  the  carriage 
back  to  take  her  home. 

Beth,  sitting  in  the  comer  of  a  box,  had  eyes  for  nothing  the 
whole  time  but  the  play,  which,  being  one  of  those  that  stimulate 
the  mind,  had  appealed  to  her  so  powerfully  that  even  after  it  was 
over  she  remained  wher6  she  was  a  little,  deep  in  thought.  On 
leaving  the  theatre,  she  found  the  footman  on  the  steps,  looking 
out  for  her,  and  he  remained,  standing  a  little  behind  her,  till 
the  carriage  came  up.  While  she  waited  she  was  annoyed  to  see 
Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  making  his  way  toward  her  officiously. 
"You  are  alone  I"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  note  of  critical  disap- 
proval in  his  voice,  as  if  the  circimi  stance  reflected  on  somebody. 

"  Hardly ! "  Beth  said,  glancing  up  at  her  escort.  "  But  even 
if  I  were,  Mr.  Pounce,  I  am  in  London,  not  in  the  dark  ages,  and 
as  sure  of  respect  here,  at  the  doors  of  a  theatre,  as  I  am  in  my 
own  drawing-room.  I  believe,  by  the  way,"  she  added  lightly, 
not  liking  to  hurt  him  by  too  blunt  a  snub,  "  I  believe  this  is  the 
only  big  city  in  Europe  of  which  so  much  can  be  said,  and  English- 
women may  thank  themselves  for  it.*  We  demand  not  protection, 
but  respect.  Here  is  the  carriage.  Good-night  1 "  She  stepped  in 
as  she  spoke,  and  took  her  seat. 

**  Oh,  pray — you  really  must  allow  me  to  see  you  safe  home," 
he  exclaimed,  following  her  into  the  carriage  and  taking  the  seat 
beside  her  before  she  could  remonstrate.  The  servant  shut  the 
door,  and  they  drove  away.  Beth  boiled  with  indignation ;  but 
she  thought  it  more  dignified  not  to  show  it,  and  she  dreaded  to 
have  a  scene  before  the  servants.  Her  demeanour  was  somewhat 
rigid,  and  she  left  him  to  open  the  conversation;  but  when  he 
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spoke  she  answered  him  in  her  usual  tone.  He,  on  the  contrary, 
was  extremely  formal.  He  stroked  his  pointed  beard,  looked  out 
of  the  window,  and  made  remarks  about  the  weather  and  the 
people  in  the  streets,  not  avoiding  the  obvious,  which  was  a  relief. 

The  hall  door  was  opened  as  soon  as  the  carriage  stopped,  and 
they  got  out. 

"  Thank  you  for  your  escort,  and  good-night,"  Beth  said,  hold- 
ing out  her  hand  to  him  ;  but  he  ignored  it. 

"  I  feel  faint,"  he  said,  and  he  1/ioked  it.  "  Will  you  let  me 
come  in  and  sit  down  a  minute,  and  give  me  a  glass  of  water  ? " 

"  Why,  of  course,"  Beth  said.  "  But  have  something  stronger 
than  water.  Come  this  way,  into  the  library.  Roberts,  bring 
Mr.  Pounce  something  to  revive  him." 

**  What  will  you  have,  sir  ? "  the  butler  said. 

"  A  glass  of  water — nothing  but  a  glass  of  water,"  Mr.  Pounce 
said  most  preciously,  sinking  into  an  easy-chair  as  he  spoke. 

The  butler  brought  the  water,  and  told  Beth  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Kilroy  had  not  come  in.    She  ordered  some  tea  for  herself. 

Mr.  Pounce  sipped  the  water,  and  appeared  to  revive. 

**  I  have  suffered  terribly  during  the  last  three  weeks,"  he  said 
at  last. 

"Have  you  really?"  Beth  rejoined  with  concern.  "What 
was  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Need  you  ask ! "  he  ejaculated.  "  Why,  why  have  you 
treated  me  so  ?  " 

"  Really,  Mr.  Pounce,  I  do  not  see  that  you  have  any  claim  on 
my  special  consideration,"  Beth  answered  coldly. 

"  I  have  the  claim  of  one  who  is  entirely  devoted  to  you,"  he 
said. 

*'  I  have  never  accepted  your  devotion,  and  I  will  not  have  it 
forced  upon  me,"  Beth  answered  decidedly.  "  I  should  like  you 
better,  to  tell  the  truth,  if  you  were  a  little  more  devoted  to  your 
—duty." 

"  You  allude  to  my  wife,"  he  said.  "  Oh,  how  can  I  make  you 
underetand !  But  you  have  said  it  yourself — duty !  What  is 
duty  ?  The  conscientious  performance  of  uncongenial  tasks. 
But  if  a  man  does  his  duty,  then  he  deserves  his  reward.  I  do 
my  duty  with  what  heart  I  have  for  it.  No  fault  can  be  found 
with  me  either  as  a  husband  or  a  citizen.  Therefore,  as  a  man,  I 
consider  myself  entitled  to  claim  my  reward." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  not  well,"  she  said.     "  Don't  you  think 
you  had  better  go  home  and  rest  ? " 
83 
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"  Not  until  we  come  to  an  understanding,"  he  answered  tragic- 
ally. 

Beth  shrugged  her  shoulders  resignedly,  folded  her  hands,  and 
waited,  more  interested  in  him  as  a  human  specimen  in  spite  of 
herself  than  disturbed  by  anything  his  attitude  foreboded. 

There  was  a  bright  wood  fire  burning  on  ihe  hearth.  Mrs. 
Kilroy  liked  to  have  one  to  welcome  her  when  they  had  been  out 
late,  not  for  warmth  so  much  as  for  cheerfulness.  The  summer 
midnights  were  chilly  enough,  however,  for  the  gentle  heat  to  be 
grateful ;  and  Beth  turned  to  the  blaze  and  gazed  into  it  tran- 
quilly. The  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  struck  one.  Roberts 
brought  in  a  tray  with  refreshments  on  it  and  set  it  down  on  a 
small  table  beside  Beth.  Before  Beth  helped  herself  she  asked 
Mr.  Pounce  what  he  would  have ;  but  he  curtly  declined  to  take 
anything.  She  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  fell-to  herself  with  a 
healthy  appetite. 

"  How  can  you  !  how  can  you  I  "  he  ejaculated  several  times. 

**  I'm  hungry,"  she  said,  laughing ;  "  and  I  really  don't  see 
why  I  shouldn't  eat.'* 

"  You  have  no  feeling  for  me,"  he  complained. 

"  I  have  a  sort  of  feeling  that  you  are  posing,"  she  answered 
bluntly ;  "'  and  I  wish  you  wouldn't.  You'd  better  have  some 
sandwiches." 

*'  How  terribly  complex  life  is  I  "  he  muttered. 

**  Life  is  pretty  much  what  we  make  of  it  by  the  way  we  live 
it,"  she  rejoined,  taking  another  sandwich.  "  We  are  what  we 
allow  ourselves  to  be.  The  complexities  come  of  wrong  think- 
ing and  wrongdoing.  Right  and  wrong  are  quite  distinct ;  there 
is  no  mistaking  one  for  the  other.  In  any  dilemma  we  have  only 
to  think  what  is  right  to  be  done  and  to  do  it ;  and  there  is  an  end 
of  all  perplexities  and  complexities.  Principle  simplifies  every- 
thing." 

"  I  see  you  have  never  loved,"  he  declared,  "  or  you  would  not 
think  the  application  of  principle  such  a  simple  thing." 

"  It  is  principle  that  makes  love  last,"  Beth  answered,  *'  and 
introduces  something  permanent  into  this  weary  world  of  change. 
There  is  nothing  in  life  so  well  worth  living  for  as  principle ;  the 
most  exquisite  form  of  pleasure  is  to  be  found  in  the  pain  of  sac-  • 
rificing  one's  inclinations  in  order  to  live  up  to  one's  principles — 
so  much  so  that  in  time,  when  principle  and  inclination  become  \ 

identical,  and  we  cease  to  feel  tempted,  something  of  joy  is  lost,  ' 

some  gladness  that  was  wont  to  mingle  with  the  trouble." 
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"But  principles  themselves  are  mutable,"  he  maintained. 
"  They  get  out  of  date.  And  there  are,  besides,  exceptional  char- 
acters that  do  not  come  under  the  common  law  of  humanity,  ex- 
ceptional temperaments,  and  exceptional  circumstances  to  which 
common  principles  are  inapplicable — or  for  which  they  are  in- 
adequate." 

"That  is  the  hypocrisy  of  the  vicious,"  Beth  said,  with  her 
eyes  fixed  meditatively  on  the  fire,  "  the  people  who  lay  down 
excellent  principles  and  publicly  profess  them  for  the  sake  of 
standing  well  with  society,  but  privately  make  exceptions  for 
themselves  in  any  arrangement  that  may  suit  their  own  conven- 
ience. Your  people  of  '  exceptional  temperament '  settle  moral 
difficulties  by  not  allowing  any  moral  consideration  to  clash  with 
their  inclinations,  and  misery  comes  of  it.  The  plea  of  excep- 
tional character,  exceptional  circumstances,  exceptional  tempera- 
ment, and  what  not,  is  merely  another  way  of  expressing  excep- 
tional selfishness,  and  excusing  exceptional  self-indulgence." 

"  Surely  you  are  not  content  to  be  a  mere  slave  to  social  con- 
vention I "  he  exclaimed. 

"  I  am  talking  of  fundamental  principles — not  of  social  con- 
ventions," she  replied  ;  "  please  to  discriminate.  Self-control  is 
not  slavery,  but  emancipation  ;  to  control  our  passions  makes  us 
lord  of  ourselves,  and  free  of  our  most  galling  bonds — the  bonds 
of  the  flesh." 

*'  What  a  drawback  the  want  of — eh — a  proper  philosophic 
training  is ! "  he  observed.  "  Culture  does  a  great  deal.  It  makes 
us  more  modest,  for  one  thing.  I  don't  suppose  you  know,  for  in- 
stance, that  you  are  setting  up  an  opinion  of  your  own  in  opposi- 
tion to  such  men  as  Schopenhauer.  Schopenhauer  maintained 
that  as  the  man  of  genius  gave  his  whole  life  for  tlie  profit  of  hu- 
manity, he  had  a  license  of  conduct  which  was  not  accorded  to 
the  rest  of  mankind." 

"  If  culture  leaves  us  liable  to  be  taken  in  by  a  false  postulate 
of  any  man's,  however  well  turned  the  postulate  or  able  the  man, 
then  I  have  no  respect  for  culture.  The  fact  that  Schopenhauer 
said  such  a  thing  does  not  prove  it  true.  An  assertion  like  that  is 
a  mere  matter  of  opinion.  Half  the  worry  in  the  world  is  caused 
by  differences  of  opinion.  Let  us  have  the  facts  and  form  our 
own  oi)inions.  Have  the  men  of  genius  who  allowed  themselves 
license  of  conduct  been  any  the  better  for  it  ?  the  happier  ?  the 
greater  ?  Schopenhauer  himself,  for  instance  ! "  She  smiled  at 
him  with  honest  eyes  when  she  had  si^oVLeiv,  «ctA  \o<^  ^xj^oJOwert 
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sandwich.  "  But  don't  let  us  talk  sophistry  and  silliness,"  she 
proceeded,  "  nor  the  kind  of  abstract  that  serves  as  a  cover  for  un- 
righteousness. Those  tricks  don't  carry  conviction  to  my  uncul- 
tivated mind  ;  I  know  how  they're  done." 

"You  are  lowering  yourself  in  my  estimation,"  he  said 
severely. 

"  And  what  comes  after  that  ? "  she  asked. 

He  shook  his  head  and  gazed  at  her  reproachfully.  "  How 
can  you  be  so  trivial,"  he  said,  "in  a  moment  like  this — you 
who  are  situated  even  as  I  am  ?  If  we  were  to  die  now,  in  six 
months  it  would  be  as  though  we  had  never  been.  No  one  would 
remember  us." 

"  But  what  have  we  done  for  any  one,"  Beth  asked  in  her  equi- 
table way,  "  that  we  should  be  specially  remembered  ? " 

He  made  no  reply,  and  Beth  went  on  with  the  sandwiches. 

"  I  thought,"  he  began  at  last — "  I  did  think  that  you  at  least 
would  understand  and  feel  for  me." 

Beth  stopped  eating  and  considered  a  moment. 

"  Are  you  in  real  trouble  ? "  she  asked  at  last. 

He  rose  and  began  to  pace  up  and  down.  "  I  will  tell  you," 
he  said,  *'  and  leave  you  to  judge  for  yourself." 

Beth  looked  somewhat  ruefully  at  the  tray  and  wished  that 
the  conversation  had  been  more  suited  to  the  satisfaction  of  jn 
honest  appetite. 

"  I  have  made  it  plain  to  you  what  my  marriage  is  without 
blaming  anybody,"  he  proceeded.  "It  is  the  rock  upon  which 
all  my  hopes  were  wrecked.  I  found  my  ideal.  I  won  her  like 
a  man.  I  haven't  a  word  to  say  against  her.  She  is  a  woman 
who  might  have  made  any  ordinaiy  man  happy,  but  she  has  been 
no  help  to  me.  It  is  not  her  fault.  She  has  done  her  best,  and  it 
is  not  my  fault." 

"  Then  whose  fault  is  it  ? "  said  Beth ;  "  it  must  be  somebody's. 
I  think  of  marriage  as  I  think  of  life ;  it  is  pretty  much  what 
people  choose  to  make  it.  It  does  not  fail  when  husband  and 
wife  have  good  principles  and  live  up  to  them,  and  good  manners 
in  private  as  well  as  in  public — not  to  mention  high  ideals. 
When  we  are  not  happy  in  the  intimate  relations  of  life,  it  is 
generally  for  some  trivial  reason — as  often  as  not  because  we 
don't  take  the  trouble  to  make  ourselves  agreeable  as  because  we 
fail  in  other  duties.  I  consider  it  a  duty  to  be  agreeable.  In 
married  life  happiness  depends  on  loyalty,  to  begin  with — the 
loyalty  that  will  not  even  let  its  thoughts  stray.    All  that  we 
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want  in  everyday  intercourse  is  truth  and  affection,  kindness, 
consideration,  and  unvarying  politeness.  If  people  practised 
these  as  a  duty  from  the  first,  sympathy  would  eventually  come 
of  the  effort.  Marriage  is  the  state  that  develops  the  noblest 
qualities,  and  that  is  why  happily  married  people  are  the  best 
worth  knowing,  the  most  delightful  to  live  among.  You  have 
no  fault  to  find  with  your  wife,  therefore  the  fault  must  be  in 
yourself  if  you  are  not  happy.  Do  your  duty  like  a  man,  and 
cure  yourself  of  it." 

"  It  surprises  me  to  hear  you  talk  in  that  way,"  he  exclaimed ; 
"  you  have  suffered  so  much  yourself  I " 

"  I  make  no  pretence  of  having  suffered,"  she  answered.  "  I 
have  no  patience  with  people  who  do.  We  have  our  destiny  in 
our  own  hands  to  make  or  mar,  most  of  us.  If  we  fail  in  one 
thing  we  shall  succeed  in  another.  Life  is  a  fertile  garden,  full 
of  plants  that  bud  and  blossom  and  bear  fruit,  not  once,  but  every 
season  while  it  lasts.  If  the  crop  of  happiness  fails  one  year,  we 
should  set  to  work  bravely,  and  cultivate  it  all  the  more  diligently 
for  the  next." 

"All  this  is  beside  the  mark,"  he  responded  peevishly.  **  You 
are  offering  me  the  generalizations  that  only  apply  to  ordinary 
people.  Allowance  must  be  made  for  exceptional  natures.  Look 
at  me !  I  tell  you  if  I  had  met  the  right  woman  I  should  have  been 
at  the  top  of  the  tree  by  this  time.  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for 
woman.  I  believe  that  her  part  in  life  is  to  fertilize  the  mind  of 
man ;  and  if  the  able  man  does  not  find  the  right  woman  for  this 
purpose  he  must  remain  sterile,  and  the  world  will  be  the  loser. 
I  never  knew  such  a  woman  till  I  met  you ;  but  in  you  I  have 
discovered  one  rich  in  all  womanly  attributes,  mental,  moral,  and 
physical ;  and,  beyond  these,  dowered  also  with  genius,  the  divine 
gift — the  very  woman  to  help  a  man  to  do  his  best." 

"  And  what  is  the  man  going  to  do  for  me  ? "  Beth  inquired, 
with  a  twinkle  in  her  eyes. 

*'  He  would  surround  you  with  every  comfort,  every  luxury — 
jewels " 

"  Like  a  ballet  girl ! "  she  interjected.  "  I  am  really  afraid  you 
are  old-fashioned.  You  begin  by  offering  me  gewgaws — the  paltry 
price  women  set  on  themselves  in  the  days  of  their  intellectual 
infancy.    We  know  our  value  better  now " 

"  You  should  have  all  that  an  ideal  woman  ought  to  have,"  he 
put  in.     "  What  more  can  a  woman  require  ? " 

"  She  would  like  to  know  what  all  she  ought  to  have  consists 
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of,"  Beth  replied.  "  As  a  rule,  a  man's  ideal  woman  is  some  one 
who  will  make  him  comfortable ;  and  he  thinks  he  has  done  all 
that  is  necessary  for  her  when  he  allows  her  to  contribute  to  his 
happiness." 

"  Ah,  be  serious  I "  he  ejaculated.  *'  You  should  be  above  play- 
ing in  that  cruel  way  with  a  man  who  is  in  earnest.  Hear  what 
I  have  to  say.    Remember  we  are  the  people  who  make  history.  I 

You  talk  about  knowing  your  own  value  !    You  do  not  know  it.  } 

Without  me  you  never  will  know  it.     You  do  not  know  what  is  j 

being  said  already  about  your  unpublished  work.     Those  who  | 

have  read  it  tell  me  you  promise  to  be  to  England  what  George 
Sand  was  to  France,  when  she  appeared  a  new  light  on  the  liter- 
ary horizon.  But  where  would  George  Sand  have  been  without  ~ 
De  Musset  ?  They  owe  half  their  prestige  to  each  other.  While 
they  were  alive  every  one  talked  of  them,  and  now  that  they  are 
dead,  reams  are  written  about  them.  Let  us  also  go  down  to  pos- 
terity together.  All  I  want  is  you  ;  what  you  want  is  me.  Will 
you — will  you  let  me  be  to  you — De  Musset  ? " 

**What  you  really  do  want,"  said  Beth,  "is  a  sense  of  hu- 


mour." 


"  For  God's  sake,  do  not  be  trivial  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  You  can 
not  think  what  this  means  to  nje — how  I  have  set  my  heart  on  it 
— how  I  already  seem  to  hear  the  men  at  the  clubs  mention  my 
name  and  yours  when  I  pass.  Night  after  night  I  have  paced 
up  and  down  outside  this  house,  looking  up  at  your  window, 
thinking  it  all  out." 

Beth  flushed  angrily.  "  I  consider  that  a  most  improper  pro- 
ceeding," she  said,  "  and  I  do  not  know  how  you  can  excuse  it 
to  yourself." 

"  I — much  may  be  excused  when  a  man  feels  as  strongly  as  I 
do,"  he  protested. 

"And  how  about  your  wife?"  said  Beth.  "Where  do  you 
place  her  in  your  plans  ?    Has  she  no  feelings  to  be  considered  ? " 

"  I  shall  not  hurt  her  feelings,  I  assure  you.  I  never  do,"  he 
answered.  "  I  keep  her  in  a  quiet  country  place,  so  that  she  may 
hear  no  gossip,  and  I  excuse  my  long  absences  from  home  on  the 
plea  of  work.  She  understands  that  my  interests  would  suflPer  if 
I  were  not  on  the  spot." 

"  In  other  words,  you  lie  to  your  wife,"  said  Beth,  aghast  at  the 
shabby  deceit. 

"  That  is  scarcely  polite  language,"  he  rejoined  in  an  offended 
tone. 


1  I 
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"  It  is  correct  lan^age,"  she  retorted.  "  We  shall  understand 
what  we  are  talking  about  much  better  if  we  call  things  by  their 
right  names.  But  are  you  never  afraid  of  what  your  wife  may  be 
driven  to  in  the  dulness  of  the  country  while  you  are  here  in 
town  dancing  attendance  on  other  men's  wives  ?  " 

"  Never  in  the  least,"  he  answered  complacently.  "  She  is 
entirely  devoted  to  me  and  to  her  duty.  Her  faith  in  me  is  ab- 
solute." 

"  And  so  you  deceive  her  !  " 

"  I  am  not  bound  to  tell  her  all  my  doings,"  he  protested. 

**  You  are  in  honour  bound  not  to  deceive  her,"  Beth  said ; 
"  and  if  you  deceive  her  it  is  none  the  less  low  because  she  does 
not  suspect  you.  On  the  contrary,  it  seems  to  me  that  one  of  the 
worst  things  that  can  happen  to  a  man  is  to  have  docile  women 
to  deal  with." 

"  I  am  grieved  to  hear  you  talk  like  that,"  he  said.  "  I  am 
really  grieved.  It  shows  a  want  of  refinement  that  surprises  and 
shocks  me.  I  maintain  that  I  do  her  no  injury.  These  things 
can  always  be  arranged  so  that  no  one  is  injured  ;  that  is  all  that 
is  necessary." 

**  These  things  can  never  be  arranged  so  that  no  one  is  injured," 
Beth  replied.  "We  injure  ourselves,  if  no  one  else.  We  are 
bound  to  deteriorate  when  we  live  deceitfully.  How  can  you  be 
honest  and  manly  and  lead  a  double  life  ?  The  false  husband  in 
whom  his  wife  believes  must  be  a  sneak ;  and  for  the  man  who 
rewards  a  good  faithful  wife  by  deceiving  her  I  have  no  term  of 
contempt  sufficiently  strong." 

"  I  am  disappointed  in  you,"  he  said.  "  I  should  never  have 
suspected  that  you  were  so  narrow  and  conventional." 

**  Are  you  prepared  to  defy  public  opinion  ? "  Beth  asked. 

"No,  that  would  be  gross,"  he  said.  "Outwardly  we  must 
conform.  Only  the  elite  understand  these  things,  and  only  the 
elite  need  know  of  them.  You  are  of  the  elite  yourself ;  you 
nmst  know— you  must  feel  the  power,  the  privilege — conferred  by 
a  great  passion." 

"  Pray  do  not  class  me  with  the  elite  if  passion  is  what  they 
respect,"  Beth  said.  **  Passion  at  the  best — honourable  passion — 
is  but  the  efflorescence  of  a  mere  animal  function.  The  passion 
that  has  no  honourable  object  is  a  gaudy,  unwholesome  weed, 
rapid  of  growth,  swift  and  sure  to  decay." 

"  Passion  is  more  than  that,  the  passion  of  which  I  speak.  It 
is  a  great  mental  stimulant,"  he  declared. 
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"  I  believe,"  said  Beth,  "  that  passion  is  a  great  mental  stimu- 
lant— passion  resisted." 

"  George  Sand,  whom  I  would  have  you  follow,  always  de- 
clared that  she  only  wrote  her  best  under  the  influence  of  a  strong 
passion,"  he  assured  her. 

"  But  how  do  we  know  that  she  might  not  have  written  better 
than  that  best  under  some  holier  influence  ?  '*  Beth  rejoined. 
"  George  Eliot's  serener  spirit  appeals  to  me  more.  I  believe  it  is 
only  those  who  renounce  the  ruinous  riot  of  the  senses  and  find 
their  strength  and  inspiration  in  contemplation  who  reach  the 
full  fruition  of  their  powers.    Ages  have  not  talked  for  nothing  I 

of  the  pains  of  passion,  the  pleasures  of  love.  Love  is  a  great 
ethical  force ;  but  passion,  which  is  compact  of  every  element  of 
doubt  and  deceit,  is  cosmic  and  brutal,  a  tyrant  if  we  yield  to  it, 
but  if  we  master  it  an  obedient  servant,  willing  to  work.  I  would 
rather  die  of  passion  myself  as  I  might  of  any  other  disease  than 
live  to  be  bound  by  it." 

Pounce,  who  had  been  pacing  about  the  room  restlessly  until 
now,  sat  down  by  the  fire  and  gazed  into  it  for  a  little  discomfited. 
He  had  come  primed  with  the  old  platitudes,  the  old  sophistries, 
the  old  flatteries,  come  to  treat  amicably,  and  found  himself  met 
with  armed  resistance,  his  flatteries  and  platitudes  ridiculed,  his 
sophistries  exposed,  and  his  position  attacked  with  the  confidence 
and  courage  of  those  who  are  sure  of  themselves. 

"  Have  you  no  feeling  for  me  ? "  he  said  at  last,  after  a  long 
pause,  speaking  somewhat  hoarsely. 

"  I  feel  sorry  for  you,"  was  the  unexpected  answer. 

"  Pity  is  akin  to  love,"  he  said. 

"  Pity  is  also  akin  to  contempt,"  she  rejoined.  "  And  how  can 
a  woman  feel  anything  else  for  a  man  who  is  false  to  the  most 
sacred  obligations  ?  who  makes  vows  and  breaks  them  according 
to  his  inclination  ?  If  we  make  a  law  of  our  own  inclinations, 
what  assurance  can  we  give  to  any  one  that  we  shall  ever  be  true  ? " 

**  I  have  found  at  last  what  I  have  yearned  for  all  my  life 
long,"  he  protested.  *'  I  know  I  shall  never  waver  in  my  devo- 
tion to  you." 

"  That  may  be,"  she  answered.  "  But  what  guarantee  could 
you  give  me  that  I  should  not  waver  ?  What  comfort  would 
your  fidelity  be  if  I  tired  of  you  in  a  month  ? " 

Again  he  was  discomfited,  and  there  was  another  pause. 

"  If  you  did  change,"  he  said  at  last,  "  I  should  be  the  only 
sufferer." 
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Beth  sat  silent  for  a  little,  then  she  said  slowly :  "  What  you 
have  ventured  to  propose  to  me  to-night,  Mr.  Cay  ley  Pounce,  is  no 
more  credit  to  your  intelligence  than  it  is  to  your  principles.  You 
come  here  and  find  me  living  openly,  in  an  assured  position,  with 
powerful  friends,  whose  affection  and  respect  for  me  rest  on  their 
confidence  in  me ;  and  with  brilliant  prospects  besides,  as  you 
say,  which,  however,  depend  to  a  great  extent  upon  my  answer- 
ing to  the  expectations  I  have  raised.  You  allow  that  I  have 
some  ability,  some  sense,  and  yet  you  offer  me  in  exchange  for  all 
this " 

"  I  offer  you  love ! "  he  exclaimed  fervently. 

"  Love  I "  she  ejaculated  with  contempt.  **  You  offer  me  your- 
self for  a  lover,  and  you  seek  to  inspire  confidence  in  me  by  de- 
ceiving your  wife.  You  would  have  me  sacrifice  a  position  of 
safety  for  a  position  of  danger — one  that  might  be  changed  into 
an  invidious  position  by  the  least  indiscretion — and  all  for 
what  ? " 

"  For  love  of  you,"  he  pleaded,  "  that  I  may  help  you  to  de- 
velop the  best  that  is  in  you " 

*'A11  for  the  prestige  of  having  your  name  associated  with 
mine  by  men  about  town  in  the  event  of  mine  becoming  distin- 
guished," she  interrupted. 

He  winced.  "I  only  ask  you  to  do  what  George  Eliot  did, 
greatly  to  her  advantage,"  he  answered  reproachfully. 

*'  You  asked  me  to  do  what  George  Sand  did,  greatly  to  her 
detriment,"  Beth  said.  "George  Eliot  is  an  after-thought;  and 
you  certainly  have  no  intention  of  asking  me  to  do  what  she 
did,  for  she  acted  openly ;  she  deceived  no  one  and  injured  no 
one." 

'*  And  you  do  not  blame  her  ? "  he  exclaimed  with  a  flash  of 
hope. 

Beth  answered  indirectly:  "When  I  think  about  that  I  ask 
myself  have  Church  and  state  arranged  the  relations  of  the  sexes 
successfully  enough  to  convince  us  that  they  can  not  be  better 
arranged  ?  Are  marriages  holier  now  than  they  were  in  the 
days  when  there  were  no  churches  to  bless  them  ?  or  happier  here 
than  in  other  countries  where  they  are  simple  private  contracts  ? 
And  it  seems  to  me  that  we  have  no  historical  proof  that  the  legal 
bond  is  necessarily  the  holiest  between  man  and  woman,  or  that 
there  is  never  justification  for  a  more  irregular  compact.  I  know 
that '  holy  matrimony '  is  often  a  state  of  absolute  degradation, 
especially  for  the  woman ;  and  I  believe  that  two  honourable  peo- 
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pie  can  live  together  honourably  without  the  conventional  bond 
so  long  as  no  one  else  is  injured,  no  previous  compact  broken. 
But  all  the  same,  I  think  the  legal  bond  is  best.  It  is  a  safeguard 
to  the  family  and  a  restraint  on  the  unprincipled.  And  at  any 
rate,  all  my  experience,  all  my  thought,  all  my  hope,  argues  for 
the  dignity  of  permanence  in  human  relations.  Anything  else 
is  bad  for  the  individual,  for  the  family,  for  the  state.  As  civili- 
zation— as  evolution  advances  from  lower  to  higher  we  find  it 
makes  moi*e  and  more  for  monogamy.  Our  highest  types  of  men 
and  women  are  monogamous.     Those  whose  contracts  are  lightly  jf 

made  and  lightly  broken  are  trivial  people.  That  useful  Oneida 
Creek  experiment  proved  that  the  instinct,  if  not  the  ideal,  of 
modern  humanity  is  monogamous." 

"  What  was  that  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  A  number  of  people  formed  a  community  at  Oneida  Creek  to 
live  together  in  a  kind  of  ordered  promiscuity,  but  the  experiment 
failed  because  it  was  found  eventually  that  the  members  were 
living  together  secretly  in  pairs.  No ;  the  more  I  know  of  life 
the  less  I  like  the  idea  of  allowing  any  laxity  in  the  marriage 
relation.  In  certain  cases,  of  course,  there  is  good  and  sufficient 
reason  for  two  people  to  separate.  But  I  believe  that  right- 
minded  people  can  generally,  and  almost  always  do,  make  their 
marriages  answer.  Marriage  is  compact  of  every  little  incident  in 
life ;  it  is  not  merely  made  up  of  one  strong  feeling,  otherwise 
men  and  women  would  be  as  the  animals,  who  pair  and  part  cas- 
ually ;  therefore,  if  two  people  are  disappointed  in  each  other  in 
some  respects  there  must  be  others  to  fall  back  upon.  My  ideal  of 
life  is  love  in  marriage  and  loyal  friends.'' 

"  It  is  interesting  to  hear  you  express  these  views,"  he  said  bit- 
terly, "  considering  what  your  experience  has  been." 

"  I  don't  see  that  my  petty  personal  experience  has  anything 
to  do  with  the  truth  of  the  matter,"  said  Beth,  bridling  somewhat. 
"  You  really  have  a  poor  opinion  of  me  if  you  think  I  shall  allow 
my  judgment  to  be  warped,  by  anything  that  may  happen  to  my- 
self. Because  my  own  experience  is  not  a  happy  one  you  would 
have  me  declare  that  family  life  is  a  mistake  I  But  I  believe  that 
many  an  outcry  is  raised  for  no  better  reason.  Do  you  not  see 
yourself  that  the  tranquil  home  life  is  the  most  beautiful,  the 
most  conducive  to  the  development  of  all  that  is  best  in  us — ^that 
there  is  nothing  like  the  delight  of  being  a  member  of  a  large  and 
united  family.  Can  you  come  into  a  house  like  this  and  not 
see  it  ? " 
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*'  This  house  was  not  always  a  model  of  domestic  felicity,"  he 
sneered. 

"  That  proves  my  point/'  she  rejoined.  "  The  difficulties  can 
be  lived  down  if  people  are  right-minded." 

"  Your  argument  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  I  am  a  miserable 
man,"  he  said  dejectedly. 

"  You  were  not  born  to  be  a  miserable  man,"  she  answered 
gently ;  "  and  *  we  always  may  be  what  we  might  have  been.' 
But  you  have  lost  much  ground,  Alfred  Cay  ley  Pounce,  since  the 
days  when  you  roamed  about  the  cliffs  and  sandy  reaches  of 
Rainharbour  with  Beth  Caldwell,  making  plans.  You  had  your 
ideals  then,  and  lived  up  to  them.  You  cultivated  your  flowers 
for  delight  in  their  beauty,  and  you  went  to  your  modelling  for 
love  of  the  work.  You  gave  your  flowers  to  your  friends  with  an 
honest  intention  to  please ;  you  modelled  with  honest  ambition  to 
do  good  work.  In  those  days  you  were  above  caring  to  cultivate 
the  acquaintance  of  the  best  people.  You  had  touched  the  higher 
life  at  that  time;  you  had  felt  such  rapture  in  it  as  has  never 
come  to  you  since — even  among  the  best  people — I  am  sure ;  yet 
you  fell  away ;  you  deserted  Beth,  not  basely,  perhaps,  but  weak- 
ly ;  and  you  have  been  deteriorating  ever  since." 

He  had  started  straight  in  his  chair  when  she  mentioned  Beth 
Caldwell,  and  was  staring  at  her  now  with  puzzled  intentness. 
'*What  do  you  know  about  Beth  ? "  he  said  quickly.  "Have  you 
ever  met  her  ? " 

She  smiled. 

*'  I  can  honestly  say  I  never  have,"  she  answered.  But  she 
looked  away  from  him  into  the  fire  as  she  spoke,  and  he  recog- 
nised the  set  of  her  head  on  her  shoulders  as  she  turned  it ;  he 
had  noted  it  often. 

"  God ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  what  a  blind  idiot  I  have  been — Beth ! 
Beth ! "  He  threw  himself  down  on  his  knees  beside  her  chair, 
caught  her  hand,  and  covered  it  with  kisses. 

Beth  snatched  her  hand  away,  and  he  returned  embarrassed 
to  his  seat  and  sat  gazing  at  her  for  a  little,  then  took  out  his 
handkerchief  and  suddenly  burst  into  tears. 

"What  a  mess  I  have  made  of  my  life!"  he  exclaimed. 
"  Everything  that  would  have  been  best  for  me  has  been  within 
reach  at  some  time  or  other,  but  I  invariably  took  the  wrong 
thing  and  let  tlie  rig^t  one  go.  But,  Beth,  I  was  only  a  boy  then, 
and  I  mxOvBi  when  tbey  leparated  us." 

nus  reflecstkm  Memed  to  ease  bis  mind  on  the  subject    That 
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she  might  also  have  suffered  did  not  occur  to  him ;  as  usual,  his 
whole  concern  was  for  himself. 

"  Yes,  you  are  right,  Beth,"  he  proceeded.  "  I  have  deterio- 
rated ;  but  *  we  always  may  be  what  we  might  have  been ' — and 
you  have  been  sent  to  me  again  as  a  sign  that  it  is  not  too  late  for 
me.  You  were  my  first  love,  my  earliest  ideal,  and  I  have  not 
changed,  you  see — I  have  been  true  to  you ;  for  although  I  never 
suspected  you  were  Beth,  I  recognised  my  rightful  mate  in  you 
the  moment  we  met.  Yes,  I  was  on  the  right  road  when  we  were 
boy  and  girl  together,  but  the  promise  of  that  time  has  not  been 
fulfilled.  All  the  poetry  in  me  has  lain  dormant  since  the  days 
when  you  drew  it  forth.  I  gave  up  modelling  when  I  went  to 
the  'varsity,  because — because  they  didn't  care  for  that  kind  of 
thing  in  my  set,  you  know.  They  were  all  men  of  position,  who 
wouldn't  associate  with  artists  unless  they  were  at  the  top  of  the 
tree — clever  fellows,  and  good  themselves  at  squibs  and  epi- 
grams. If  you'd  ever  been  to  the  'varsity  you'd  know  that  a 
man  must  adapt  himself  to  his  environment  if  he  means  to  get  on. 
My  dream  had  been  to  make  my  visions  of  beauty  visible,  as  you 
used  to  suggest ;  but  I  had  to  give  that  up ;  there  was  nothing  else 
for  it.  Still  I  was  not  content  to  do  nothing,  to  be  nobody ;  there- 
fore when  I  abandoned  the  clay  I  took  to  the  pen ;  I  gave  up  the 
marble  for  the  manuscript.  Many  men  of  position  have  written, 
you  know,  and  so  long  as  you  didn't  mug,  fellows  didn't  mind. 
In  fact,  they  thought  you  smart  if  they  fancied  you  could  dash 
things  off  without  an  effort.  You  understand  now  why  I  am  a 
literary  man  instead  of  a  sculptor." 

"  Perfectly,"  Beth  said  dryly.  "  It  was  in  those  days,  I  sup- 
pose, that  you  were  bitten  by  French  literature  and  began  to 
idealize  mean  intrigues  and  to  delight  in  foul  matter  if  the  man- 
ner of  its  presentation  were  an  admirable  specimen  of  style." 

*' Ah,"  he  said  solemnly,  "  styJe  is  everything." 

"  It  is  all  work  of  word- turning  and  little  play  of  fancy  with 
those  who  make  style  everything,"  said  Beth,  glad  to  get  away 
from  love,  "and  that  makes  your  Jack-of -style  a  dull  boy  and 
morbid  in  spite  of  his  polish.  Less  style  and  more  humour  would 
be  the  saving  of  some  of  you — the  making  of  others." 

"  Flaubert  wrote  Madame  Bovary  six  times,"  he  assured  her 
impressively. 

"  I  wonder  how  much  it  lost  each  time,"  said  Beth.  "  But  you 
know  what  Flaubert  himself  said  about  style  before  he  had  done 
—just  what  I  am  saying  1" 
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"  I  can  not  understand  your  being  insensible  to  the  cbamis  of 
style,"  he  said,  evading  the  thrust. 

"  I  am  not  I  only  say  it  is  not  of  the  most  vital  importance. 
Thackeray  was  a  Titan.  Well,  look  at  his  slipshod  style  in  places, 
his  careless  grammar,  his  constant  tautology.  He  knew  better, 
and  he  could  have  done  better,  and  it  would  have  been  well  if  he 
had,  I  don't  deny  it;  but  his  work  would  not  have  been  a  scrap 
more  vital,  nor  he  himself  the  greater.  I  have  seen  so  many 
people  here  in  town  studying  ai-t.  They  go  to  the  schools  to  learn 
to  draw,  not  because  they  have  ideas  to  express,  apparently,  hut 
in  the  hope  that  ideas  will  come  when  they  know  how  to  express 
them.  And  I  think  it  is  the  same  in  literature.  One  school  talks 
of  style  as  if  it  were  the  end  and  not  the  means.  They  form  a 
style,  but  have  nothing  to  express  that  ia  worth  ejipressing.  It 
would  be  better  to  pray  the  gods  to  send  them  the  matter.  If  the 
matter  is  there  in  the  mind  it  will  out,  and  the  manner  will  form 
itself  in  the  effort  to  produce  it— so  said  the  great" 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  sighed 
heavily  and  Beth  looked  at  the  clock. 

"  You  were  stimulating  as  a  child,  Beth,"  he  said  at  last,  "  and 
you  are  stimulating  still.  Think  what  it  would  be  to  me  to  have 
you  always  by  my  side  I  I  can  not— I  can  not  let  you  go 
again,  now  that  I  have  found  you !  We  were  boy  and  girl  to- 
gether." 

"  That  does  not  alter  anything  in  our  present  position,"  Beth 
answered,  "  nor  does  it  affect  my  principles  in  any  way.  But  even 
if  I  had  been  inclined— if  I  had  had  no  principles — I  should  have 
been  just  clever  enough  to  know  better  than  lo  run  any  risk  of 
the  kind  you  suggest.  You  do  not  know,  perhaps,  tliat  you  have 
injured  your  own  standing  already— that  there  are  houses  in 
which  you  are  not  welcome  because  you  are  suspected  of  in- 

"  jVc— suspected  of  intrigue  ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  It  isn't  pos- 
sible!" 

Beth  laughed.  "  If  it  is  so  disagreeable  to  be  suspected,"  she 
said,  "  what  would  it  be  to  be  found  out  ?  And  what  have  you 
gained  by  it  ?  What  says  the  Dhammapada  ?  '  There  ia  bad 
reputation  and  the  evil  way  (to  hell),  there  ia  the  ahort pleasure 
of  tJie  frightened  in  the  amta  of  the  frightened,  and  the  king 
imposes  heavy  punishment,  therefore  let  no  man  think  of  his 
neighbour's  wife.' " 

"  It  is  evident  that  you  don't  trust  me,"  he  said  in  an  injured 
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tone.  "  Ah,  Beth,  does  the  fact  that  we  were  boy  and  girl  together 
not  weigh  with  you  ? " 

"  Well,  it  would,"  Beth  said  soberly,  "  even  if  worldly  wisdom 
were  my  only  guide  in  life.  I  should  think  of  the  time  that  we 
got  in  that  scrape  and  you  wriggled  out  of  it,  leaving  me  to  shift 
for  myself  as  best  I  could;  and  I  should  remember  the  boy  is 
father  to  the  man.  But  I  have  been  trying  to  show  you  that 
worldly  wisdom  is  not  my  only  guide  in  life.  I  have  professed 
the  most  positive  puritan  principles  of  conduct,  and  given  you  the 
reasons  upon  which  they  are  based,  yet  you  persist ;  you  ignore 
what  I  say  as  if  you  had  not  heard  me,  or  did  not  believe  me,  and 
pursue  the  subject  as  if  you  were  trying  to  weary  me  into  agree- 
ment. And  you  have  wearied  me,  but  not  into  agreement ;  so  if 
you  please  we  will  not  discuss  it  any  longer." 

*'  You  will  be  sorry,  I  think,  some  day  for  the  way  you  have 
treated  me,"  he  exclaimed,  showing  temper ;  "  and  what  you  ex- 
pect to  gain  by  it  I  can  not  imagine." 

**  Oh,  please  I "  Beth  protested.  "  I  am  not  imbued  with  the  com- 
mercial spirit  of  the  churches.  I  do  not  expect  a  percentage  in  the 
way  of  reward  on  every  simple  duty  I  do." 

"  Virtue  is  its  own  reward,"  he  sneered.  • 

"  It  has  been  said  that  *  the  pleasure  of  virtue  is  one  which 
can  only  be  obtained  on  the  express  condition  of  its  not  being  the 
object  sought,'"  she  rejoined  good-naturedly.  "Try  it,  Alfred, 
and  see  if  you  do  not  become  a  happier  man  insensibly.  Order 
your  thoughts  to  other  and  nobler  ends,  for  thoughts  are  things, 
and  we  are  branded  or  beautified  by  them.  An  American  scientist 
has  been  making  experiments  to  test  the  efPect  of  thought  on  the 
body,  and  has  found  that  a  continuous  train  of  evil  thought  in- 
jures the  health  and  spoils  the  personal  appearance ;  but  high  and 
holy  thoughts  have  a  beautifying  effect.  Be  a  man  and  embrace 
a  manly  creed.  Live  for  others,  live  openly.  Deceit  is  treachery, 
and  treachery  is  cowardice  of  the  most  despicable  kind.  Life  has 
to  be  lived.  It  might  as  well  be  lived  earnestly.  Life  is  better 
lived  when  it  is  held  earnestly.  Personally  I  detest  all  flippancy 
and  cynicism,  all  cheapening  of  serious  subjects  by  lack  of  rever- 
ence. Irreverence  portends  defects  of  character  and  poverty  of 
intellect.  All  serious  subjects  are  sacred  subjects,  and  to  treat 
them  with  levity  or  insincerity  is  to  prove  yourself  a  person  to  be 
avoided." 

Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  was  stooping  forward  with  his  elbows 
on  his  knees  and  his  face  between  his  hands,  gazing  blankly  into 
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the  fire.  The  light  shone  on  his  hald  forehead  and  accentuated 
the  lines  which  wounded  vanity,  petty  purposes  thwarted,  and  an 
ignoble  life  had  written  prematurely  on  his  face ;  and  his  attitude 
emphasized  the  attenuation  of  his  body.  He  looked  a  poor,  peevish, 
neurotic  specimen,  and,  although  he  had  only  himself  to  thank 
for  it,  Beth,  remembering  the  promise  of  his  youth,  felt  a  qualm 
of  pity. 

**  What  a  mistake  my  marriage  has  been ! "  he  ejaculated  at 
last.  '*  But  I  doubt  if  I  should  ever  have  found  a  woman  who 
would  have  understood  me  enough  to  be  all  in  all  to  me.  For  a 
man  of  my  temperament  there  is  nothing  but  celibacy." 

"I  don't  believe  in  celibacy  at  all,"  Beth  said  cheerfully. 
"  Celibacy  is  an  attempt  to  curb  a  healthy  instinct  with  a  morbid 
idea.  He  is  the  best  man  and  the  truest  gentleman  who  honour- 
ably fulfils  every  function  of  life.  And  I  don't  believe  your 
marriage  was  of  necessity  a  mistake  either.  But,  if  you  must  be 
miserable,  be  loyal  as  well.  You  wiJl  find  that  the  best  in  the  end. 
If,  being  miserable,  we  are  also  disloyal,  then  we  are  insensibly  ' 
degraded — ^so  insensibly,  perhaps,  that  we  are  not  conscious  of  any 
part  of  the  process,  and  only  become  aware  of  what  has  been 
going  on  when  we  have  to  face  a  crisis,  and  find  ourselves  pre- 
pared to  act  ignobly,  and  to  justify  the  act  with  specious  excuses." 
She  glanced  up  at  the  mantelpiece.  "  Come,"  she  said,  "  it  is  four 
o'clock,  and  I  am  sleepy.    I  must  go  to  bed." 

He  started  to  his  feet.  "  Good  heavens  1 "  he  exclaimed ; 
"  you  can  talk  of  being  sleepy  when  I " 

**  Never  mind  about  that  now,"  said  Beth,  yawning  frankly. 
*'  Everybody  has  gone  to  bed  and  forgotten  us,  I  suppose.  I  shall 
have  to  let  you  out." 

She  gathered  the  evening  cloak  she  had  come  back  in  from 
the  theatre  about  her  as  she  spoke,  and  led  the  way.  He  let  her 
open  the  haH  door  for  him.  It  was  gray  daylight  in  the  street 
At  the  foot  of  the  steps  a  policeman  was  standing  on  the  pavement, 
making  a  note  in  a  little  book. 

"  Is  it  any  use  whistling  for  a  hansom  at  this  hour  ? "  Beth 
asked. 

The  policeman  looked  up  at  her.  **  I'll  try,  miss,  if  you  like," 
he  said. 

He  whistled  several  times,  but  there  was  no  response,  and  Al- 
fred Cayley  Pounce  at  last  crammed  his  hat  down  on  his  head  with 
a  peevish  show  of  impatience  and  walked  off  down  the  street 
without  a  word  of  leave-taking.     The  fact  that  Beth  was  sleepy 
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had  wounded  his  vanity  more  than  any  word  she  had  said.  She 
smiled  and  shrugged  her  shoulders  as  she  watched  him  depart, 
then  went  down  on  to  the  pavement  and  strolled  about,  enjoying 
the  freshness.  The  policeman  kept  watch  and  ward  meanwhile 
at  the  open  door,  and  before  she  went  in  Beth  stood  and  talked 
to  him  a  little  in. her  pretty,  kindly  way.  She  noticed  that  his 
number  was  2222,  I,  and  found  his  tone  and  manner  in  their  sim- 
ple directness  strengthening  and  refreshing  to  the  mind  after  the 

tortuous  posings  of  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce.  -i 

'<■ 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

At  breakfast  next  morning  Beth  described  the  way  in  which 
Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  had  forced  his  attentions  upon  her  the 
night  before.  Mr.  Kilroy  was  exceedingly  angry.  "  He  shall  not 
come  into  any  house  of  mine  again,"  he  declared,  and  gave  the 
old  butler,  Roberts,  who  happened  to  be  the  only  servant  in  the 
room  at  the  moment,  orders  to  that  effect.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say," 
he  asked  Beth,  "  that  the  fellow  had  the  assurance  to  tell  you  he 
had  actually  been  hanging  about  the  house  ? " 

"  He  seemed  rather  proud  of  that,  as  of  something  poetical  and 
romantic,"  Beth  answered. 

**  I  suppose  the  illness  was  all  an  excuse,"  Angelica  observed. 

"  I  don't  know,"  Beth  said.  "  He  certainly  looked  ill,  but  he's 
a  poor  neurotic  creature  now,  and  might  easily  work  himself  up 
into  a  state  of  hysterical  collapse,  I  should  think.  What  was 
your  impression,  Roberts  ? " 

''  He  looked  real  bad,  ma'am,  and  well  he  might,  the  way  he's 
been  goin'  on,  'anging  about  'alf  the  night.  We've  all  seen  'im," 
Robert  rejoined  imperturbably. 

"  Why  didn't  you  report  it  to  me  ? "  Mr.  Kilroy  wanted  to 
know. 

**  Well,  sir,  I  couldn't  be  sure  it  was  this  ouse,  sir,  in  partic'lar. 
You  see  there's  a  good  many  in  the  square,  sir.  I  was  just  waitin' 
to  make  sure.  He  come  after  you'd  gone  last  night,  and  said  he 
'ad  to  meet  the  ladies,  but  he'd  forgotten  where  they  were  goin' 
to,  and  James,  suspectin'  nothin',  told  'im." 

*'Well,  I  don't  think  he  will  trouble  me  again,"  Beth  said 
cheerfully,  concerned  to  see  Mr.  Kilroy  so  seriously  annoyed.    *'  I 
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told  him  what  I  thought  of  him  in  such  unmistakable  terms  that 
he  walked  out  of  the  house  without  any  form  of  farewell." 

Angelica  looked  grave.  "  I  am  afraid  you've  made  a  spiteful 
enemy,  Beth,"  she  observed.  *'  That  kind  of  cat-man  is  capable 
of  any  meanness  if  his  vanity  is  wounded ;  if  he  can  injure  you, 
he  will." 

"Oh,  as  to  that,  I  don't  see  what  he  can  do,"  said  Mr.  Kilroy. 

"He  can  supply  the  press  with  odious  personal  paragraphs, 
spread  calumnies  at  the  clubs,  and  write  scratch-cat  criticisms  on 
the  book  when  it  appears,"  Angelica  said.  "  There  are  plenty  of 
people  who  will  listen  to  that  kind  of  man,  and  take  their  opinions 
from  him." 

"  But  what  does  it  matter  ? "  said  Beth  in  her  tolerant  way. 
*'  All  you  whom  I  love  and  respect  will  judge  me  and  my  work 
for  yourselves.  If  you  are  pleased,  I  shall  rejoice ;  if  you  find 
fault,  I  shall  be  grateful  and  profit.  But  I  should  be  a  poor  shal- 
low thing,  like  society  itself,  if  I  allowed  myself  to  be  disturbed 
or  influenced  by  the  Alfred  Cay  ley  Pounces  of  the  press.  And  as 
to  society ! "  Beth  laughed.  ''  At  first,  when  I  went  anywhere,  I 
used  to  ask  myself  all  the  time  when  would  the  pleasure  begin ! 
But  now  I  am  younger,  thanks  to  you,  and  I  enjoy  everything.  I 
look  on  and  laugh.  But  for  the  rest,  I  must  be  indifferent.  It 
would  be  an  insult  to  one's  intellect  to  set  any  store  on  such  tinsel 
as  that  of  which  the  verdicts  of  society  are  made." 

Beth  had  been  thinking  a  good  deal  about  Dan  lately,  and  had 
come  to  the  conclusion  that,  with  all  his  faults,  he  was  very  much 
to  be  preferred  to  the  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  kind  of  creature. 
She  had  more  hope  of  him  somehow,  and  she  went  back  deter- 
mined that  it  should  not  be  her  fault  if  they  did  not  arrive  at  a 
better  understanding.  He  gave  her  a  good  opportunity  on  the 
evening  of  her  arrival.  They  were  sitting  out  in  the  garden  after 
dinner,  on  that  comfortable  seat  by  the  privet  hedge  which  Beth 
overlooked  from  her  secret  chamber.  Behind  them  the  hedge 
was  thick,  and  in  front  a  border  of  flowers  surrounded  a  little 
green  lawn,  which  was  shut  in  beyond  by  a  belt  of  old  trees  in 
full  foliage.  It  was  an  exquisite  evening,  warm  and  still,  and 
Dan,  having  dined  well  and  begun  a  good  cigar,  was  in  a  genial 
mood.  As  he  grew  older  he  attached  a  more  enormous  impor- 
tance tlian  ever  to  meals.  If  the  potatoes  were  boiled  when  he 
wanted  them  mashed  or  baked,  it  made  a  serious  difference  to 

him,  and  he  would  grow  red  in  the  face  and  shout  at  the  servants 
84 
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if  his  eggs  for  breakfast  were  done  a  moment  more  or  less  than 
he  liked.  He  was  a  ridiculous  spectacle  in  his  impatience  if  din- 
ner were  late,  and  a  sad  one  in  his  sensual  satisfaction  if  it  an- 
swered to  his  expectations.  Beth  watched  him  at  such  times  with 
sensations  that  passed  through  various  degrees  of  irritation  from 
positive  contempt  to  the  kindly  tolerance  one  feels  for  the  greed 
of  a  hungry  child.  Dan  had  been  "  doing  himself  well,"  as  he 
called  it,  during  her  absence,  and  was  looking  somewhat  bloated 
and  blotched.  His  wonderful  complexion  was  no  longer  so  clear 
and  bright  as  it  had  been  ;  the  red  was  redder  and  the  white  opaque. 
A  few  more  years  and  his  character  would  be  seen  distinctly  in 
the  shape  and  colour  of  his  face ;  and  Beth,  who  had  marked  the 
first  signs  of  deterioration  slowly  set  in,  was  saddened  by  the  prog- 
ress it  had  made.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  would  succumb  to  his 
nerves,  Daniel  Maclure  to  his  tissues ;  the  one  was  earning  atro- 
phy for  himself ;  the  other,  fatty  degeneration.  Beth  was  right. 
The  real  old  devil  is  disease,  and  our  evil  appetites  are  his  min- 
isters. 

*'  You  seem  solemn  this  evening,"  Daniel  said  to  her.  '*  I  sup- 
pose youVe  regretting  your  friends." 

"  Yes,"  said  Beth ;  '*  but  I  have  been  away  long  enough,  and  I 
am  glad  to  be  back.    I  saw  some  things  in  the  great  wicked  city 

that  made  me  think Dan,"  she  broke  off  abruptly,  "  I  wish 

you  and  I  were  better  friends.  So  very  little  would  bring  us  to  a 
right  understanding,  and  I  am  sure  we  should  both  be  the  better 
and  the  happier." 

"Speak  for  yourself,"  said  Dan  complacently.  '* Personally, 
I  feel  good  enough  and  happy  enough.  We  have  our  differences, 
like  other  people,  I  suppose ;  but  whose  fault  is  that,  I  should  like 
to  know  ? " 

"  Partly  mine,"  Beth  acknowledged.  "  I  don't  think  I  should 
have  been  so  defiant.  But  if  you  had  been  different,  I  should 
have  been  different." 

*'  If  I  had  been  different ! "  he  ejaculated,  knocking  the  ash 
from  the  end  of  his  cigar.  "  Well,  I'd  like  to  know  what  fault 
you  have  to  find  with  me  ?    Different,  indeed  ! " 

"  That  is  the  principal  one,"  Beth  answered,  smiling.  *'  Your 
great  fault  is  that  you  don't  believe  you  have  any  faults." 

"  Oh,  well,"  he  conceded,  *'  of  course  I  know  I've  my  faults. 
Who  hasn't  ?  But  I'll  undertake  to  say  that  they're  a  man'a 
faults.    Now,  come  I " 

This  reflection  seemed  to  deepen  his  self-satisfaction,  as  if  it 
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must  be  allowed  that  he  was  all  the  better  for  the  faults  to  which 
he  alluded.  As  he  spoke,  Beth  seemed  to  see  him  at  her  wardrobe 
with  his  hand  in  the  pocket  of  one  of  her  dresses,  hunting  for 
treasonable  matter  to  satisfy  his  evil  suspicions,  and  she  sighed. 
She  would  not  acknowledge  to  herself  that  she  was  fighting  for 
the  impossible,  yet  even  at  the  outset  she  half  despaired  of  ever 
making  him  understand.  It  is  pitiful  to  think  of  her,  with  her 
tender  human  nature,  seeking  a  true  mate  where  human  law  re- 
quired that  she  should  find  one,  only  to  be  repulsed  and  baffled 
and  bedraggled  herself  in  the  end  if  she  persevered.  A  good 
man  might  have  failed  to  comprehend  Beth,  but  a  good  man 
would  have  felt  the  force  of  goodness  in  her,  and  would  have 
reverenced  her.  Maclure  recognised  no  force  in  her  and  felt  no 
reverence ;  all  that  was  not  animal  in  her  was  as  obscure  to  him 
as  to  the  horse  in  his  stable  that  whinnied  a  welcome  tc  her  when 
she  came  because  he  expected  sugar.  It  is  pleasant  to  give  pleas- 
ure ;  but  there  must  be  more  in  marriage  for  it  to  be  satisfactory 
than  free  scope  to  exercise  the  power  to  please. 

**  Well,  look  here,  Dan,"  Beth  pmrsued.  "  I'll  make  a  bargain 
with  you.  If  you  will  do  your  best  to  correct  your  faults — what 
I  think  your  faults — I'll  do  my  best  to  correct  all  you  find  in  me. 
Only  let  us  discuss  them  temperately,  and  try  conscientiously  to 
live  up  to  some  ideals  of  thought  and  conduct." 

Dan  smoked  on  silently  for  a  little,  then  he  said,  with  some 
show  of  irritation  tempering  his  self-satisfaction,  *'  Well,  all  I 
can  say  is,  I  can  not  for  the  life  of  me  see  what  you  have  to  com- 
plain of." 

*'  I  have  to  complain  of  your  conduct  with  Bertha  Petterick 
for  one  thing,"  Beth  answered  desperately.  "Let  us  be  frank 
with  each  other.  I  know  that  you  have  not  been  loyal  to  me.  I 
saw  you  together  here  on  this  seat  the  day  you  gave  her  the 
bracelet.  I  saw  you  put  it  on  her  arm,  and  kiss  her,  and  that  de- 
cided me  to  go  to  Ilverthorpe." 

Dan  looked  round  about  him  with  an  altered  countenance,  but 
nothing  that  he  knew  to  be  a  window  overlooked  the  spot,  neither 
was  it  possible  to  see  through  the  thickness  of  the  privet  hedge, 
nor  from  any  other  point,  without  being  seen. 

'"  You  must  have  imagined  it  I "  he  exclaimed. 

"  I  did  not  imagine  that  bracelet,"  Beth  replied. 

"Well,  even  if  I  did  give  her  the  bracelet,"  he  said,  "you're 
not  going  to  be  nasty-minded  enough  to  insinuate  that  there  was 
anything  in  that  ? " 
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^  "There  was  deceit  in  that,"  Beth  answered,  "and  in  your 
whole  attitude  toward  that  girl  while  she  was  under  this  roof.  If 
we  act  so  that  we  can  not  be  open  and  honest  about  our  dealings 
with  people,  then  there  must  be  something  wrong.  Life  would 
be  intolerable  if  it  had  to  be  lived  among  people  any  one  of  whom, 
while  professing  friendship  for  us,  was  deceiving  us  in  some  vital 
particular.  From  the  moment  that  we  act  on  our  own  inclina- 
tions rather  than  up  to  what  the  noblest  of  our  friends  expect  of 
us,  we  have  gone  wrong.  But  you  and  I  are  both  young  enough, 
Dan,  to  put  the  past  behind  us,  and  forget  it.  Let  us  start  together 
afresh  in  another  place  where  there  will  be  no  evil  associations, 
nothing  to  vex  us  by  reminding  us  of  unhappy  days,  and  let  us  be 
loyal  to  each  other,  and  honest  and  open  in  every  act,  making  due 
allowance  for  each  other,  and  doing  our  best  to  help  and  please 
each  other.  We  shall  be  happy,  I  am  sure.  You  will  see,  we 
shall  be  very  happy." 

Dan  took  his  cigar  out  of  his  mouth  and  flicked  the  ash  from 
the  end  of  it  with  his  little  finger.  "  You'd  have  me  give  up  my 
appointment  here,  I  suppose,  and  the  half  of  my  income  with  it  ? " 

"  Most  of  all,  I  would  have  you  give  up  your  appointment 
here,"  she  answered  earnestly.  "  No  honest  woman  can  endure 
to  have  her  husband  pandering  to  vice.  It  would  not  be  so  much 
of  a  sacrifice,  either,"  she  added,  "  for  the  next  session  will  end 
this  iniquity." 

"  Thanks  to  the  influence  of  you  cursed  women,"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Thanks  to  our  influence,  yes,"  she  answered  dispassionately, 
"  and  to  some  sense  of  justice  in  men." 

"If  you  knew  how  men  talk  about  women  who  meddle  in 
these  matters,"  he  said,  "  you  would  keep  out  of  them,  I  think." 

"Oh,  I  know  the  kind  of  thing  they  say,"  she  answered, 
smiling ;  **  but  the  people  you  mean  have  no  influence  nowadays. 
The  blatant  protest  of  the  debauched  against  our  demand  for  a 
higher  standard  of  life  is  not  the  voice  of  the  community.  It  is 
the  cry  of  those  who  feel  their  existence  threatened,  who  only 
live  upon  lies,  and  must  be  extinguished  when  the  inevitable  day 
of  reckoning  comes  which  shall  expose  them.  Even  now  the 
kind  of  man  who  catches  at  every  straw  of  opinion  which  shall 
secure  to  him  his  saci'ed  carnal  rights,  at  no  matter  what  cost  of 
degradation  and  disease  to  women,  is  out  of  date,  and  we  pay  no 
attention  to  him." 

"  Oh,  women  I "  Dan  jeered.  "  That  is  all  very  fine  I  But  who 
the  devil  cares  what  women  think  ? " 
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"  Now  don't  be  old-fashioned,  Dan,"  Beth  answered,  laughing. 
*'  When  women  only  did  what  they  were  told,  men  used  to  vow 
at  their  feet  that  there  was  nothing  they  couldn't  accomplish, 
their  influence  was  so  great.  But  now  that  women  have  proved 
that  what  they  choose  to  do  they  can  do,  men  sneer  at  their  pre- 
tensions to  power,  and  try  to  depreciate  them  by  comparing  the 
average  women  with  men  in  the  front  rank  of  their  profes- 
sions." 

The  evening  calm  had  deepened  about  them ;  a  big,  bright  star 
was  shining  above  the  belt  of  trees,  and  waves  of  perfume  from 
the  flowers  made  the  air  a  delight  to  inhale. 

*'  What  a  heavenly  night ! "  Beth  said.  *'  Who  would  live  in 
London  when  they  might  be  here  ? " 

"  Well,  that's  consistent ! "  he  exclaimed ;  **  after  entreating  me 
to  leave  the  place." 

"  This  is  not  the  only  peaceful  spot  in  the  world,"  she  said,  with 
a  little  sigh,  *'and  I  would  rather  live  in  London  even  than  have 
you  here  in  an  invidious  position.  Dan,  give  it  up,  there's  a  good 
fellow !  and  learn  to  look  on  life  from  this  newer,  wider  point  of 
view.  You  will  find  interests  and  pleasures  in  it  you  have  never 
even  suspected,  I  assure  you,  and  you  will  never  regret  it." 

"  For  the  life  of  me,"  he  said  again,  throwing  the  end  of  his 
cigar  into  the  bushes  with  an  irritated  jerk  of  his  arm,  "  for  the 
life  of  me  I  can  not  see  what  you  have  to  complain  of,  and  I  shall 
certainly  not  give  up  any  bird  in  the  hand  for  two  such  birds  in 
the  bush  as  you  promise  me."  He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  shook 
out  first  one  leg  and  then  the  other  to  straighten  his  trousers. 
"  I'm  going  out."  he  added.  "  I've  a  patient  to  see.  Ta,  ta  I  Take 
care  of  yourself." 

Some  little  time  after  Beth's  return  they  were  sitting  at  lunch 
together,  and  Maclure  was  reading  a  daily  paper. 

"  Maters  look  bad  for  that  fellow  Cayley  Pounce,"  he  observed. 

"  Why,  what  has  he  been  doing  ? "  Beth  asked. 

*'  Poking  a  fellow's  eye  out  with  his  umbrella,"  Dan  answered. 
"  He  was  talking  to  a  girl  in  the  street  one  night,  and  got  into  a 
row  with  some  roughs,  and  jabbed  one  in  the  eye  with  his  um- 
brella, and  the  fellow  died.  The  inquiry  is  now  going  on,  and 
it's  likely  the  coroner's  jury  will  bring  in  a  verdict  of  man- 
slaughter against  Mr.  Cayley  Pounce.  His  defence  is  that  he 
wasn't  anywhere  near  that  part  of  London  on  that  particular 
night,  and  it's  a  case  of  mistaken  identity ;  but,  as  he  refuses  to 
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say  where  he  was,  and  produces  no  evidence  hy  way  of  an 
alibi,  that  story  won't  avail  him  much/' 

"  What  night  was  it  ? "  said  Beth. 

"  On  the  30th,  just  after  midnight,"  Dan  read  out  of  the 
paper. 

"  Why,  that  was  the  night  he  insisted  on  escorting  me  home 
from  the  theatre,"  Beth  exclaimed.  "  He  did  not  leave  the  Kil- 
roys'  until  four  o'clock  in  the  morning." 

*'  Then  why  on  earth  doesn't  he  say  so  ? "  Dan  asked. 

"  I  can't  imagine,"  Beth  said.  "  I  let  him  out  myself ;  every- 
body else  had  gone  to  bed.  And  I'm  sure  of  the  time,  because  I 
thought  he  was  never  going  away,  and  I  was  tired,  and  I  looked 
at  the  clock  and  said,  *  It's  four  o'clock,  and  I  must  go  to  bed.' " 

Dan's  face  had  darkened.  "Do  you  mean  to  say  you  were 
sitting  up  with  him  alone  ? "  he  demanded. 

"Yes,  for  my  sins,"  Beth  answered  in  a  tone  of  disgust. 
"  The  Kilroys  were  out  when  I  returned  from  the  theatre,  and 
did  not  come  in  till  very  late ;  and  they  went  straight  upstairs, 
supposing  I  had  gone  to  bed.  As  a  rule  they  come  into  the 
library  first.    So  Mr.  Cayley  Pounce  was  left  on  my  hands." 

"  Then,"  said  Dan,  pushing  his  dessert  plate  away  from  him 
with  a  clatter,  "  it  is  obvious  why  he  is  holding  his  tongue.  He 
is  determined  not  to  compromise  you." 

"  Thank  you  I "  said  Beth,  bridling.  "  I  should  think  I  am  not 
so  easily  compromised." 

'*  Gad  I "  Dan  ejaculated.  "  I  don't  know  what  you  call  easily 
compromised  I  A  man  takes  you  home  from  a  theatre,  and  stays 
with  you  alone  till  four  o'clock  in  the  morning;  if  that  isn't 
compromising,  I  don't  know  what  is.  No  jury  in  the  world 
would  acquit  you,  and  the  fellow  knows  that  perfectly  well,  and 
is  holding  his  tongue  to  screen  you." 

"  I  should  think  it's  a  great  deal  more  likely  he's  holding  his 
tongue  in  order  to  get  the  credit  of  it,"  Beth  observed  dryly. 
"  It  is  a  mere  pose.  He  knows  I  shall  have  to  come  forward  to 
clear  him  if  he  doesn't  explain  himself.  I  suppose  I  must  go  at 
once  and  stop  the  case ;  but  if  it  were  not  for  his  wife  I  declare 
I  should  hesitate.  What  is  the  form  of  procedure  ?  You  will 
come  with  me,  of  course." 

"  /—go  with  you ! "  Dan  exclaimed  brutally,  "  and  see  you 

make  a  public  exhibition  of  yourself,  and  bring  disgrace  on  my 

name  in  a  court  of  justice !  I'm  damned  if  I  do  I    And  what's 

•re,  if  yon  go,  you  don't  return  to  this  house.    I've  too  much 
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self-respect  /or  that.  You  hadn't  mucli  of  a  reputation  when  I 
married  you,  and  if  you  lose  the  little  you've  got,  you  can  go, 
and  I  shall  divorce  you.    My  wife  must  l>e  above  suspicion." 

Beth  folded  her  serviette  slowly  while  he  was  speaking,  and 
when  he  stopped  she  rose  from  the  table. 

"It  is  unfortunate  for  me,"  she  said,  "that  the  Kilroys  have 
gone  abroad.  The)  ''qow  the  man  and  the  facts  of  the  case,  and 
would  have  advised  me.  In  their  absence  I  must  do  what  seems 
right  without  advice.  I  can  not  see  that  I  have  any  choice  in  the 
matl#r.  You  could  make  it  perfectly  easy  for  me  by  supporting 
me :  if  you  do  not  support  me  I  must  go  alone.  I  shall  pack  up 
and  go  to  town  at  once  in  jrder  to  appear  in  court  to-morrow 
morning,  and  I  shall  telegraph  to  Roberts,  the  Kilroy  butler,  to 
meet  me  there,  and  confirm  my  story.  There  are  the  coachman 
and  footman  too,  and  the  police  constable — witnesses  enough  in 
all  conscience. 

"Tou  are  determined  to  go  ?"  Dan  demanded  angrily. 

"  I  must  jjo,"  she  rejoined. 

"  It  is  going  to  the  devil,  then,"  said  Dan  deliberately ;  "  and  I 
always  said  you  would.  Remember — you  don't  return  to  this 
house ! " 

When  Beth  arrived  in  town,  she  found  that  there  would  be  no 
need  to  appear  in  the  case  at  all,  for  the  Kilroys'  old  butler, 
Eoberts,  had  seen  the  name  of  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce  in  the 
papers,  and  had  unwittingly  frustrated  his  manoeuvre  by  going 
to  the  coroner's  court  himself  and  volunteering  to  give  evidence. 
He  was  accompanied  by  the  footman  who  had  been  out  with  the 
carriage  on  the  night  in  question,  and  the  two  together  had  no 
difficulty  in  proving  an  alibi.  Thus,  in  an  ordinary  common- 
place manner,  what  had  promised  to  be  the  triumph  of  his  life, 
the  moment  when  he  should  stand  confessed  to  the  world  a 
chivalrous  gentleman,  sacrificing  himself  to  save  a  lady  of  pre- 
possessing appearance,  was  converted  into  another  of  the  many 
failures  of  Mr.  Alfred  Cayley  Pounce.  This  ended  the  case  so 
far  as  he  and  Beth  were  concerned ;  but  with  regard  to  Dan, 
Beth  recognised  that  her  position  remained  the  same.  There  was 
no  return  for  her  from  the  step  she  had  taken,  and  she  would 
have  to  begin  her  life  anew. 
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CHAPTER  L. 

Beth  went  out  into  the  world  alone  knowingly  and  willingly. 
The  prospect  had  no  terrors  for  her,  neither  did  she  feel  any 
regret  for  the  past.  She  took  it  all  as  a  matter  of  course.  The 
days  with  Dan  at  Slane  were  over,  but  life  had  still  to  be  lived, 
and  she  set  to  work  to  arrange  it  and  live  it  to  the  best  of  her 
ability,  what  she  most  urgently  felt  being  merely  that  there  were 
things  she  must  see  to  at  once  and  settle  about,  and  that  she  was 
rather  pushed  for  time.  The  first  thing  she  did  in  iiondon  was  to 
buy  a  map,  so  that  she  might  find  her  way  about  economically, 
and  some  newspapers  recommended  to  her  by  the  stationers  as 
likely  to  have  advertisements  of  respectable  lodgings  in  them. 
She  studied  these  over  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  roll,  cut  all  the 
promising  addresses  out  of  the  papers,  found  on  the  map  the  best 
way  to  go,  by  omnibus  or  railway,  and  then  she  set  off  on  her 
quest,  taking  the  red  Hammersmith  'bus  first  of  all,  and  explored 
West  Kensington.  Her  efforts  in  that  direction  were  not  success- 
ful. Everything  she  saw  at  first  was  dear,  dingy,  and  dishearten- 
ing. Landladies,  judging  her  by  her  appearance,  would  only 
show  her  their  best  rooms.  When  she  explained  that  all  she 
wanted  was  a  nice,  clean,  roomy  attic,  because  she  was  poor,  they 
became  suspicious,  and  declared  that  she  wasn't  likely  to  get  any- 
thing of  that  sort  in  a  good  neighbourhood.  Beth  wondered  what 
the  bad  neighbourhoods  were  like  if  the  one  she  was  in  were  a 
good  one.  Later  in  the  afternoon  she  found  herself  on  the  Bays- 
water  side  in  a  street  of  tall  houses  off  the  main  thoroughfare. 
They  were  good  houses  that  must  have  been  built  for  the  families 
of  affluent  people,  and  Beth  was  afraid  it  would  be  useless  to  ask 
at  any  of  them  for  the  modest  kind  of  accommodation  which 
was  all  she  could  afford.  While  she  hesitated,  however,  stand- 
ing in  the  street  before  the  one  she  had  come  to  find,  the  hall 
door  opened  and  a  young  man  came  out.  He  and  Beth  looked 
at  each  other  as  he  ran  down  the  steps,  and  Beth  saw  some- 
thing so  attractive  in  his  face  that  she  spoke  to  him  without 
hesitation. 

"  Can  you  tell  me,''  she  said,  "  if  they  have  any  attics  to  let  at 
a  moderate  price  in  this  house  ? " 

"  Well,  I  got  one  out  of  them,"  he  said,  smiling,  "  and  I  guess 
there's  another  empty  that  would  just  about  hold  you,  dress  boxes 
''fld  all.    I'll  ring  the  bell,  if  you'll  allow  me,  and  get  Ethel  Maud 
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Mary  to  show  you  up.  You'll  make  a  better  bargain  with  her 
than  with  her  ma." 

The  door  was  opened  at  this  moment  by  a  grimy  servant. 

"  Gwendolen,  will  you  give  my  compliments  to  Miss  Ethel,  if 
you  please,"  the  young  man  said  with  grave  formality,  *'and 
ask  her  if  she  will  be  so  good  as  to  speak  to  me  here  for  a  mo- 
ment ? " 

Gwendolen  nodded  and  retired  to  the  back  regions,  whence 
presently  a  plump,  fair-complexioned,  yellow-haired  young  per- 
son came  hurrying  with  a  look  of  inquiry  on  her  face. 

"  O  Miss  'Ethel,"  the  young  man  began,  taking  off  his  hat, 
"  I'm  real  sorry  to  trouble  you,  but  I  want  to  introduce  this  young 
lady.  I've  been  recommending  her  to  get  a  room  here.  I  know 
she'll  find  you  moderate  and  comfortable,  and  the  situation  is  one 
of  the  best  for  getting  into  town." 

Beth  recognised  the  wording  of  the  advertisement  that  had 
brought  her  to  the  house. 

**  It  is  handy,"  Miss  Ethel  agreed.  "  But  we've  nothing  but  an 
attic  unlet.    Are  you  in  art,  miss  ? " 

*'  No,  literature,"  Beth  answered,  with  presence  of  mind. 

^^  Lady^s^  I  suppose,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  observed,  meaning 
lady's  fashion  papers,  and  glancing  at  Beth's  dress.  ''  You've  got 
to  be  smart  for  that,  and  it  doesn't  leave  much  for  living.  Come 
this  way,  miss,  please.  And  thank  you,  Mr.  Brock,  for  mention- 
ing us." 

She  led  the  way  upstairs,  talking  all  the  time  with  cheerful  in- 
consequence. "  He's  a  real  gentleman  is  Mr.  Brock,  as  doubtless 
you  know,  though  an  American,  and  dry,  and  you  never  know 
which  is  his  fun,  and  in  art,  which  is  not  much  to  reckon  on,  and 
that's  why  I  thought  that  you  might  be,  though  you  do  look  more 
like  fashion.  Art  is  apt  to  be  touzled,  but  why,  goodness  knows. 
You're  not  used  to  the  stairs,  I  see.  I  wish  it  wasn't  such  i\ 
height  up." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  the  height  if  the  price  is  proportionately 
low,"  Beth  said.  "  I  must  live  within  my  means  and  keep  out  of 
debt,  you  know." 

"  That's  a  rhyme — low  and  you  know.  Did  you  do  it  on  pur- 
pose ? "  Ethel  Maud  Mary  asked  with  interest. 

"  No,"  said  Beth. 

*'  Then  that's  for  luck,"  said  Ethel.  **  You'll  keep  out  of  debt 
all  right.  I  see  it  in  your  face,  and  I  know  a  face  when  I  see  it. 
Theyll  keep  you  on  the  Lady's  for  the  sake  of  your  appearance 
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even  if  you're  not  much  use.  You're  elegant  and  speak  nice^ 
and  that's  wliat  they  want  to  go  about  for  tliem,  particularly  if 
it's  a  man." 

"  If  what  is  a  man  J "  Beth  asked. 

"  The  editor,  you  know.  We  'ad  a  young  lady  here  who  used 
to  say  she'd  undertake  to  get  an  extra  half  sovereign  out  of  any 
editor  in  town,  but  editresses  there  was  no  managing.  Which  is 
yours  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  yet,"  said  Beth.     "  I've  only  just  arrived." 

"  What  are  you  getting  ? "' 

"  A  pound  a  week,"  Beth  answered,  tliat  being  -her  exact  in- 
come ;  "  but  I  have  a  little  by  me  besides,  to  keep  me  going  till  I 
get  started,  you  know." 

Ethel  Maud  Mary  nodded  her  yellow  head  intelligently,  and 
began  to  climb  the  narrow  flight  of  stairs  which  led  to  the  attics, 
moving  her  lips  the  while,  as  if  she  were  making  calculations. 
There  was  no  carpet  on  this  last  flight  of  stairs,  but  the  boards 
were  well  washed,  and  tlio  attic  itself  smelled  sweet  and  clean. 

"  This  is  it,"  Ethel  explained.  "  Mr.  Brock  is  in  the  other, 
next  door.  There's  only  two  of  them.  This  is  the  biggest  rooui, 
but  the  other  is  north  and  has  the  biggest  window,  and  being  in 
art,  he's  got  to  think  of  the  light  If  you  look  out  there  to  the 
right  you'll  see  some  green  in  the  park.  You'll  like  the  pai'k. 
It's  no  distance  if  you're  a  walker.  Now,  just  let's  see.  I've  been 
calculating  about  the  money.  Mr.  Brock  pays  fourteen  shillings, 
but  you'll  not  be  able  to  afford  more  than  seven  out  of  a  pound. 
You  shall  have  it  for  seven," 

"  But  surely  that  will  be  a  loss  to  you  ! "  Beth  exclaimed. 

Ethel  sat  herself  down  on  the  side  of  the  bed  and  smiled  up  at 
her.  "I'll  not  pretend  we  couldn't  get  more  if  we  wanted,"  she 
said  ;  "  but  waiting's  a  loss,  and  we're  doing  very  well  downstairs, 
and  can  afFord  to  pick  and  choose.  You'll  find  iu  business  that  it 
pays  better  in  the  end  to  get  a  good  tenant  you  can  trust,  who'll 
stay,  than  one  who  gives  you  double  th«  ajnouilt  for  a  month  and 
then  go<«  off  with  the  hlanket*" 

"  You  don't  deceive  me  a  bit,"  said  BetJi,  sifting  down  opposite 
to  her  on  a  cane-bottomed  chair,  "  Your  good-heartedness  shines 
out  of  your  face.  But  I'm  not  jroing  tu  t«ke  a  moan  advantage 
of  it.  There's  an  honest  atini.--|.iiiir  in  iLi-  I1..11  „■  ii.ii  ivmild  6ui|. 
me,  I  feel,  and  1  am  sok  I  --l!.  ■:  ■     .    ,  1  f"  "" 

won^  come  unless  you  ni  id..    ,      .>;.■■■  ■         ir  I  take  t 

imiill  BUU.  ;,.,..,  v.l. lie  I  -.ui--.r,  willy      ■ 
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me  make  it  up  to  you  when  I  succee<l  f  I  shall  succeed  I  "  The 
last  words  burst  from  her  involuntarily,  forced  from  her  with  em- 
phasis in  spite  of  herself. 

"  That's  what  I  like  to  hear ;  that's  spirit,  that  is ! "  Ethel 
Maud  Mary  exclaimed,  nodding  approvingly.  "  You'll  do  all 
right.  So  it's  a  bargain.  Washing's  iucluded.  you  know.  You 
didn't  bring  your  box,  did  you  t " 

"No,  I  left  my  luggage  at  Charing  Cross,  where  I  arrived  last 
night    I  slept  at  the  hotel,"  Beth  answered. 

"  At  the  Charing  Cross  Hotel  ?  Gracious !  that  must  have  cost 
you  a  small  fortune," 

"  I  didn't  know  what  to  do,"  Beth  explained  apologetically. 

"  You  should  have  tried  the  Strand,  Surrey  Street,  and  there 
you'd  have  got  bed  and  breakfast  for  five  shillings,  and  that's 
more  than  enough.  However,  it's  no  use  crying  over  spilt  milk. 
You'll  have  to  fetch  your  lu^age,  I  suppose.  You  can  go  by 
train  from  Notting-Hill-Gata  to  Charing  Cross.  It's  about  as 
cheap  as  the  'bus,  and  much  quicker.  I'll  come  with  you  and 
show  you  the  way  if  you  like.    A  brealh  of  fresh  air  will  do  me 

"  Yes,  do  come,"  Beth  answered  gratefully,  glad  of  the  kindly 
hum  an 'fellowship.     "What  is  your  name,  may  I  ask?" 

"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  Gill.    And  what  is  yours,  if  you  please  i " 

"Elizabeth  Caldwell  Maclure." 

Beth  had  emptied  her  secret  chamber  and  packed  all  her  little 
possessions  before  she  left  Slane  the  day  before.  She  had  some- 
times susi>ecled  that  Dan  would  be  glad  of  an  excuse  to  get  rid  of 
her  to  relieve  himself  of  the  cost  of  her  keep ;  and  that  he  would 
do  it  in  some  gross  way  and  so  as  to  put  all  the  blame  of  it  upon 
her,  if  possible,  she  also  expected.  She  was  therefore  prepared  to 
consider  the  matter  settled  the  moment  he  threatened  her,  and 
would  have  felt  it  useless  to  remonstrate,  even  had  slie  been  in- 
clined. But  she  was  not  inclined.  She  had  for  years  done  every- 
thing patiently  that  any  one  in  any  code  of  morality  could  expect 
of  her  in  such  a  marriage,  and  no  good  Imd  come  of  it.  As  Dan- 
iel Maclure  was,  so  would  he  remain  forever;  and  to  associate 
with  him  intimately  without  being  coaraetied  and  corrupted  was 
impossible.  Beth  had  fought  hard  against  that,  and  liad  suffered 
in  the  strug^gle,  but  she  had  been  lowered  in  spite  of  herself,  and 
■he  knew  it  and  resented  it    She  was  therefore  as  glad  to  leave 

ilnie  u  he  was  to  get  rid  of  her.  and  already  it  seemed  as  if 
d  life  a  great  hampering  weight  had  fallen  from 
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I  her,  and  left  her  free  to  face  a  promising  future  with  nothing  to 

.    fear  and  everything  to  hope.    Poverty  was  pleasant  in  her  big, 

i  bright  attic,  where  all  was  clean  and  neat  about  her.    There  she 

}  could  live  chastely  and  purify  her  mind  by  degrees  of  the  garbage 

with  which  Dan's  habitual  conversation  had  polluted  it. 

The  settling-in  occupied  her  for  some  days,  and  the  housekeep- 
ing was  a  puzzle  when  she  first  began.  She  had  only  been  able 
to  bring  the  most  precious  of  her  possessions — her  books  and  pa- 
pers, and  clothes  enough  for  the  moment — away  with  her  from 
Slane ;  the  rest  she  had  left  ready  packed  to  be  sent  to  her  when 
she  should  be  settled.  When  she  wrote  to  Maclure  for  them  she 
sent  him  some  housekeeping  keys  she  had  forgotten  to  leave  be- 
hind, and  an  inventory  of  everything  she  had  had  charge  of, 
which  she  had  always  kept  carefully  checked.  He  acknowledged 
the  receipt  of  this  letter,  and  informed  her  that  he  had  gone  over 
the  inventory  himself,  and  found  some  of  the  linen  in  a  bad  state 
and  one  silver  teaspoon  missing.  Beth  replied  that  the  linen  had 
been  fairly  worn  out,  but  she  could  not  account  for  the  missing 
spoon,  and  offered  to  pay  for  it.  Dr.  Maclure  replied  by  return 
of  post  on  a  post  card  that  the  price  was  seven  shillings.  Beth 
sent  him  a  postal  order  for  that  amount.  He  then  wrote  to  say 
that  the  cost  of  the  conveyance-  of  the  luggage  to  the  station  was 
half  a  crown.  Beth  sent  him  half  a  crown,  and  then  the  corre- 
spondence ended.  She  received  lettei's  from  some  of  her  relations, 
however,  to  whom  Maclure  had  hastened  to  send  his  version  of 
the  story.  Poor  old  Aunt  Grace  Mary  was  the  only  one  who  did 
not  accept  it.  "  Write  and  tell  me  the  truth  of  the  matter,  my 
dear,"  she  said.  The  others  took  it  for  granted  that  Beth  could 
have  nothing  to  say  for  herself,  and  her  brother  Jim  was  espe- 
cially indignant  and  insulting,  his  opinion  of  her  being  couched 
in  the  most  offensive  language.  Having  lived  with  disreputable 
women  all  his  life,  he  had  the  lowest  possible  opinion  of  the 
whole  sex,  his  idea  being  that  any  woman  would  misconduct  her- 
self if  she  had  the  chance  and  was  not  well  watched.  He  warned 
Beth  not  to  apply  to  him  if  she  should  be  starving,  or  to  claim  his 
acquaintance  should  she  meet  him  in  the  street.  Beth's  cheeks 
burned  with  shame  when  she  read  this  letter  and  some  of  the 
others  she  received,  and  she  hastened  to  destroy  them,  as  the  hor- 
ror they  set  up  in  her  brought  on  a  nervous  crisis  such  as  she  had 
suffered  from  in  the  early  days  when  Dan  first  brought  her  down 
to  his  own  low  level  of  vice  and  suspicion,  and  turned  her  deadly 
sick.    She  answered  none  of  these  letters,  and,  by  dint  of  reso- 
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lutely  banishing  all  thought  of  them  and  of  the  writers,  she  man- 
aged in  time  to  obliterate  the  impression ;  but  she  had  to  live 
through  some  terrible  hours  before  she  succeeded. 

Once  settled  in  her  attic  home,  she  returned  to  the  healthy, 
regular,  industrious  habits  which  had  helped  her  so  much  in  the 
days  when  she  had  been  at  her  best.  Her  life  was  of  the  simplest, 
but  she  had  to  do  almost  everything  for  herself,  such  time  as 
Gwendolen  could  command  for  attendance  being  wholly  insuffi- 
cient to  keep  the  attic  in  order.  Her  daily  duties  kept  her  in 
health,  however,  by  preventing  indolence  either  of  mind  or  body, 
and  so  were  of  infinite  use.  She  had  added  a  few  things  to  the 
scanty  furniture  of  her  attic — a  new  bath,  a  second-hand  writing 
table,  book  shelves  with  a  cupboard  beneath  for  cups,  saucers,  and 
glasses,  and  a  grandfather's  chair — all  great  bargains,  as  Ethel 
Maud  Mary  assured  her.  Ethel  Maud  Mary's  kindness  was  inex- 
haustible. She  took  Beth  to  the  second-hand  shop  herself,  and 
showed  her  that  the  writing  table  and  book  shelves  would  be  as 
good  as  new  wlien  tliey  were  washed  and  rubbed  up  a  bit ;  and 
all  the  grandfather's  chair  wanted  was  a  new  cretonne  cover  at 
sixpence  a  yard — four  yards,  two  shillings — and  she  could  make 
it  herself.  She  also  advised  Beth  to  buy  a  little  Aurora  oil  stove, 
the  only  one  she  knew  of  that  really  didn't  smell,  if  you  attended 
to  it  yourself,  and  a  tin  to  hold  oil  for  it — Crystal  oil,  at  seven- 
pence  a  gallon,  the  best. 

"  You  can  do  all  you  want  with  that,  and  keep  yourself  warm 
enough,  too,  when  the  weather's  bad,"  she  said ;  "  and  there's  no 
waste,  for  you  can  turn  it  out  when  you've  done  with  it.  Fires 
are  too  dear  for  you,  at  sixi>eiice  a  scuttle  for  coals  ;  and  they're 
dirtier  besides,  and  a  trouble  to  light  and  look  after.  You'll  find 
tlie  Aurora  as  good  as  a  lamp,  too,  if  you're  doing  nothing  particu- 
lar at  night." 

When  Beth  had  made  a  cosy  corner  of  the  window  for  work, 
arranged  her  books,  j)ut  her  ornaments  about  on  mantelpiece  and 
brackets,  hung  her  pictures  and  the  draperies  she  had  used  in  her 
secret  chamber,  spread  the  rugs  and  covered  the  grandfather's 
chair,  her  attic  looked  inviting.  The  character  of  her  little  pos- 
sessions gave  the  poor  place  a  distinction  which  enchanted  Ethel 
Maud  Mary. 

Betli  fetehed  up  the  water  overnight  for  her  bath  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  made  colfee  for  her  breakfast  on  the  little  oil  stove.  She 
lived  principally  on  bread  and  butter,  eggs,  sardines,  salad,  and 
slices  of  various  meats  bought  at  a  cook  shop  and  carried  home  iu 
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p  a  paper.    Sometimes,  when  she  felt  she  could  afford  it,  she  had  a 

hot  meal  at  an  eating  house  for  the  good  of  her  health ;  but  she 

1  scarcely  required  it,  for  she  never  felt  stronger  in*  her  life,  and  so 

long  as  she  could  get  good  coffee  for  her  breakfast  and  tea  for  her 
i  evening  meal,  she  missed  none  of  the  other  things  to  which  she 

I  had  been  accustomed.    She  made  delicious  coffee  in  a  tin  coffee 

pot,  and  brewed  the  best  tea  she  had  ever  drunk  in  brown  earthen- 
ware, which  Ethel  Maud  Mary  considered  the  best  thing  going  for 
tea.  She  used  to  join  Beth  in  a  cup  up  in  the  attic,  but  she  never 
came  empty-handed.  Dull,  wet  days,  likely  to  be  depressing,  were 
the  ones  on  which  her  yellow  head  ai>i)eared  oftenest  at  the  top  of 
the  attic  stairs. 

*'  Miss  Maclure,  may  I  come  in  ? "  she  would  say,  after  knock- 
ing. 

And  Beth  would  answer,  rising  from  her  work  with  a  smile  of 
welcome :  *'  Yes,  by  all  means.  I'm  delighted  to  see  you.  You 
take  the  big  chair,  and  I'll  make  the  tea — I'm  dying  for  a 
cup  I " 

Then  Ethel  Maud  Mary  would  uncover  something  she  held  in 
her  hand,  which  would  prove  to  be  cakes,  or  hot  buttered  toast 
and  watercresses,  or  a  bag  of  shrimps  and  some  thin  bread  and 
butter ;  and  Beth,  sparkling  at  the  kindness,  would  exclaim,  *'  I 
never  was  so  spoiled  in  my  life  I"  to  which  Ethel  Maud  Mary 
would  rejoin:  "There'll  not  be  much  to  boast  about  between 
two  of  us." 

Beth  was  busy  with  another  book  by  this  time,  but  found  the 
work  more  of  a  task  and  less  of  a  pleasure  than  it  used  to  be. 
Ethel  Maud  Mary  still  took  it  for  granted  that*  slie  was  a  journal- 
ist, and  showed  no  interest  in  her  work  beyond  hoping  that  she 
got  her  pay  regularly  and  would  soon  be  making  more.  Beth 
wondered  sometimes  when  the  little  book  which  had  been  accepted 
in  the  summer  would  appear,  and  what  she  would  get  for  it,  if 
anything,  and  she  thought  of  inquiring,  but  she  put  it  off.  Her 
new  work  took  all  her  time  and  strength,  and  wearied  her  so  that 
nothing  else  seemed  to  signify. 

Besides  Ethel  Maud  Mary  and  Gwendolen,  the  only  person  she 
had  to  talk  to  was  Arthur  Mil  bank  Brock,  the  young  American, 
her  neighbour  in  the  next  attic.  She  met  him  coming  upstairs 
with  his  hat  in  his  hand  soon  after  her  instalment,  and  was  even 
more  attracted  by  his  face  than  she  had  been  when  she  first  saw 
him  in  the  street. 

**  You've  settled  in  by  this  time,  I  hope,"  he  said. 
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"Yes,  and  very  comfortably,  too,  thanks  to  you,"  Beth  an- 
swered. 

**Ah,  Ethel  Maud  Mary's  a  good  sort,"  ho  replied;  "golden 
hair,  blue  eyes,  and  all.  She  has  the  looks  of  a  lady's  novel  and 
the  heart  of  a  holy  mother.  Her  grammar  and  spelling  are  de- 
fective, but  her  sense  is  sound.  I  wouldn't  give  much  for  her 
opinion  of  a  work  of  art,  but  I'd  take  her  advice  in  a  dilliculty 
if  it  came  anywhere  within  range  of  her  experience.  She  knows 
this  world  well,  but  picks  her  steps  through  it  in  such  a  way  that 
I  guess  she'll  reach  the  thresliold  of  the  next  with  nice  clean 
sh(H\s." 

He  stepped  aside  for  Beth  to  pass  when  he  had  spoken,  and 
stood  a  moment  watching  her  thoughtfully  as  she  descended. 
"And  may  you,  too !  "  he  said  to  himself  as  he  turned  to  go  up; 
then,  perceiving  that  the  hope  implied  a  doubt,  he  began  to  won- 
der whence  it  came. 

As  Beth  went  out  she  reflected  on  his  face,  on  a  certain  gravity 
which  heightc^ned  its  refinement.  It  was  a  young  face,  but  worn 
as  by  some  past  trial  or  present  care,  and  with  an  habitually  sober 
expression,  which  contrast(;d  notiibly  with  the  clieery  humour  of 
his  speech,  adding  point  to  it,  as  is  fr(Hiu(Mitly  the  ctise  with 
his  countrymen.  Ho  wore  his  tiiick  brown  hair  rather  longer 
than  is  usual,  but  was  clean  shaven.  His  features  were  delicate 
and  rc^guhir,  his  eyes  d(M»[)  and  dark,  his  head  large  and  finely 
formed.  In  figure  he  was  tall  and  slim,  and  in  his  whole  appear- 
ance there  was  something  almost  ethereal,  as  of  a  young  poet  or 
j)iiilosoi)her  still  moving  among  his  fellow-men,  yet  knowing 
himself  to  be  im^maturely  smitten,  set  apart,  and  consecrated  to 
death  by  some  insidious  slow  disease  from  which  there  is  no 
escap(^  Tiiis  was  JMh's  first  notion  of  him,  but  she  always 
hop(?d  it  was  fanciful.  She  thought  about  him  a  good  deal  in  the 
solitary  walks  which  were  her  principal  recreation.  When  she 
was  tinul  of  work  or  wanted  to  think,  she  us<d  to  go  out  and  wan- 
der about  alone.  At  first  she  was  afraid  to  venture  far,  for  she 
had  always  b(M»n  assiircMl  that  she  had  no  head  for  topography  and 
would  nev<T  be  able  to  find  her  way;  and  so  long  as  she  went 
about  under  es<»ort,  with  some  one  to  save  her  the  necessity  of 
obs(»rving,  sh<i  never  knew  where  she  was.  Now,  however,  that 
she  had  to  l(H>k  after  herself,  she  found  no  difficulty  after  her  first 
timidity  wore  off,  and  this  little  experience  taught  her  why  it  is 
that  the  intelligence  of  women  seems  childishly  defective  as  ro- 
ganls  many  of  the  details  of  the  business  of  life.    They  have  the 
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faculty,  but  when  they  are  not  allowed  to  act  for  themselves  it  d 

remains  imperfectly  developed,  or  is  altogether  atrophied  for  want  i^ 

of  exercise. 

It  was  in  these  days  of  peace  that  the  ugly  downward  droop  i 

of  the  corners  of  Beth's  mouth,  which  had  always  spoiled  the  i 

expression  of  her  face,  entirely  disappeared,  and  her  firm,  set  lips 
softened  into  keeping  with  the  kindliness  of  her  beautiful  gray 
eyes ;  but  she  still  wanted  much  loving  to  bring  out  the  natural  j 

tenderness  which  had  been  so  often  and  so  cruelly  nipped  back  I 

in  its  growth.     Beth  had  been  born  to  be  a  woman,  but  circum-  t 

stances  had  been  forcing  her  to   become  a  career.    Strangely  • 

enough,  some  of  the  scenes  she  saw  during  her  rambles  in  Lon-  I 

don  helped  to  soften  her.    While  she  was  under  her  husband's  I 

influence  she  saw  the  evil  only,  and  was  filled  with  bitterness.  j 

London  meant  for  her  in  those  days  the  dirt  and  squalor  of  the 
poor,  the  depravity  of  the  rich,  the  fiendish  triumph  of  the  lust 
of  man,  and  the  horrible  degradation  of  her  own  sex ;  but  now 
that  her  mind  was  recovering  its  tone,  and  she  could  see  with  her  l 

own  eyes,  she  discovered  the  good  at  war  with  the  evil,  the  cour- 
age and  kindliness  of  the  poor,  signs  of  the  growth  of  better  feel- 
ing in  the  selfish  and  greedy  rich,  the  mighty  power  of  purity  at 
war  with  the  license  of  man,  and  the  noble  attitude  of  women 
wherever  injustice  was  rife,  the  weak  oppressed,  and  the  wronged 
remained  unrighted.    Then  her  heart  expanded  with  pity,  and,  i 

instead  of  the  torment  of  unavailing  hate,  she  began  to  revive  in 
the  glow  of  strengthening  gleams  of  hope.  It  was  in  these  days, 
too,  that  she  learned  to  appreciate  the  wonder  and  beauty  of  the 
most  wonderful  and  beautiful  city  ever  seen,  and  her  eyes  grew 
deep  from  long  looking  and  earnest  meditating  upon  it.  She 
occasionally  experienced  the  sickening  sensation  of  being  fol- 
lowed about  by  one  of  those  specimens  of  mankind  so  signifi- 
cantly called  sly  dogs  by  their  fellow-men.  They  made  them- 
selves particularly  objectionable  in  Kensington  Gardens  and 
Hyde  Park ;  but  she  found  that  an  appeal  to  a  policeman  or  a  j 

park  keeper,  or  to  any  decent  workman,  was  enough  to  stop  the  i 

nuisance.  Genuine  respect  for  women,  which  is  an  antidote  to  the 
moral  rottenness  that  promotes  the  decay  of  nations  and  portends  i 

the  indefinite  prolongation  of  the  life  of  a  race,  is  of  slow  growth, 
but  it  is  steadily  increasing  among  the  English-speaking  peoples. 

During  her  rambles  Beth  composed  long  letters  to  her  friends . 
but  somehow  none  of  them  were  ever  written.  She  had  managed 
to  send  a  few  hurried  lines  of  explanation  to  Mrs.  Kilroy  in  the 
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midst  of  her  packing  before  she  left  Slaue.  As  slie  had  not 
known  where  she  would  be,  she  had  asked  Angelica  to  address 
her  letters  to  Slane,  to  be  forwarded  ;  but  no  reply  had  come  as 
yet,  and  Beth  was  just  a  little  sore  and  puzzled  about  it  How- 
ever, she  knew  that,  what  with  her  public  and  private  duties, 
Angelica  was  overwhelmed  with  work,  and  might  well  have 
overlooked  the  fact  that  she  had  not  answered  Beth's  letter,  so 
Beth  determined  to  write  again.  Time  passed,  however,  and  she 
got  into  such  a  groove  of  daily  duties  that  anything  outside  the 
regular  routine  required  a  special  effort,  which  she  always  post- 
poned, and  letters  were  quite  outside  the  regular  routine.  After 
the  first,  no  one  wrote  to  her  except  the  old  lawyer  who  sent  her  - 
half-yearly  dividend ;  and  she  had  written  to  no  one.  She  had 
dropped  altogether  out  of  her  own  world,  yet,  because  of  her 
work  and  of  her  power  to  interest  herself  in  every  one  about  her. 
and  to  appreciate  the  goodness  of  her  humblest  friends,  her  life 
was  full,  and  she  had  not  known  a  moment's  discontent.  Little 
things  were  great  pleasures  now.  To  be  able  to  get  on  the  top  of 
an  omuibus  at  Piccadilly  Circus  when  the  sun  was  setting  and 
ride  to  Hammersmith  Broadway,  engrossed  in  wateliing  the  won- 
derful narrow  cloudscape  above  the  streets,  changing  from 
moment  to  moment  in  form  and  colour ;  the  mystery  of  the  hazy 
distances,  the  impression  ot  the  great  buildings  and  tall,  irregular 
blocks  of  houses  appearing  all  massed  together  among  the  trees 
from  different  points  of  view,  and  taking  on  fine  architectural 
effects,  now  transformed  into  huge  gray  palaces,  large  and  dis- 
tinct, now  looming  in  the  mist,  sketchily,  with  uncertain  outlines, 
and  all  the  fascination  .of  the  fabrics,  innocent  of  detail,  that  con- 
front the  dreamer  in  enchanted  woods  or  lure  him  to  the  edge  of 
fairy  lakes  with  twinkling  lights  all  multiplied  by  their  own  re- 
flection in  the  water.  Beth  had  rolled  in  that  direction  in  Insuri- 
ous carriages  often,  and  never  joyed  in  the  scene,  her  mind  being 
set  on  other  things— things  prosaic,  such  as  what  she  should  wear 
or  whether  she  was  late,  and  scraps  of  society  gossip,  conversation 
■which  had  satiated  without  satisfying  her,  and  remained  in  her 
mind  to  be  items  of  weariness  if  not  of  actual  irritation.  She  had 
noticed  in  those  days  how  very  seldom  she  saw  a  happy  face  in  a 
carriage,  unless  it  was  a  very  young  face,  full  of  expectation. 
Even  the  very  coachmen  and  footmen  in  the  park  looked  ener- 
vated as  the  long  lines  of  cari'iages  passed  in  wearisome  pro- 
cession. And  in  everything  there  had  been  that  excess  which 
leaves  no  room  for  healtliy  desire.  At  first  the  shop  windows — 
35 
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set  out  with  tasteless  profusion,  no  article  in  the  heterogeneous 
masses  telling,  however  beautiful,  each  being  eclipsed  by  the 
other  in  the  horrible  glut — had  interested  her,  and  she  had  looked 
at  everything.  But  she  soon  sickened  at  the  sight.  The  vast 
quantities  of  things,  crowded  together,  robbed  her  of  all  pleasure 
of  choice,  and  made  her  feel  as  if  she  had  eaten  too  much.  Oc- 
casionally she  would  see  two  or  three  things  of  beauty  displayed 
with  art  in  a  large  window ;  but  everywhere  else  excessive  quantity 
produced  indifference,  disgust,  or  satiety,  according  to  the  mood 
of  the  moment.  And  even  in  the  days  of  her  poverty  and  ob- 
scurity, when  her  faculties  were  sharpened  into  proper  apprecia- 
tion by  privation,  those  congested  windows,  teeming  with  jewels, 
with  wearing  apparel,  with  all  things  immoderately,  set  up  a  sort 
of  mental  dyspepsia  that  was  distressing,  and  she  was  glad  to  turn 
away  to  relieve  the  consequent  brain  fag.  But  by  degrees  she 
became  accustomed  to  the  tasteless  profusion.  It  did  not  please 
her  any  better,  but  at  all  events  it  did  not  afflict  her  by  always 
obtruding  itself  upon  her  attention.  She  saw  it,  not  in  detail,  but 
as  a  part  of  the  picture  ;  and  she  found  in  the  new  view  of  Lon- 
don and  of  London  life  from  the  tops  of  omnibuses,  more  of  the 
unexpected,  of  delight,  of  beauty  for  the  eyes,  and  of  matter  for 
the  mind,  of  humour,  pathos,  poetry,  of  tragedy  and  comedy, 
suggestive  glimpses  caught  in  passing  and  vividly  recollected, 
than  she  could  have  conceived  possible  when  she  rolled  along 
with  society  on  carriage  cushions,  soothed  by  the  stultifying  ease 
into  temporary  sensuous  apathy. 

Winter  set  in  suddenly  and  with  terrible  severity  that  year. 
London  became  a  city  of  snow,  cruelly  cold,  but  beautiful,  all  its 
ugliness  disguised  by  the  white  mantle,  all  its  angles  softened,  all 
its  charms  enhanced.  Commonplace  squares,  parks,  gardens, 
and  dirty  streets  were  transformed  into  fairyland  by  the  delicate 
disposition  of  snow  in  festoons  on  doorpost  and  railing,  ledge 
and  lintel,  from  roof  to  cellar.  The  trees  especially,  all  frosted 
with  shining  filigree,  were  a  wonder  to  look  upon ;  and  Beth 
would  wander  about  the  alleys  in  Kensington  Gardens  and  gaze 
at  the  glory  of  the  white  world  under  the  sombre  gray  of  the 
murky  clouds,  piled  up  in  awesome  magnificence,  until  she  ached 
with  yearning  for  some  word  of  human  speech,  some  way  to  ex- 
press it,  to  make  it  manifest. 

She  returned  one  afternoon  somewhat  wet  and  weary  from  one 
of  her  rambles.  The  little  window  of  her  attic  was  half  snowed 
up,  and  the  gloom  under  the  sloping  roof  struck  a  chill  to  her 
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heart  as  she  entered ;  but  when  she  had  lighted  the  lamp,  a  new 
investment  that  helped  up  the  temperature  besides  giving  light, 
and  set  her  little  oil  stove  going  with  the  kettle  on  it,  her  sur- 
roundings took  on  an  air  of  homely  comfort  that  was  grateful. 
As  she  busied  herself  preparing  the  tea  she  noticed  that  her 
neighbour  in  the  next  attic  was  coughing  a  good  deal,  and  then 
it  occurred  to  her  that  she  had  not  seen  him  about  lately,  and  she 
wondered  if  he  could  be  ill.  The  thought  of  a  young  man  of 
small  means,  ill,  alone  in  a  London  lodging,  probably  without  a 
bell  in  the  room,  and  certainly  with  no  one  anxious  to  answer  it 
if  he  should  ring,  though  not  cheering,  is  stimulating  to  the  en- 
ergy of  the  benevolent,  and  Beth  went  downstairs  to  ask  as  soon 
as  the  notion  occurred  to  her. 

"  Mr.  Brock  ?  There  now  I "  Gwendolen  exclaimed  in  dismay ; 
"  if  I  didn't  forget  altogether  I  IVe  so  much  to  see  to,  and  the 
missus  ill  in  bed  with  bronchitis,  and  Miss  Ethel  run  off  her  feet 
and  not  too  fit  'erself  with  that  cold  as  'ud  be  called  influenza 
if  it  wasn't  for  frightening  the  lodgers.  Whatever  it  is,  it's  going 
through  the  'ouse,  and  Mr.  Brock  seems  to  have  got  it  bad.  'E  ast 
me  when  I  went  wi'  'is  shyving  water  this  morning  to  tike  'im 
some  coals  and  mike  'im  some  tea,  an'  I  never  thought  no  more 
about  it.     I  clean  forgot." 

*'This  morning!"  Beth  cried.  "Why,  that  was  at  eight 
o'clock,  and  now  it  is  four ! " 

"  I'll  get  'em  at  once,"  Gwendolen  said  with  contrition.  But 
the  girl  herself  looked  worn  to  death.  She  had  been  on  her  feet 
since  early  morning,  and  had  no  prospect  of  a  rest  till  she  dropped 
on  her  bed  late  at  night,  too  exhausted  to  undress. 

"  Never  mind,"  Beth  said.  "  Give  me  the  coals,  and  I'll  carry 
tliem  up  and  see  to  the  rest.    I  have  nothing  else  to  do." 

"  Bless  you ! "  Gwendolen  muttered. 

Beth  found  Mr.  Brock  in  bed,  with  bright  eyes  and  burning 
spots  of  colour  on  each  cheek.  A  lamp  was  burning  beside  him. 
When  he  saw  who  it  was  he  raised  his  eyebrows,  but  smiled  at 
the  same  time,  as  if  he  were  both  surprised  and  pleased.  The 
room  struck  cold  to  Beth. 

"  Wliat,  no  fire  ? "  she  exclaimed. 

"  I  tried  to  light  the  pesky  thing,"  he  said,  "  but  it  wouldn't 
burn." 

"  Gwendolen  forgot  you  altogether,"  Beth  said.  "  She  has  far 
too  much  to  do,  poor  girl,  and  I  have  only  just  heard  that  you 
were  ill.    Why  didn't  you  caU  me  ? " 
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He  smiled  again. 

"  We  are  all  of  the  same  family  here,  you  know,"  Beth  said ; 
**  the  great  human  family.  You  had  only  to  say  *  Sister  I '  and  I 
should  have  come." 

The  smile  faded  from  his  lips,  but  it  was  replaced  by  another 
expression,  which,  when  she  saw  it,  caused  Beth  to  ejaculate  in- 
wardly, *'  Surely  of  such  are  the  kingdom " 

Each  had  seen  in  the  other's  face  at  the  same  time  something 
there  is  no  human  utterance  to  describe,  and,  recognising  it,  had 
reverently  held  their  peace. 

Beth  fetched  her  oil  stove  first  with  the  kettle  on  it,  and  while 
the  water  was  boiling  she  cut  bread  and  butter  and  lighted  the 
fire. 

"We'll  have  tea  together,  if  you  please,"  she  said  cheerfully. 
"  I've  a  horrible  suspicion  that  you've  had  nothing  to  eat  or  drink 
all  day." 

Her  sympathy  recalled  his  pleasant,  patient  smile. 

"My  appetite  is  not  devouring,"  he  said,  "but  my  thirst  is. 
Talk  about  selling  one's  birthright !  I'd  sell  my  brains,  I  believe, 
for  a  cup  of  tea  at  this  moment." 

"There's  a  bowlful  for  nothing,  then,"  Beth  rejoined.  "Sip 
it  while  I  boil  you  an  egg.^^ 

He  took  the  bowl  in  both  hands  and  tried  the  tea. 

"Oh,"  he  exclaimed  with  a  long-drawn  sigh,  "it's  nectar! 
It's  mead !  It's  nepenthe  I  It's  all  the  drinks  ever  brewed  for  the 
gods  in  one  I    But  I'm  afraid  to  touch  it  lest  I  should  finish  it." 

"  Don't  be  afraid,  then,"  said  Beth,  "  for  you'll  find  it  like 
liquor  for  the  gods  in  another  respect — it  will  be  to  be  had  when- 
ever you  want  it What's  the  matter  ? " 

"  Did  I  make  lament  ? "  he  asked.  "  I  didn't  know  it.  But 
I'm  all  one  ache.  I  can't  lie  still  for  it,  and  I  can't  move  with- 
out adding  to  it.  I've  been  watching  the  ice  fioes  on  the  river 
from  the  embankment  and  bridges  by  all  lights  lately.  I  never 
saw  such  fine  effects !  nor  such  colour !  It's  wonderful  what 
colour  there  is  under  your  sombre  sky  if  you  know  how  to  look 
for  it ;  and  it  has  the  great  advantage  over  the  colour  other  coun- 
tries teem  with  of  being  unexpected.  It's  not  obvious — you  have 
to  look  out  for  it ;  but  when  you  have  found  it,  you  rejoice  in  it 
as  in  something  rare  and  precious,  and  it  excites  you  to  enthu- 
siasm beyond  your  wont;  which  should  prevent  chills,  but  it 
doesn't,  as  witness  my  aches." 

Beth  felt  his  hand  and  found  it  dry  and  burning. 
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"  The  doctor  is  the  next  and  only  thing  for  you,  young  man, 
after  this  frugal  meal,"  she  said  ;  "  and  I'll  go  and  fetch  him.  I 
hope  to  goodness  these  are  the  right  things  to  give  you." 

He  objected  to  the  doctor,  but  she  paid  no  attention  to  his  re- 
monstrance, and  when  she  had  done  all  she  could  think  of  for 
the  moment,  she  put  on  her  wet  boots  and  walking  things,  got  the 
address  of  a  good  man  from  Ethel  Maud  Mary,  and  sallied  out 
into  the  snow  once  more. 

Rheumatic  fever  was  the  doctor's  diagnosis,  and  his  directions 
to  Beth  concluded  with  a  long  list  of  expensive  medical  comforts 
which  it  seemed  were  absolutely  necessary.  She  went  out  again 
when  he  had  gone  and  brought  back  everything,  toiling  up  the 
long  flights  of  stairs  with  both  arms  full,  breathless  but  cheer- 
ful, and  having  set  all  in  order  for  use — sheets  of  medicated  cot- 
ton wool,  medicines,  Valentine's  extract,  clinical  thermometer  and 
chart — she  settled  herself  to  watch  the  patient,  the  clock,  and  the 
temperature  of  the  room,  which  had  to  be  equable,  with  the  ex- 
actness and  method  of  a  capable  nurse.  Before  the  household  re- 
tired she  went  downstairs  to  fetch  more  coals,  fearing  they 
might  run  short  in  the  night. 

"  He's  'ad  one  scuttle  to-day,"  Gwendolen  reminded  her,  wam- 
ingly. 

"  He  must  have  two  more,  then,  if  necessary,"  said  Beth. 

"They're  sixpence  a  scuttle,  you  know,"  Gwendolen  remon- 
strated. 

"  Two  for  a  shilling,  and  no  charge  for  delivery,"  said  Beth  as 
she  toiled  up  the  long  ascent  once  more  with  her  heavy  burden. 

"  Eh,  it  would  be  a  gay,  glad  world  if  they  all  took  it  like  you," 
Gwendolen  muttered  as  she  stood  with  the  pencil  in  her  mouth 
studying  the  slate  that  hung  outside  the  coal  cellar,  and  let  her 
generosity  war  with  her  accuracy  and  honesty  for  a  little  before 
she  made  two  more  strokes  on  the  line  that  began  with  the  name 
of  Brock ;  and  no  sooner  done  than  regretted. 

**I  wish  to  goodness  I'd  put  'em  down  to  old  Piggot  and 
Mother  Hauseman,"  she  thought.  **  They'd  never  miss  the 
money,  and  it  'ud  be  a  good  deed  for  the  likes  of  them  to  help 
their  betters,  and  might  likely  profit  their  own  souls,  though  un- 
beknown." 

For  many  weeks  Beth  watched  beside  the  sick  man's  bed,  do- 
ing all  that  was  possible  to  ease  his  pain  day  and  night,  snatch- 
ing brief  intervals  of  rest  when  she  could,  and  concealing  her 
weariness  at  all  times.    She  used  to  wonder  at  the  young  man's 
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uncomplaining  fortitude,  his  gentleness,  gratitude,  and  unselfish 
concern  about  her  fatigue.  Even  when  he  was  at  his  worst  he 
would  struggle  back  to  consciousness  in  order  to  entreat  her  to 
lie  down :  and  when  to  please  him  she  had  settled  herself  on  a 
little  couch  there  was  in  his  room,  he  would  make  a  superhuman 
effort  to  keep  still  as  long  as  his  flickering  consciousness  lasted. 
There  was  only  one  thing  he  was  ever  exacting  about — to  keep  her 
in  sight.  So  long  as  he  could  see  her  he  was  satisfied,  and  would 
lie  for  hours,  patiently  controlling  himself  for  fear  of  disturbing 
her  by  uttering  exclamations  or  making  other  signs  of  suffering ; 
but  when  she  had  to  leave  him  alone  he  broke  down  and  moaned 
in  his  weakness  and  pain  for  her  to  come  back  and  help 
him. 

The  doctor  having  declared  that  the  northeast  aspect  of  his 
attic  was  all  against  the  patient,  Beth  insisted  on  changing  with 
him,  and  as  soon  as  he  could  be  moved,  she,  Ethel  Maud  Mary, 
and  Gwendolen,  with  the  doctor's  help,  carried  him  into  her  room 
in  a  sheet,  an  awkward  manoeuvre  because  of  his  length,  which 
made  it  hard  to  turn  him  on  the  narrow  landing.  His  weight 
was  nothing,  for  he  was  mere  skin  and  bone  by  that  time — ^all 
eyes,  as  Beth  used  to  tell  him. 

It  was  Christmas  eve  when  they  moved  him,  and  late  that 
night  Beth  kept  her  vigil  by  him,  sitting  over  the  fire  with  her  el- 
bows on  her  knees  and  her  face  between  her  hands  listening 
dreamily  to  the  clang  and  clamour  of  the  church  bells  which 
floated  up  to  her  over  the  snow,  mellowed  by  distance,  and  full 
fraught  with  manifold  association.  As  she  sat  there  she  pondered. 
She  thought  of  the  long  way  she  had  drifted  from  the  days  when 
she  knelt  in  spirit  at  the  call  of  the  bells,  and  lost  herself  in  happy 
prayer.  She  thought  of  her  husband's  hypocrisy  and  the  way  in 
which,  when  it  dawned  upon  her,  her  own  faith  had  melted  from 
her ;  and  she  pondered  on  the  difference  it  would  have  made  if 
only  she  had  been  married  early  just  to  a  good  man.  It  would 
not  have  been  necessary  for  her  to  have  loved  him — not  with  pas- 
sion— only  to  have  relied  upon  him.  Some  one  to  trust  she  craved 
for  more  than  some  one  to  love  ;  yet  she  allowed  that  a  loveless 
marriage  is  a  mock  marriage.  She  did  not  regret  the  loss  of  her 
conventional  faith,  but  she  wished  she  could  join  the  congrega- 
tion just  for  the  human  fellowship.  She  felt  the  need  of  union, 
of  some  central  station,  a  centre  of  peace,  unlike  the  Church,  the 
I  house  of  disunion.     Without  knowing  it  she  leaned  to  Quaker- 

/  Catholicism,  the  name  assumed  for  her  religious  principles  by 
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Caroline  Fox — Quaker-Catholicism  having  direct  spiritual  teach- 
ing for  its  distinctive  dogma. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  about  ? "  Arthur  Brock  said  suddenly 
from  the  bed. 

Beth  started.    She  thought  he  was  asleep. 

"God,"  she  said,  with  a  gasp;  "and  going  to  church,"  she 
added,  laughing  at  her  own  abruptness.  *'  I  was  wanting  a 
church  to  go  to." 

"  You  don't  belong  to  the  Established  Church,  then  ? "  he  said. 
"  Well,  I  don't  go  to  church  myself,  but  I  make  a  difference  on 
Sundays.  I  don't  work  and  I  read  another  kind  of  book.  It  is 
my  day  for  the  plains  of  heaven.  I  should  like  to  be  there  all 
the  time  if  I  could  manage  it ;  but  I  can't,  not  being  a  monk  in  a 
cell.  When  I  can  I  make  the  ascent,  however,  with  the  help  of 
the  books  that  take  one  there." 

"  I  used  to  read  religious  book,  too,"  said  Beth ;  "  but  I  found 
little  illumination  in  them,  most  of  them  being  but  the  dry  husks 
of  the  subject,  uninformed  of  the  spirit,  containing  no  vital  spark, 
and  stained  with  blood." 

"  How  ? "  he  exclaimed. 

"  This  God  of  the  Hebrews,"  Beth  began,  looking  dreamily  into 
the  fire — **  what  is  his  history  ?  He  loved  cruelty  and  bloodshed. 
The  innocent  animals  first  suffered  in  his  service ;  but,  not  con- 
tent with  that,  he  went  from  bad  to  worse,  as  men  do,  and  ended 
by  demanding  human  sacrifice — the  sacrifice  of  his  own  son.  And 
for  that  specially  we  are  required  to  adore  him,  although  it  must 
be  clear  to  the  commonest  capacity  to-day  that  the  worship  of  such 
a  deity  is  devil  worship.  I  do  not  say  there  is  no  God— I  only 
say  this  is  not  God — this  blood  lover,  this  son  slayer,  this  blind 
omniscience,  this  impotent  omnipotence,  this  merciful  cruelty, 
this  meek  arrogance,  this  peaceful  combatant ;  this  is  not  God, 
but  man.  The  mind  of  man  wars  with  the  works  of  God  to  mar 
them.  Man  tried  to  make  us  believe  that  he  is  made  in  the  image 
of  God ;  but  what  happened  was  just  the  reverse.  Man  was  of  a 
better  nature  originally,  a  more  manifold  nature.  He  had  intel- 
lect for  a  toy  to  play  with  on  earth,  and  spirit  for  a  power  to  help 
him  to  heaven.  But  instead  of  toiling  to  strengthen  his  spirit,  he 
preferred  to  play  with  his  intellect,  and  he  played  until  he  became 
so  expert  in  the  use  of  it,  and  so  interested  in  the  game,  that  he 
forgot  his  origin.  And  then  it  was  that  he  projected  an  image  of 
himself  into  space,  and  was  so  delighted  with  his  own  appearance 
from  that  point  of  view  that  he  called  it  God,  and  fell  down  and 
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worshipped  it.  If  you  would  underetand  man,  consider  God ;  if 
you  would  know  his  God,  study  man." 

Arthur  Brock  reflected  for  a  little. 
•  "  What  you  say  sounds  real  smart,"  he  said  at  last ;  "  and 
there's  a  kind  of  glamour  in  your  words  that  dazzles  and  prevents 
one  seeing  just  how  much  they  mean  at  first.  It  is  true  that  re- 
ligion culminates  in  human  sacrifice  both  here  and  in  Africa,  and 
for  I'efinement  of  horror,  we  have  here  the  literal  bloody  sacrifice 
of  a  son  by  his  father.  But  that  is  not  God,  as  you  say — that  is  the 
ultimate  of  the  priest.  And  the  priest  is  the  same  at  all  times,  in 
all  ages,  beneath  all  veneers  of  civilization.  His  credit  depends 
ji  upon  a  pretence  to  power.    He  is  not  an  humble  seeker  after  truth, 

but  a  bigoted  upholder  of  error ;  and  an  impudent  time  server. 
He  destroys  the  scientific  discoverer  in  one  age ;  in  the  next  he 
finds  his  own  existence  is  threatened  because  he  refuses  to  ac- 
knowledge that  the  discoverer  was  right ;  then  he  confesses  the 

^  truth,  and  readjusts  his  hocus-pocus  to  suit  it.    He  does  not  ask 

us  to  pin  our  faith  to  fancies  which  seem  real  to  a  child  in  its  in- 

I  fancy,  yet  he  would  have  us  credulous  about  those  which  were 

the  outcome  of  the  intellectual  infancy  of  the  race.  What  he 
can't  get  over  in  himself  is  the  absence  of  any  sense  of  humour. 
I'm  real  sorry  for  him  at  times,  and  I  tell  him  so." 

Beth  smiled.     "  I  could  not  be  so  kindly  courteous,"  she  said. 
'*  Some  things  make  me  fierce.    The  kingdom  of  heaven  is — or  is 

■  not — within  us,  I  believe ;  and  half  the  time  I  know  it  is  not  in 

me,  because  there  is  no  room  for  anything  in  me  but  the  hate 
and  rage  that  rend  me  for  horror  of  all  the  falsehood,  injustice, 

,  and  misery  I  know  of  and  can  not  prevent.    A  sense  of  humour 

would  save  the  Church,  perhaps ;  but  I'm  too  sore  to  see  it.  All  I 
can  say  is,  your  religion  to  me  is  horrifying — human  sacrifice  and 
devil  worship,  survivals  from  an  earlier  day  welded  on  to  our 
own  time,  and  assorting  ill  with  it.  I  would  not  accept  salvation 
at  the  hands  of  such  futile  omnipotence,  such  cruel  mercy,  such 
blood-stained  justice.  The  sight  of  suffering  was  grateful  to  man 
.    when  the  world  was  young,  as  it  still  is  to  savages ;  but  we  revolt 

j  from  it  now.    The  saved  would  not  be  happy  in  heaven,  as  they 

were  said  to  be  in  the  old  tales,  within  sight  of  the  sinners  suffer- 

-  ing  in  hell." 

""  Which  is  to  say  that  there  is  more  of  Christ  in  us  now  than 

':  there  was  in  the  days  of  old,"  he  said,  speaking  dispassionately, 

and  with  the  confident  deliberation  of  one  who  takes  time  to 
think.    "  I  believe  those  old  tales  were  founded  on  muddle-headed 
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confusion  of  mind  in  the  days  when  dreams  were  as  real  to  man- 
kind as  the  events  of  life.  There  are  obscure  tribes  still  on  earth 
who  can  not  distinguish  between  what  they  have  done  and  what 
they  have  only  dreamed  they  did,  and  probably  every  race  has 
gone  through  that  stage  of  development.  I  don't  know  if  exces- 
sive piety  be  a  disease  of  the  nerves,  as  some  say,  although  what 
is  piety  in  one  generation  does  appear  to  he  perversity  in  the  next, 
as  witness  the  sons  of  the  clergy  and  other  children  of  pious  peo- 
ple, who  don't  answer  to  expectation,  as  a  rule.  And  I  don't  go 
much  on  churches,  or  creeds,  or  faith  in  this  personality  or  that. 
The  old  ideas  have  lost  their  hold  upon  me  as  they  have  upon 
you  ;  but  that  is  no  reason  why  we  should  give  up  the  old  truths 
that  have  been  in  the  world  for  all  time,  the  positive  right  and 
wrong,  which  are  facts,  not  ideas.  I  believe  that  there  is  good 
and  evil,  that  the  one  is  at  war  with  the  other  always ;  and  that 
good  can  do  no  evil,  evil  no  good.  I've  got  beyond  all  the 
dogma  and  fiddle-faddle  of  the  intellect  with  which  the  Church 
has  overlaid  the  spirit,  and  all  the  ceremonial  so  useful  and  neces- 
sary for  individual  souls  in  early  stages  of  development.  I  used 
to  think  if  I  could  find  a  religion  with  no  blood  in  it  I  would 
embrace  it.  Now  I  feel  sure  that  it  does  not  matter  what  the  ex- 
pression of  our  religious  nature  is  so  that  it  be  religious.  Religion 
is  an  attitude  of  mind,  the  attitude  of  prayer,  which  includes  rev- 
erence for  things  holy,  and  deep  devotion  to  them.  I  would  not 
lose  that  for  anything — the  right  of  appeal.  But  now  when  I 
think  of  our  Father  in  heaven  I  do  not  despise  our  mother  earth." 

Beth  sat  some  time  looking  thoughtfully  into  the  fire.  "  Go  to 
sleep,"  she  said  at  last  abruptly.  ''  You  ought  not  to  be  talking 
at  this  time  of  night." 

"  I  wish  you  would  go  to  sleep  yourself,"  he  said,  as  he  settled 
himself  obediently,  "  for  I  lose  half  the  comfort  of  being  saved 
while  you  sit  up  there  suffering  for  me." 

The  expression  was  not  too  strong  for  the  strain  Beth  had  to 
put  upon  herself  in  those  days,  for  she  had  no  help.  Ethel  Maud 
Mary  and  Gwendolen  felt  for  her  and  her  patient,  as  they  said ;  but 
there  of  necessity  their  kindness  ended.  The  other  lodgers  kept 
Gwendolen  forever  running  to  and  fro ;  each  seemed  to  think  she 
had  nobody  else  to  look  after,  and  it  was  seldom,  indeed,  that  any 
of  them  noticed  her  weariness  or  took  pity  on  her.  Beth  did 
everything  for  herself — fetched  the  coals  from  the  cellar,  the  water 
from  the  bathroom,  swept  and  dusted,  cleaned  the  grate,  ran  out 
to  do  the  shopping,  and  returned  to  do  the  cooking  and  mending. 
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Ethel  Maud  Mary  stole  the  time  to  run  up  occasionally  to  show 
sympathy,  but  her  own  poor  little  hands  were  overfull,  what  with 
her  mother  ill  in  bed,  both  ends  to  be  made  to  meet,  and  lodgers 
uncertain  in  money  matters.  She  lost  all  her  plumpness  that 
winter,  her  roseleaf  complexion  faded  to  the  colour  of  dingy  wax, 
and  her  yellow  hair,  so  brightly  burnished  when  she  had  time  to 
brush  it,  became  touzled  and  dull,  but  her  heart  beat  as  bravely 
kind  as  ever,  and  she  never  gave  in. 

She  climbed  up  one  day  in  a  hurry  to  Mr.  Brock's  room,  which 
Beth  occupied,  snatching  a  moment  to  make  inquiries  and  receive 
j  •  comfort ;  and  as  soon  as  she  entered  she  subsided  suddenly  on  to  a 

|r  chair,  out  of  breath. 

**  How  you  do  it  a  dozen  times  a  day.  Miss  Maclure,  I  can't 
think,"  she  gasped. 

"  Those  stairs  have  taught  me  what  servants  suffer,"  Beth  said, 
as  if  that  at  all  events  were  a  thing  for  which  to  be  thankful. 

"  You'd  not  have  driven  'em  even  if  you  hadn't  known  what 
they  suffer,"  said  Ethel  Maud  Mary.  "  That's  the  worst  of  this 
world.  All  the  hard  lessons  have  got  to  be  learned  by  the  people 
who  never  needed  them  to  make  them  good,  while  the  bad  folk 
get  off  for  nothing." 

"  I  don't  know  about  not  needing  them,"  said  Beth.    "  But  I 
do  know  this,  that  every  sorrowful  experience  I  have  ever  had 
has  been  an  advantage  to  me  sooner  or  later." 
■  "  I  wish  I  could  believe  that  ma's  temper  would  be  an  advan- 

tage to  me,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  said,  sighing ;  "  she's  that  wear- 
iug  I  But  there,  poor  dear,  she's  sick,  and  there's  no  keeping  the 
worries  from  her.  There's  only  you  and  Mr.  Brock  in  the  house 
just  now  that  pays  up  to  the  day,  so  you  may  guess  what  it  is. 
He's  getting  on  nicely  now,  I  suppose — but  you  shouldn't  be  sit- 
ting here  in  the  cold.  A  shawl  don't  make  the  difference ;  it's  the 
air  you  breathe ;  and  you  ought  to  have  your  oil  stove  going. 
Isn't  the  fire  enough  for  him  ?  I  can't  think  so  many  degrees  it 
need  be  in  his  room  always  when  there's  no  degree  at  all  in 
yours." 
;'  **  Oh,  I'm  hardy,"  said  Beth.    *'  I  never  was  better." 

*'  You  look  it,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  said  sarcastically,  *'  like  a 
pauper  just  out  of  prison.    What  are  you  worrying  about  ? " 

"  Beef  tea,"  said  Beth.    And  so  she  was,  and  bread  and  butter, 
fuel,  light,  and  lodging — everything,  in  fact,  that  meant  money, 
for  the  money  was  all  but  done,  and  she  had  had  a  shock  on  the 
j  subject  lately  that  had  shaken  her  considerably. 
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She  had  spread  out  a  newspaper  to  save  the  carpet,  and  was 
kneeling  on  the  floor  one  morning  in  front  of  the  window,  clean- 
ing and  filling  the  little  oil  stove,  and  Arthur  was  lying  content- 
edly watching  her — "superintending  her  domestic  duties,"  he 
used  to  call  it,  that  being  all  that  he  was  equal  to  in  his  extreme 
weakness  just  then. 

*'  You're  a  notable  housekeeper,"  he  said.  "  I  shouldn't  have 
expected  you  from  your  appearance  to  be  able  to  cook  and  clean 
as  you  do." 

"  I  used  to  do  this  kind  of  thing  as  a  child  to  help  a  lazy  serv- 
ant we  had,  bless  her  I "  Beth  answered.  *'  The  cooking  and  clean- 
ing she  taught  me  have  stood  me  in  good  stead." 

"  If  you  had  a  daughter,  how  would  you  bring  her  up  ? "  he 
asked. 

Beth  opened  the  piece  of  paper  with  which  she  was  cleaning 
the  oil  off  the  stove  and  regarded  it  thoughtfully.  "I  would 
bring  her  up  in  happy  seclusion  to  begin  with,"  she  said.  "  She 
should  have  all  the  joys  of  childhood  and  an  education  calculated 
to  develop  all  her  intellectual  powers  without  forcing  them,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  fit  her  for  a  thoroughly  normal  woman's  life — 
childhood,  girlhood,  wifehood,  motherhood,  each  with  its  separate 
duties  and  pleasures  all  complete.  I  would  have  her  happy  in 
each,  steadfast,  prudent,  self-possessed,  methodical,  economical ; 
and  if  she  had  the  capacity  for  any  special  achievement,  I  think 
tliat  such  an  education  would  have  developed  the  strength  of 
purpose  and  self-respect  necessary  to  carry  it  through.  I  would 
also  have  her  to  know  thoroughly  the  world  that  she  has  to  live 
in,  so  that  she  might  be  ready  to  act  with  discretion  in  any  emer- 
gency. I  should,  in  fact,  want  to  fit  her  for  whatever  might  be- 
fall her,  and  then  leave  her  in  confidence  to  shape  her  own  career. 
The  life  for  a  woman  to  long  for— and  a  man,  too,  I  think— is  a 
life  of  simple  duties  and  simple  pleasures,  a  normal  life;  but  I 
only  call  that  life  normal  which  is  suited  to  the  requirements  of 
the  woman's  individual  temperament." 

"  You  don't  clamour  for  more  liberty,  then  ? " 

"  It  depends  upon  w^hat  you  mean  by  that.  The  cry  for  more 
liberty  is  sometimes  the  cry  of  the  cowardly  anxious  to  be  excused 
from  their  share  of  the  duties  and  labours  of  life ;  and  it  is  also  apt 
to  be  a  cry  not  for  liberty,  but  for  license.    One  must  discriminate." 

*'  But  liow  ? " 

"  By  the  character  and  principles  of  the  people  you  have  to 
deal  with — obviously." 
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She  had  lighted  her  little  oil  stove  by  this  time  and  set  a  sauce- 
pan of  water  on  it  to  boil.  Then  she  fetched  a  chopping  board 
and  a  piece  of  raw  beefsteak,  which  she  proceeded  to  cut  up  into 
dice  and  put  into  a  stone  jar  until  it  was  crammed  full.  Her  sen- 
sitive mouth  showed  some  shrinking  from  the  rawness,  and  her 
white  fingers  were  soon  dyed  red ;  but  she  prepared  the  meat  none 
the  less  carefully  for  that.  When  the  jar  was  filled  and  the  con- 
tents seasoned,  she  put  it  in  the  pot  on  the  stove  for  the  heat  to 
extract  the  juice. 

"  What  is  it  going  to  be  to-day  ? "  he  asked. 
"  Beef  jelly,"  she  said.    "  You  must  be  tired  of  beef  tea." 
\*\  *'  I'm  tired  of  nothing  you  do  for  me,"  he  rejoined.     "  This  is 

:  the  homiest  time  I've  had  in  England." 

'  Beth  smiled.    In  spite  of  poverty,  anxiety,  and  fatigue,  it  was 

the  "  homiest  time  "  she  had  had  since  Aunt  Victoria's  death,  and 

j  she  loved  it.    Now  that  she  had  some  one  she  could  respect  and 

"':  care  for  dependent  on  her,  whose  every  look  and  word  expressed 

!  appreciation  of  her  devotion,  the  time  never  hung  heavily  on  her 

i  hands,  as  it  used  to  do  in  the  married  days  that  had  been  so  long 

in  the  living.     It  was  all  as  congenial  as  it  was  new  to  her,  this 

close  association  with  a  man  of  the  highest  character  and  the 

most  perfect  refinement.    She  had  never  before  realized  that  there 

could  be  such  men,  so  heroic  in  suffering,  so  unselfish,  and  so 

-J  good ;  and  this  discovery  had  stimulated  her  strangely — filled  her 

with  hope,  strengthened  her  love  of  life,  and  made  everything 

;  seem  worth  while. 

She  went  on  with  her  work  in  silence  after  that  last  remark  of 
his,  and  he  continued  to  watch  her  with  all  an  invalid's  interest 
in  the  little  details  of  his  narrow  life. 

"  It  would  be  a  real  relief  to  me  to  be  able  to  get  up  and  do  all 
that  for  you,"  he  finally  observed.    *'  I  don't  feel  much  of  a  man 
lying  here  and  letting  you  work  for  me." 
"This  is  woman's  work,"  Beth  said. 

"  Woman's  work  and  man's  work  are  just  anything  they  can 
do  for  each  other,"  he  rejoined.  "  I  wonder  if  I  should  get  on 
any  quicker  with  a  change  of  treatment.  Resignation  is  gener- 
ally prescribed  for  rheumatism,  and  a  variety  of  drugs  which  dis- 
tract attention  from  the  seat  of  pain  to  other  parts  of  the  person, 
and  so  relieve  the  mind.  My  head  is  being  racked  just  now  by 
that  last  dose  I  took.  I  should  like  to  try  Salisbury." 
"  What  is  Salisbury  ? "  Beth  asked. 
"Principally   beef   and' hot   water   to   begin  with,"   he   re- 
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plied.      "You'll  find  a  little  work  on  the  subject  among  my 
books." 

Beth  read  the  volume  and  then  said:  "You  shall  try  Salis- 
bury.   It  is  easy  enough." 

"Yes,"  he  answered.  "It  is  easy  enough  with  a  nurse  like 
you." 

But  in  order  to  carry  out  the  treatment  some  things  had  to  be 
bought,  and  this  led  to  the  discovery  which  was  a  shock  to  Beth. 
Arthur's  income  depended  principally  upon  the  pictures  he  sold, 
and  no  more  money  came  in  after  he  was  laid  low.  He  had  had 
some  by  him,  but  not  nearly  so  much  as  he  supposed,  and  it  was 
all  gone  now  in  spite  of  the  utmost  economy  on  Beth's'  part.  Her 
own,  too,  was  running  short ;  but  she  had  not  troubled  about  that, 
because  she  still  had  some  of  her  secret  hoard  to  fall  back  upon. 
She  had  left  it  in  one  of  the  boxes  which  were  sent  on  after  her 
from  Slane — a  box  which  she  had  not  opened  until  now,  when  she 
wanted  the  money.  The  money,  however,  was  not  there.  She 
searched  and  searched,  but  in  vain ;  all  she  found  was  the  little 
bag  that  had  contained  it.  She  was  stunned  by  the  discovery, 
and  sat  on  the  floor  for  a  little,  with  the  contents  of  the  box  all 
scattered  about  her,  trying  to  account  for  her  loss.  Then  all  at 
once  a  vision  of  Maclure,  as  she  had  seen  him  on  one  occasion 
with  the  bunch  of  duplicate  keys,  peering  into  her  dress  basket 
with  horrid  intentness,  flashed  before  her;  but  she  banished  it 
resolutely  with  the  inevitable  conclusion  to  which  it  pointed. 
She  would  not  allow  her  mind  to  be  sullied  by  such  a  suspicion. 
And  as  to  the  money,  since  it  was  lost,  why  should  she  waste  her 
time  worrying  about  it  ?  She  had  better  set  herself  to  consider 
how  to  procure  some  more.  She  had  still  some  of  Arthur  Brock's ; 
but  that  she  kept  that  she  might  be  able  to  tell  him  truthfully 
that  it  was  not  all  done  when  he  asked  about  it — a  pious  fraud 
which  relieved  his  mind  and  kept  him  from  retarding  his  recov- 
ery by  attempting  to  begin  work  again  before  he  was  fit  for  it. 
What  money  she  had  of  her  own  would  last  but  a  little  longer, 
and  how  to  get  more  was  the  puzzle. 

Her  evening  dresses  had  been  in  the  box  which  she  had  just  un- 
packed, and  while  she  was  still  sitting  on  the  floor  among  them, 
cogitating,  Ethel  Maud  Mary  came  into  the  attic  out  of  breath  to 
ask  how  she  was  getting  on. 

"Why,"  she  exclaimed,  in  admiration  of  Beth's  finery,  "you've 
got  some  clothes !  They'd  fetch  something,  those  frocks,  if  you 
sold  them." 
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[  "  Then  tell  me  where  to  sell  them,  for  money  I  must  have," 

Beth  rejoined  precipitately. 

'*  And  it's  no  use  keeping  gowns  ;  they  only  go  out  of  fashion," 

j'i  Ethel  Maud  Mary  suggested,  as  if  she  thought  Beth  should  have 

I  an  excuse.     "  Gwendolen  would  manage  it  best.    She's  great  at  a 

bargain,  and  there's  a  place  not  far  from  here.    I'd  begin  with  the 

worst,  if  I  was  you." 

'*  Advise  me,  then,  there's  a  dear,"  said  Beth,  and  Ethel  Maud 
Mary  knelt  down  beside  her  and  proceeded  to  advise. 

Only  a  few  shillings  was  the  result  of  the  first  transaction  ;  but 
the  better  dresses  had  good  trimmings  on  them  and  real  lace, 
which  fetched  something,  as  Ethel  Maud  Mary  declared  it  would, 
if  sold  separately ;  so,  with  the  strictest  self-denial,  Beth  was  still 
able  to  pay  her  way  and  provide  for  the  sick  man's  necessities. 

From  the  time  she  put  him  on  the  Salisbury  treatment  he  suf- 
fered less  and  began  to  gain  strength  ;  but  the  weather  continued 
severe,  and  Beth  suffered  a  great  deal  herself  from  exposure  and 
cold  and  privations  of  all  kinds.  She  used  to  be  so  hungry  some- 
times that  she  hurried  past  the  provision  shops  when  she  had  to 
go  out  lest  she  should  not  be  able  to  resist  the  temptation  to  go 
in  and  buy  good  food  for  herself.  If  her  sympathy  with  the  poor 
could  have  been  sharpened,  it  would  have  been  that  winter  by  some 
of  the  sights  she  saw.  Sometimes  she  was  moved  by  pity  to  wrath 
and  rebellion,  as  on  one  occasion  when  she  was  passing  a  house 
where  there  had  evidently  been  a  fashionable  wedding.  The  road 
in  front  of  the  house  and  the  red  cloth  which  covered  the  steps 
and  pavement  were  thickly  strewed  with  rice,  and  on  this  a  band 
of  starving  children  had  pounced,  and  were  scraping  it  up  with 
their  bony  claws  of  hands,  clutching  it  from  each  other,  fighting 
for  it,  and  devouring  it  raw,  while  a  supercilious  servant  looked 
on  as  though  he  were  amused.  Beth's  heart  was  wrung  by  the 
sight,  and  she  hurried  by,  cursing  the  greedy  rich  who  wallow  in 
luxury,  while  children  starve  in  the  streets. 

In  a  squalid  road  she  had  often  to  cross  there  was  a  butcher's 
shop  where  great  sides  of  good  red  beef  with  yellow  fat  were 
hung  in  the  doorway.  Coming  home  one  evening  after  dark  she 
noticed  in  front  of  her  a  gaunt  little  girl  who  carried  a  baby  on 
her  arm  and  was  dragging  a  small  child  along  by  the  hand. 
When  they  came  to  the  butcher's  shop  they  stopped  to  look  up  at 
the  great  sides  of  beef,  and  the  younger  child  stole  up  to  one  of 
them,  laid  her  little  hand  upon  it  caressingly,  then  kissed  it.  The 
butcher  came  out  and  ordered  them  off,  and  Beth  pursued  her 
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way  through  the  mire  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  She  had  suffered 
temptation  herself  that  same  evening.  She  had  to  pass  an  Italian 
eating  house  where  she  used  to  go  sometimes  before  she  had  any 
one  depending  on  her,  to  have  a  two-shilling  dinner,  a  good  meal, 
decently  served.  Now,  when  she  was  always  hungry,  this  was 
one  of  the  places  she  had  to  hurry  past ;  but  even  when  she  did 
not  look  at  it  she  thought  about  it,  and  was  tormented  by  the  de- 
sire to  go  in  and  eat  enough  just  for  once.  Visions  of  thick  soup 
and  fried  fish  with  potatoes  and  roast  beef  with  salad  whetted  an 
appetite  that  needed  no  whetting,  and  made  her  suffer  an  ache  of 
craving  scarcely  to  be  controlled.  That  day  had  been  a  particu- 
larly hungry  one.  The  coffee  was  done,  every  precious  tea  leaf 
she  had  to  husband  for  Arthur ;  and  the  butter  had  also  to  be  care- 
fully economized,  because  a  great  deal  was  required  for  his  crisp 
toast,  which  was  unpalatable  without  it.  Beth  lived  principally 
on  the  crusts  she  cut  off  the  toast.  When  they  were  very  stale 
she  steeped  them  in  hot  water  and  sweetened  them  with  brown 
sugar.  This  mess  reminded  her  of  Aunt  Victoria's  bread  pud- 
dings and  the  happy  summer  when  they  lived  together,  and  she 
learned  to  sit  upright  on  Chippendale  chairs.  She  would  like  to 
have  talked  to  Aii-hur  of  those  tender  memories,  but  she  could 
not  trust  herself,  being  weak ;  the  tears  were  too  near  the  surface. 

That  day  she  had  turned  against  her  crusts,  even  with  sugar, 
and  had  felt  no  hunger  until  she  got  out  into  the  air,  when  an 
imperious  craving  for  food  seized  upon  her  suddenly,  and  she 
made  for  the  Italian  restaurant  as  if  she  had  been  driven.  The 
moment  she  got  uiside  the  place,  however,  she  recovered  her  self- 
possession.  She  would  die  of  hunger  rather  than  spend  two 
precious  shillings  on  herself  while  there  was  that  poor  boy  at 
home  suffering  in  silence,  gratefully  content  with  the  poorest 
fare  she  brought  him,  always  making  much  of  all  she  did. 

Beth  got  no  farther  than  the  counter. 

''  I  want  something  savoury  for  an  invalid,"  she  said. 

That  evening,  for  the  first  time,  Arthur  sat  up  by  the  fire  in 
the  grandfather's  chair  with  a  blanket  round  him,  and  enjoyed  a 
dainty  little  feast  which  had  been  especially  provided,  as  he  un- 
derstood, in  honour  of  the  event. 

"  But  why  won't  you  have  some  yourself  ? "  he  remonstrated. 

*'  Well,  you  see,"  Beth  answered,  "  I  went  to  the  Italian  restau- 
rant when  I  was  out'* 

"  Oh,  did  you  ? "  he  said.  "  That's  right.  I  wish  you  would  go 
every  day  and  have  a  good  hot  meal.    Will  you  promise  me  ? " 
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"  I'll  go  every  day  that  I  possibly  can,"  Beth  answered,  smiling 

brightly  as  she  saw  him  fall-to  contentedly  with  the  appetite  of 

a  tlu'iving  convalescent.    Praxitising  pious  frauds  upon  him  had 

become  a  confirmed  habit  by  this  time,  of  which  she  should  have 

l!;  been  ashamed ;  but  instead,  she  felt  a  satisfying  sense  of  artistic 

.:';  accomplishment  when  they  answered,  and  was  only  otherwise 

I  affected  with  a  certain  wonderment  at  the  very  slight  and  subtle 

!  difference  there  is  between  truth  and  falsehood  as  conveyed  by 

I  the  turn  of  a  phrase. 

: ..  I  But  now  the  money  ran  shorter  and  shorter  ;  she  had  nothing 

) ;  much  left  to  sell,  and  it  was  a  question  whether  she  could  possi- 

|i'  bly  hold  out  until  her  half  year's  dividend  was  due.    Perhaps  the 

old  lawyer  would  let  her  anticipate  it  for  once.    She  wrote  and 

asked  him.    But  while  she  was  waiting  for  a  reply  the  pressure 

became  acute. 

Out  of  doors  one  day,  walking  along  dejectedly,  wondering 
what  she  should  do  when  she  came  to  her  last  shilling,  her  eye 
rested  on  a  placard  in  the  window  of  a  fashionable  hairdresser's 
shop,  and  she  read  mechanically,  A  Good  Price  given  for 
Fine  Hair.  She  passed  on,  however,  and  was  halfway  down  the 
street  before  it  occurred  to  her  that  her  own  hair  was  of  the 
finest ;  but  the  moment  she  thought  of  it  she  turned  back,  and 
walked  into  the  hairdresser's  shop  in  a  businesslike  way  without 
:  :|  hesitation.    A  gentleman  was  sitting  beside  the  counter  at  one 

1 !  end  of  the  shop,  waiting  to  be  attended  on ;  Beth  took  a  seat  at 

the  other  end,  and  waited,  too.  She  sat  there,  deep  in  thought 
and  motionless,  until  she  was  roused  by  somebody  saying,  ''  What 
can  I  do  for  you,  miss  ?  '* 

Then  she  looked  up  and  saw  the  proprietor — a  man  with  a 
kindly  face. 

"  Can  I  speak  to  you  for  a  moment  ? "  she  asked. 
"  Come  this  way,  if  you  please,"  he  replied,  after  a  glance  at 
her  glossy  dark-brown  hair  and  shabby  gloves. 

When  she  went  in  that  day  Arthur  uttered  an  exclamation. 
'*Do  you  mean  to  say  you've  had  your  hair  cut  short?"  he 
asked,  speaking  to  her  almost  roughly.     "  Are  you  going  to  join 
the  unsexed  crew  that  shriek  on  platforms  ? " 

"  I  don't  know  any  unsexed  crew  that  shriek  on  platforms," 
she  answered ;  "  and  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  taking  the  tone 
of  cheap  journalism.  There  has  been  nothing  in  the  woman 
movement  to  unsex  women  except  the  brutalities  of  the  men  who 
oppose  them." 
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He  coloured  somewhat,  but  said  no  more,  only  sat  looking 
into  the  fire  with  an  expression  on  his  face  that  cut  Beth  to  the 
quick.  It  was  the  first  cloud  that  had  come  to  overshadow  the 
perfect  sympathy  of  their  intercourse.  She  was  getting  his  tea  at 
the  moment,  and  when  it  was  ready  she  put  it  beside  him  and  re- 
tired to  his  attic,  which  she  occupied,  and  looked  at  herself  in  the 
glass  for  the  first  time  since  she  liad  sacrificed  her  pretty  hair. 
At  the  first  glance  she  laughed ;  then  her  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
and  she  threw  herself  on  the  bed  and  sobbed  silently,  not  because 
she  regretted  her  hair,  but  because  he  was  hurt,  and  for  once  she 
had  no  comfort  to  give  him. 

Just  after  she  left  him  an  artist  friend  of  his,  Gresham  Powell, 
came  in  casually  to  look  him  up,  and  was  surprised  to  find  he 
had  been  so  ill. 

**  I  missed  you  about,"  he  said ;  "  but  I  thought  you  had  shut 
yourself  up  to  work.    Who's  been  looking  after  you  ? " 

Brock  gave  him  the  history  of  his  illness. 

Powell  shook  his  liead  when  he  heard  of  Beth's  devotion. 

"  Take  care,  my  boy,"  he  said.  "  The  girls  you  find  knocking 
about  town  in  these  sort  of  places  are  not  desirable  associates  for 
a  promising  young  man.  They're  worse  than  the  regular  bad 
ones — more  likely  to  trap  you,  you  know,  especially  when  you're 
shorn  of  your  strengtli  and  have  good  reason  to  be  grateful.  You 
might  think  you  were  rewarding  her  by  marrying  her,  but  you'd 
find  your  mistake.  Look  at  Simpson  I  Could  a  man  have  done  a 
girl  a  worse  turn  than  he  did  when  he  married  Florrie  Crone  ? 
They  haven't  a  thought  in  common  except  when  he's  ill  and  she 
nurses  him ;  but  a  man  can't  be  always  getting  ill  in  order  to 
keep  in  touch  with  his  wife.  I  don't  know,  of  course,  what  this 
girl's  like ;  but  half  of  them  are  adventuresses  bent  on  marrying 
gentlemen.    Is  she  a  clergyman's  daughter,  by  any  chance  ? " 

*'  I  know  nothing  about  her  but  her  name,"  Brock  answered 
coldly.    *'  She  has  never  tried  to  excite  sympathy  in  any  way." 

"  Well,  they  are  of  all  kinds,  of  course,"  said  Powell  temper- 
ately. '' But  you'd  better  break  away  in  any  case.  Nothing  will 
set  you  up  so  soon  as  a  change.  Come  with  me.  I'm  going  into 
the  country  to  see  the  spring  come  in  and  the  fruit  trees  flowei 
and  to  hear  the  nightingales.    I  know  a  lovely  spot    Come ! " 

"  I'll  think  about  it,  and  let  you  know,"  Arthur  Brock  an- 
swered to  get  rid  of  him. 

When  he  had  gone  Beth  appeared.    To  please  Arthur  she  had 
covered  her  cropped  head  with  a  white-muslin  mob  cap,  bound 
86 
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round  with  a  pale-pink  ribbon,  and  put  on  a  high  ruffle  and  a 
!ii|  large  white  apron,  in  which  she  looked  pretty  and  prim,  like  a 

X  sweet  little  Puritan,  in  spite  of  the  pale-pink  vanity ;  and  Arthur 

''I  * 

ilj  smiled  when  he  saw  her,  but  afterward  grumbled:   "Why  did 

I  you  cut  your  pretty  hair  off  ?     I  shouldn't  have  thought  you 
}  could  do  such  a  tasteless  thing.'* 

J!  Beth  knelt  down  beside  his  chair  to  mend  the  fire,  and  then 

j  she  began  to  tidy  the  hearth. 

;  *'  Am  I  not  the  same  person  ? "  she  asked. 

\  "No,  not  quite,"  he  answered.     "You  have  set  up  a  doubt 

where  all  was  settled  certainty." 

She  had  taken  off  the  gloves  she  wore  to  do  the  grate,  and  was 
about  to  pull  herself  up  from  her  knees  by  the  arm  of  his  chair 
when  he  spoke,  but  paused  to  ponder  his  words.  It  was  with  her 
left  hand  that  she  had  grasped  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  he  hap- 
pened to  notice  it  particularly  as  it  rested  there. 

"  You  wear  a  wedding  ring,  I  see,"  he  remarked.     "  Do  you 
:  find  it  a  protection  ? " 

,j  "I  never  looked  at  it  in  that  light,"  she  answered.     "In  this 

i  vale  of  tears  I  have  a  husband.    That  is  why  I  wear  it." 

I  There  was  a  perceptible  pause,  then  he  asked  with  an  effort, 

:  "  Where  is  your  husband  ? " 

;.  "  At  home,  I  suppose,"  said  Beth,  her  voice  growing  strident 

with  dislike  of  the  subject.     "  We  do  not  correspond.    He  wishes 
■■ :  to  divorce  me." 

1  "  And  what  shall  you  do  if  he  tries  ? "  Brock  asked. 

"  Nothing,"  she  replied,  and  was  for  leaving  him  to  draw  his 

I I  own  conclusions,  but  changed  her  mind.    "  Shall  I  tell  you  the 
! '  story  ? "  she  said,  after  a  while. 

"  No,  don't  tell  me,"  he  rejoined  quickly.  "  Your  past  is  noth- 
ing to  me.  Nothing  that  you  may  have  done  and  nothing  that 
you  may  yet  do  can  alter  my  feeling,  my  respect  for  you.  As  [ 
have  known  you,  so  will  you  always  be  to  me — the  sweetest,  kind- 
est friend  I  ever  had,  the  best  woman  I  ever  knew." 
,  Men  are  monotonous  creatures.     Given  a  position,  and  ninety- 

nine  out  of  a  hundred  will  come  to  the  same  conclusion  about  it, 
only  by  diverse  methods,  according  to  their  prejudices ;  and  this 
is  especially  the  case  when  women  are  in  question.  Woman  is 
generally  out  of  focus  in  the  mind  of  man ;  he  sees  her  less  as 
she  is  than  as  she  ought  or  ought  not  to  be.  Beth  did  not  tnank 
Arthur  Brock  for  his  magnanimity.  The  fact  that  he  should 
shrink  from  hearing  the  story  bespoke  a  doubt  that  made  his  gen- 
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erous  expressions  an  offence.  It  may  be  kind  to  ignore  the  past 
of  a  guilty  person,  but  the  innocent  ask  to  be  beard  and  judged  ; 
and  full  faith  has  no  fear  of  revelations. 

Beth  rose  from  her  knees  and  began  to  prepare  the  invalid's 
evening  meal  in  silence.  Usually  they  chattered  like  children  the 
whole  time,  but  that  evening  they  were  both  constrained.  One 
of  those  subtle  changes,  so  common  in  the  relations  of  men  aiid 
women,  had  set  in  suddenly  since  the  morning ;  they  were  not  as 
they  had  been  with  each  other,  nor  could  they  continue  together 
as  they  were ;  there  must  be  a  readjustment,  which  was  in  prepa- 
ration during  the  pause. 

*'  You  have  heard  me  speak  of  Gresham  Powell  ? "  Brock  be- 
gan at  last.  '*  He  was  here  this  afternoon.  He  thinks  I  had  better 
go  away  with  him  into  the  country  for  a  change  as  soon  as  I  can 
manage  it." 

"  It  is  a  good  idea,"  said  Beth — "  inland,  of  course ;  not  near 
the  sea  with  your  rheumatism.  I  will  get  your  things  ready  at 
once." 

This  immediate  acquiescence  depressed  him.  He  played  with 
his  supper  a  little,  pretending  to  eat  it,  then  forgot  it,  and  sat  look- 
ing sadly  into  the  fire.  Beth  watched  him  furtively,  but  once  he 
caught  her  gazing  at  him  with  concern. 

"  What's  the  matter  ? "  he  asked,  with  an  effort  to  be  cheerful. 

"  The  matter  is  the  pained  expression  in  your  eyes,"  she  an- 
swered.    **  Are  you  suffering  again  ? " 

"Just  twinges,"  he  said,  then  set  his  firm,  full  lips  resolute  to 
play  the  man. 

But  the  twinges  were  mental,  not  bodily,  and  Beth  understood. 
Their  happy  days  were  done,  and  there  was  nothing  to  be  said. 
They  must  each  go  their  own  way  now,  and  the  sooner  the  better. 
Fortunately  the  old  lawyer  had  consented  without  demur  to  let 
Beth  have  her  half  year's  dividend  in  advance,  so  that  there  was 
money  for  Arthur.  He  expressed  some  surprise  that  there  should 
be,  but  took  what  she  gave  him  without  suspicion,  and  did  not 
count  it  He  was  careless  in  money  matters,  and  had  forgotten 
what  he  had  had  when  he  was  taken  ill. 

"  You're  a  great  manager,"  he  said  to  Beth.  "  But  I  suppose 
you  haven't  paid  up  everything.  You  must  let  me  know.  It  will 
be  good  to  be  at  work  again  I  " 

*'  Yes,"  Beth  answered ;  "  but  don't  worry  about  it.  You  won't 
want  money  before  you  are  well  able  to  make  it." 

"I  wish  I  knew  for  certain  that  you  would  go  somewhere 
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yourself  to  see  the  spring  come  in,"  he  said,  looking  at  her 
wistfully. 

"  All  in  good  time,"  she  answered  in  her  sprightliest  way. 

When  the  last  morning  came  Beth  attended  to  her  usual  duties 
t;!  methodically.    She  had  made  every  arrangement  for  him,  packed 

the  things  he  was  to  take,  and  put  away  those  that  were  to  be  left 
behind.  When  the  cab  was  called  she  went  downstairs  with  him, 
and  stood  with  Ethel  Maud  Mary  and  Gwendolen  on  the  doorstep 
in  the  spring  sunshine,  smiling  and  waving  her  hand  to  him  as 
he  drove  off.  Her  last  words  to  him  were :  '*  You  will  go  home 
before  we  meet  again.  Give  my  love  to  America.  And  may  she 
ji).  send  us  many  more  such  men  I "  Beth  added,  under  her  breath. 

"  Amen  I "  Ethel  Maud  Mary  and  Gwendolen  echoed. 

When  the  cab  was  out  of  sight  Beth  turned  and  went  into  the 
house,  walking  wearily.  At  the  foot  of  the  stairs  she  looked  up 
as  if  she  were  calculating  the  distance ;  then  she  began  the  long 
ascent  with  the  help  of  the  banisters,  counting  each  step  she  took 
mechanically.  The  attic  seemed  strangely  big  and  bare  when  she 
entered  it — it  was  as  if  something  had  been  taken  away  and  left  a 
■  f  great  gap.    There  was  something  crude  and  garish  about  the  light 

in  it,  too,  which  gave  an  unaccustomed  look  to  every  familiar  de- 
tail. The  first  thing  she  noticed  was  the  chair  beside  the  fire — the 
old  grandfather's  chair  in  which  he  had  been  sitting  only  a  few 
minutes  before,  resting  after  the  effort  of  dressing — the  chair  in 
which  she  had  seen  him  sit  and  suffer  so  much  and  so  bravely. 
She  would  never  see  him  there  again,  nor  hear  his  voice — ^the 
kindest  voice  she  had  ever  heard.  At  his  worst,  it  was  always  of 
her  he  thought — of  her  comfort,  of  her  fatigue ;  but  all  that  was 
}>  over  now.    He  had  gone,  arid  there  could  be  no  return — nothing 

could  ever  be  as  it  had  been  between  them,  even  if  they  met  again ; 
but  meet  again  they  never  would,  Beth  knew,  and  at  the  thought 
she  sank  on  the  floor  beside  the  senseless  chair,  and,  resting  her 
head  against  it,  broke  down  and  cried  the  despairing  cry  of  the 
desolate,  for  whom  there  is  no  comfort  and  no  hope. 

The  fire  she  had  lighted  for  Arthur  to  dress  by  had  gone  out ; 
there  were  no  more  coals.  The  remains  of  his  breakfast  stood  on 
the  table ;  she  had  not  touched  anything  herself  as  yet.  But  she 
felt  neither  cold  nor  hunger ;  she  was  beyond  all  that.  The  chair 
was  turned  with  its  back  to  the  window,  and  as  she  cowered  be- 
side it  she  faced  the  opposite  whitewashed  wall.  A  ray  of  sun- 
shine played  upon  it — wintry  sunshine  still,  crystal  cold  and 
clear.    Beth  began  to  watch  it.    There  was  something  she  had  to 
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think  about — something  to  see  to— something  she  must  think 
about — something  she  ought  to  see  to ;  but  precisely  what  it  was 
she  could  not  grasp.  It  seemed  to  be  hovering  on  the  outskirts 
of  her  mind,  but  it  always  eluded  her.  However,  she  had  better 
not  move  for  fear  of  making  a  noise.  And  there  was  far  too 
much  noise  as  it  was — ^the  wind  rising  and  the  waves  breaking — 

All  down  the  thundering  shores  of  Bude  and  Bos 

no,  though — it  was  a  procession  of  camels  crossing  the  desert, 
and  in  the  distance  was  an  oasis  surrounded  by  palms,  and  there 
was  white  stonework  gleaming  between  the  trees  in  the  wondeif  ul 
light.  And  those  great  doors  that  opened  from  within  ?  They 
were  opening,  although  she  had  not  knocked.  She  was  expected, 
then — there — where  there  was  no*  more  weariness,  nor  care,  nor 
hunger.  But  that  was  not  where  she  wished  to  go.  No  I  No  I 
that  did  not  tempt  her. 

"  Take  me  where  I  shall  not  remember,"  she  implored." 

Poor  Beth  I  the  one  boon  she  had  to  ask  of  Heaven  at  five-and- 
twenty  was  oblivion.   "  Let  me  be  where  I  shall  forget." 

Downstairs  on  the  doorstep  Ethel  Maud  Mary  and  Gwendolen 
lingered  a  moment  before  they  turned  to  follow  Beth  into  the 
house,  and,  as  they  did  so,  they  noticed  that  a  lady  had  stopx)ed 
her  carriage  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  jumped  out  impetuously, 
and  was  running  toward  them,  regardless  of  the  traffic. 

"That  was  Mrs.  Maclure  who  was  standing  with  you  here  just 
now,  and  went  into  the  house  ? "  she  exclaimed. 

"  Mi88  Maclure,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  corrected  her. 

"  Oh,  Miss  or  Mrs.,  what  does  it  matter  ! "  the  lady  cried.  "  It 
was  Elizabeth  Caldwell  Maclure  looking  like  death — where  is  she  ? 
Take  me  to  her  at  once ! "  She  emphasized  the  request  with  an 
imperious  stamp  of  her  foot 

A  few  minutes  later  Angelica,  kneeling  on  the  attic  floor  be- 
side Beth,  cried  aloud  in  horror,  **  Why,  she's  dead  I " 


CHAPTER  LI. 

One  warm  morning  when  the  apple  trees  were  out  Arthur 
Brock  was  sitting  with  Gresham  Powell  in  the  garden  of  the  farm- 
bouse  where  they  were  lodging  in  the  country,  turning  over  a 
portfolio  full  of  Powell's  sketches ;  and  Powell  was  looking  at 
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them  over  his  shoulder  and  discussing  them  with  him.  Arthur 
had  just  come  upon  a  clever  study  of  the  head  of  a  girl  in  a  hat, 
and  was  looking  hard  at  it. 

"That's  a  study  in  starvation,"  Powell  explained.  **It's  an 
interesting  face,  isn't  it  ?  She  came  into  a  hairdresser's  one  day 
when  I  was  there,  and  sat  down  just  in  that  attitude,  and  I  sketched 
her  on  the  spot.  She  was  too  far  through  at  the  moment  to  notice 
me.  Look  at  her  pretty  hair  particularly.  You'll  see  why  in  the 
next  sketch,  which  is  the  sequel." 

Brock  took  up  the  next  sketch  hurriedly.  It  was  the  same  girl 
in  the  same  hat,  but  with  her  hair  cut  short. 

"I  asked  the  barber  fellow  about  her  when  she'd  gone," 
Gresham  pursued.  "He'd  taken  her  into  an  inner  room,  and 
when  she  came  out  she  was  cropped  like  that.  She  told  him  she 
had  come  to  her  last  shilling,  and  she  had  an  invalid  at  home 
depending  on  her  entirely ;  and  she  entreated  him  to  give  her  all 
he  could*  for  her  hair.  I  believe  the  chap  did,  too,  he  seemed  so 
moved  by  her  suif ering  and  gentleness. — What's  the  matter  ? " 

Brock  had  risen  abruptly  with  the  sketches  still  in  his  hand. 
The  colour  had  left  his  face  and  he  looked  as  pinched  and  ill  as 
he  had  done  during  the  early  days  of  his  convalescence. 

"The  matter!  "  he  ejaculated.  "I've  just  discovered  what  a 
blind  fool  I  am,  that's  the  matter ;  and  I'll  keep  these  two  studies, 
with  your  permission,  to  remind  me  of  the  fact.  Choose  among 
mine  any  you  like  instead  of  them,  old  chap  ;  but  these  you  must 
let  me  have." 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer  he  took  the  sketches  away 
with  him  into  the  house.  When  he  returned  a  short  time  after- 
ward he  was  dressed  for  a  joiu*ney  and  had  a  travelling  bag  in  his 
hand. 

"I  am  going  to  town,"  he  said,  "to  see  the  original  of  these 
sketches.  Tve  run  up  an  account  with  her  I  shall  never  be  able 
to  settle ;  but  at  all  events  I  can  acknowledge  my  debt,  dolt  that  I 
am  !  I  was  that  invalid  !  And  I  thought  myself  such  a  gentle- 
man, tool  not  counting  my  change  and  asking  no  questions — 
trusting  her  implicitly.  That  was  my  pose  from  the  day  you 
came  and  poisoned  my  mind.  Before  that  I  had  neither  trusted 
nor  distrusted,  but  just  taken  things  for  granted  as  they  came, 
beautifully.-  I  was  too  self-satisfied  even  to  suspect  that  she 
might  be  imposing  her  bounty  upon  me,  starving  herself  that  I- 
might  have  all  I  required,  and  sending  me  off  here  finally  with 
the  last  penny  she  had  in  the  world.    I  told  you  I  was  wondering' 
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she  did  not  answer  my  letters.  I  expect  she  hadn't  the  stamp. 
But  you  said  it  was  out  of  sight  out  of  mind,  and  she'd  be  trying 
it  on  with  some  one  else  in  my  absence.  If  I'd  the  strength  I'd 
thrash  you,  Gresham,  for  an  evil-minded  bounder." 

**I'll  carry  your  bag  to  tlie  station,  old  chap,"  Gresham  re- 
plied with  contrition,  "  and  take  the  thrashing  at  your  earliest 

convenience." 

Ethel  Maud  Mary  was  standing  on  the  steps  in  the  sunshine 
looking  out  when  Arthur  Brock  arrived,  just  as  she  had  stood  to 
watch  him  depart ;  but  in  the  interval  a  happy  change  had  pleas- 
antly transformed  her.  Her  golden  hair  was  brightly  burnished 
again,  her  blue  eyes  sparkled,  and  her  delicate  skin  had  recovered 
its  rose-leaf  tinge.  She  wore  a  new  frock,  a  new  ring,  a  new 
watch  and  chain,  and  there  was  a  new  look  in  her  face,  one 
might  say,  as  if  the  winter  of  care  had  passed  out  of  her  life 
with  the  snow  and  been  forgotten  in  the  spring  sunshine  of  bet- 
ter prospects. 

"  O  Mr.  Brock  I "  she  exclaimed,  "  you  back  1  But  none  too 
well  yet,  judging  by  appearances." 

"  Where  is  Mrs.  Maclure  ? "  he  demanded. 

"  I  wish  I  knew  !  "  Ethel  Maud  Mary  rejoined,  becoming  im- 
portant all  at  once.  **  She's  gone  for  good,  that's  all  I  can  tell 
you.  O  Mr.  Brock !  fancy  her  being  tiptop  all  the  time,  and  us 
not  suspecting  it,  though  I  might  have  thought  something  when 
I  saw  the  dresses  she  sold  when  you  were  ill,  only  I'd  got  the 
fashion  papers  in  my  mind,  and  didn't  know  but  what  she'd  been 
paid  in  dresses  !    Come  into  the  parlour ;  you  look  faint." 

"  You  said  she  sold  her  dresses  ? " 

"  Yes ;  sit  down,  Mr.  Brock.  A  glass  of  port  wine  is  what  you 
want,  as  she'd  say  herself  if  she  was  here ;  and  you'll  get  it  good, 
too,  for  it's  been  sent  for  ma.  My,  the  things  that  have  come ! 
Look  at  me — all  presents — everything  she  ever  heard  me  say  I'd 
like  to  have  ;  and  Gwendolen  the  same." 

She  got  out  the  wine  and  the  biscuits  irom  a  chiffonnier  as  she 
chattered  and  set  them  before  him. 

'*  Yes,  she  sold  her  dresses,  and  her  rings,  and  her  books,  and 
every  other  blessed  thing  she  possessed  except  what  had  belonged 
to  an  old  aunt  She  got  them  out,  too,  one  day,  but  cried  so  when 
it  came  to  parting  with  them  I  persuaded  her  to  wait.  I  said 
something  would  turn  up,  I  was  sure.  And  something  did,  for 
you  went  away,  and  directly  after — the  next  minute,  so  to  speak, 
for  you  were  scarcely  out  of  sight — ^a  lady  stopped  her  carriage — 
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a  fine  carriage  and  pair,  and  coacbman  and  footman,  all  silver 
mounted — and  ran  up  the  steps  in  a  great  way.  She'd  seen  Mrs. 
Maclure  go  into  the  house,  and  she  said  she'd  been  hunting  for 
her  everywhere  for  months,  and  all  her  friends  were  in  a  way 
about  her,  not  knowing  what  had  happened  to  her.  I  took  the 
lady  up  to  the  attic,  and  there  was  Mrs.  Maclure  lying  on  the 
floor  looking  like  death,  with  her  head  up  against  the  big  chair 
where  you  used  to  sit.  We  thought  she  was  dead  at  first,  but  the 
doctor  came  and  brought  her  round.  He  said  it  was  just  exhaus- 
tion from  fatigue  and  starvation." 

Arthur  Brock  uttered  an  exclamation. 

"  You  needn't  reproach  yourself,  Mr.  Brock,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary 
pursued  sympathetically.  '*  You  weren't  worse  than  the  rest  of 
us.  I  saw  her  every  day,  and  never  suspected  she  was  denying 
herself  everything,  she  was  always  so  much  the  same — happy, 
you  know,  in  her  quiet  way." 

"  Do  you  think  she  was  happy  ? "  he  groaned. 

"  Yes,  she  was  happy,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  said  simply.  "  She's 
that  disposition — contented,  you  know ;  and  she  was  happy  from 
the  first ;  but  she  was  happier  still  from  the  time  she  had  you  to 
care  for.  I'd  read  about  ladies  of  that  kind,  Mr.  Brock,  but  had 
not  seen  one  before.  It's  being  good  does  it,  I  suppose.  Do  you 
know,  she'd  not  have  told  a  lie  was  it  ever  so,  Mrs.  Maclure 
wouldn't." 

"  And  she  went  away  with  that  lady  ? "  Arthur  asked  after  a 
pause. 

"  Yes,  if  you  can  call  it  going,"  Ethel  Maud  Mary  replied ; 
"  for  the  lady  didn't  ask  her  leave,  but  just  rolled  her  up  in  wraps 
and  had  her  carried  down  to  the  carriage  and  took  her  off.  And 
that's  all  we  know  about  her.  She's  written  me  a  letter  I'd  like 
to  show  you,  and  sent  me  money,  pretending  she  owed  it  because 
I'd  let  her  have  her  attic  too  cheap.  She  sent  the  presents  after- 
ward, but  no  address.  The  lady  came  back  once  alone  and  had 
the  attic  photographed,  with  everything  arranged  just  as  Mrs. 
Maclure  used  to  have  it.  And  she  bought  all  the  things  in  it 
that  belonged  to  us,  and  had  them  and  all  Mrs.  Maclure's  own 
things  taken  away  to  keep,  she  said.  She  sat  a  long  time  in  the 
attic»  looking  at  it  just  as  if  she  was  trying  to  imagine  what  living 
in  it  was  like ;  and  she  kept  dabbing  her  eyes  with  a  little  lace 
handkerchief,  and  then  she  got  up  and  sighed  and  said,  *Poor 
Beth !  poor  Beth ! '  several  times.  She  talked  to  me  a  lot  about 
Mrs.  Maclure.    She  seemed  to  know  all  about  me,  and  treated  me 
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as  if  we'd  been  old  friends.  And  she  knew  all  about  you  too,  and 
asked  after  you  kindly.  She  said  Mrs.  Maclure  was  going  to  be  a 
great  woman — a  great  genius  or  something  of  that  sort — and  do 
a  lot  for  the  world ;  and  she  wanted  to  know  if  you'd  ever  sus- 
pected it.  I  told  her  I  thought  not.  The  two  letters  you  wrote 
she  took  to  give  Mrs.  Maclure,  so  she'd  get  them  all  right " 

"  And  see  the  particular  kind  of  fatuous  ass  I  am  set  down 
clearly  in  my  own  handwriting,"  he  said  to  himself. 

Then  he  rose.     **  I'll  just  go  up  and  look  at  the  attics/'  he  said. 

Ethel  Maud  Mary  waited  below,  and  waited  long  for  him. 
When  at  last  he  came  down  he  shook  hands  with  her,  but  with- 
out looking  at  her. 

**  I'm  going  to  find  that  lady— Mrs.  Maclure,"  he  said,  jam- 
ming his  hat  down  on  his  head,  "  if  I  have  to  spend  the  rest  of 
my  life  in  the  search." 


CHAPTER  LII. 

Beth,  surrounded  by  friends,  saw  the  spring  come  in  that  year 
at  Ilverthorpe,  and  felt  it  the  fairest  spring  she  could  remember. 
Blackbird  and  thrush  sang  in  an  ecstasy  by  day,  and  all  night 
long  the  nightingales  thrilled  in  the  happy  dusk.  She  did  not 
ask  herself  why  it  was  there  was  a  new  note  in  Nature  that  year, 
nor  did  she  trouble  herself  about  time  or  eternity.  Her  eternity 
was  the  exquisite  monotony  of  tranquil  days,  her  timekeepers  the 
spring  flowers,  the  apple  blossom  and  quince,  daffodil,  wallflower, 
lilac  and  laburnum,  the  perfumed  calycanthus,  forget-me-nots, 
pansies,  hyacinths,  lilies  of  the  valley  in  the  woods,  and  early 
roses  on  a  warm  south  wall;  and  over  all  the  lark  by  day,  and 
again  at  night  the  nightingale.  In  a  life  like  hers,  after  a  period 
of  probation,  there  comes  an  interval  of  this  kind  occasionally,  a 
pause  for  rest  and  renewal  of  strength  before  active  service  be- 
gins again. 

While  she  had  been  shut  up  with  Arthur,  seeing  no  papers  and 
hearing  no  news,  her  book  had  come  out  and  achieved  a  very 
respectable  success  for  the  sort  of  thing  it  was,  and  she  was  pleased 
to  hear  it,  but  not  elated.  The  subject  had  somehow  lapsed  from 
her  mind,  and  the  career  of  the  book  gave  her  no  more  personal 
pleasure  than  if  it  had  been  the  work  of  a  friend.  Had  it  come 
out  when  it  was  first  finished,  she  would  have  felt  differently 
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about  it ;  but  now  sbe  saw  it  as  only  one  of  the  many  things 
which  had  happened  to  her,  and  considered  it  more  as  the  old 
consider  the  works  of  their  youth,  estimating  them  in  proportion, 
as  is  the  habit  of  age,  and  moderately  rather  than  in  excess. 
For  the  truth  was  that  a  great  change  had  come  over  Beth  during 
the  last  few  months  in  respect  to  her  writing ;  her  enthusiasm  had 
singularly  cooled ;  it  had  ceased  to  be  a  pleasure  and  became  an 
effort  to  her  to  express  herself  in  that  way. 

Mr.  Alfred  Cay  ley  Pounce  had  been  looking  out  for  Beth's 
book,  and  while  waiting  for  it  to  appear  he  had,  misled  by  his 
:.,-  own  suppositions,  prepared  an  elaborate  article  upon  the  kind  of 

ffi  thing  he  expected  it  to  be.    Nothing  was  wanting  to  complete  the 

article  but  a  summary  of  the  story,  and  quotations  from  it,  for 
which  he  had  left  plenty  of  space.  He  condemned  the  book  utterly 
from  the  point  of  view  of  art,  and  for  the  silly  ignorance  of  life 
displayed  in  it,  and  the  absurd  caricatures  which  were  supposed 
to  be  people ;  he  ridiculed  the  writer  for  taking  herself  seriously 
(but  without  showing  why  exactly  she  should  not  take  herself 
seriously  if  she  chose)  ;  he  pitied  her  for  her  disappointment  when 
\  she  should  realize  where  in  literature  her  place  would  be  ;  and  he 

ended  with  a  bitter  diatribe  against  the  works  of  women  gener- 
ally as  being  pretentious,  amateur,  without  originality,  and  want- 
ing in  humour,  like  the  wretched  stuff  it  had  been  his  painful 
duty  to  expose.  Unfortunately  for  him,  however,  the  book  ap- 
peared anonymously,  and  immediately  attracted  attention  enough 
to  make  him  wish  to  discover  it,  and  before  he  found  out  that 
li  Beth  was  the  author  he  had  committed  himself  to  a  highly  eulo- 

gistic article  upon  it  in  The  Patriarch,  which  he  took  the  pre- 
caution to  sign,  that  the  coming  celebrity  might  know  to  whom 
gratitude  was  due,  and  in  which  he  declared  that  there  had  arisen 
a  new  light  of  extraordinary  promise  on  the  literary  horizon. 
The  book,  as  it  happened,  was  not  a  work  of  fiction  at  all. 


Beth  had  heard  nothing  more  from  Dr.  Maclure  and  knew 
nothing  about  him,  except  that  he  must  have  lost  his  degrading 
|,  appointment,  the  Acts  having  been  rescinded.     He  had  forwarded 

■J  none  of  the  letters  her  friends  had  addressed  to  her  at  Slane. 

t  The  Kilroys  had  endeavoured  to  obtain  her  address  from  him,  but 

H  he  denied  that  he  knew  it.    Unknown  to  her,  Mr.  Kilroy,  Mr. 

j'  Hamilton- Wells,  and  Sir  George  Galbraith  had  taken  the  best 

i  legal  advice  in  the  hope  of  getting  her  a  divorce,  but  there  was 

little  chance  of  that,  as  the  acute  mental  suffering  her  husband 
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had  caused  her  had  merely  injured  her  health  and  endangered 
her  reason,  which  does  not  amount  to  cruelty  in  the  estimation  of 
the  law.  The  matter  was  therefore  allowed  to  drop,  and  Beth  had 
not  yet  begun  to  think  of  the  future  when  one  day  she  received 
a  letter  from  Dan,  couched  in  the  most  affectionate  terms,  entreat- 
ing her  to  return  to  him. 

"  You  must  own  that  I  had  cause  for  provocation,"  he  said ;  **  but 
I  confess  that  I  was  too  hasty.  It  is  natural,  though,  that  a  man 
should  feel  it  if  his  wife  gets  herself  into  such  a  position,  however 
innocently  ;  and  the  more  he  has  trusted,  loved,  and  respected  his 
wife,  the  more  violent  will  the  reaction  be.  I  know,  however,  that 
I  have  had  my  own  shortcomings  since  we  were  married,  and 
therefore  that  I  should  make  every  allowance  for  you.  So  let  us 
be  friends,  Beth,  and  begin  all  over  again,  as  you  once  proposed. 
I  am  ready  to  leave  Slane  and  settle  wherever  you  like.  Make 
your  own  conditions ;  anything  that  pleases  you  will  please  me." 

This  letter  upset  Beth  very  much.  She  would  almost  rather 
have  had  an  action  for  divorce  brought  against  her  than  have 
been  asked  to  return  to  Daniel  Maclure. 

"  Ought  I  to  go  back  ? "  she  asked,  willing,  with  the  fatuous 
persistency  of  women  in  like  case,  to  persevere  if  it  were  thought 
right  that  she  should,  although  she  knew  pretty  well  that  the 
sacrifice  would  be  unavailing  so  far  as  he  was  concerned,  and 
would  only  entail  upon  herself  the  common  lot  of  women  so 
mated — a  ruined  constitution  and  corroded  mind. 

*'  Why  does  he  suddenly  so  particularly  wish  it  ? ''  was  the 
answer. 

The  obvious  explanation  was  indirectly  conveyed  in  a  letter 
from  her  old  lawyer.  He  had  written  to  her  in  her  London  lodg- 
ing, first  of  all,  but  the  letter  was  returned  from  the  Dead  Letter 
Office.  Then  he  had  written  to  Slane,  but  as  he  received  no  an- 
swer to  that  letter,  and  it  was  not  returned,  he  went  in  person  to 
inquii'e  about  it.  Dan  declared  that  he  knew  nothing  about  the 
letter,  or  about  Beth  either  if  she  had  left  London ;  but  he  thought 
her  intimate  friends,  the  Kilroys,  might  know  where  she  was. 
The  old  gentleman  applied  to  the  Kilroys,  and,  having  found 
Beth,  wrote  to  inform  her  that  her  Great- Aunt  Victoria  Bench's 
investments  had  recovered  at  last,  as  he  had  always  been  pretty 
sure  that  they  would,  and  she  would  accordingly,  for  the  future, 
find  herself  in  receipt  of  an  income  of  seven  or  eight  hundred 
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pounds  a  year.    Dan's  sudden  magnanimity  was  accounted  for. 
Beth  put  his  effusion  and  the  lawyer's  letter  before  her  friends, 
(|  and  asked  to  be  advised.    They  decided  unanimously  that,  on 

the  one  hand,  Dan  was  not  a  proper  person  for  her  to  live  with, 
that  no  decent  woman  could  associate  with  a  man  of  his  mind, 
habits,  and  conversation  without  suffering  injury  in  some  sort; 
while  on  the  other  they  pointed  out  that,  although  it  would  be 
nice,  it  would  not  be  good  for  Dan  to  have  the  benefit  of  Beth's 
little  income.    While  he  was  forced  to  work  he  would  have  to 
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conduct  himself  with  a  certain  amount  of  propriety ;  but  if  Beth 
relieved  him  of  the  necessity,  there  would  be  nothing  to  restrain 
him. 

This  episode  roused  Beth  from  her  tranquil  apathy,  and  made 
her  think  of  work  once  more.     But  first  she  had  to  settle  some- 
where, and  make  a  home  for  herself;  and,  although  she  had 
Jf'  ample  means  for  all  her  requirements  now,  it  was  not  an  easy 

J I  thing  to  find  the  special  conditions  on  which  she  had  set  her 

heart.  The  first  impulse  of  a  woman  of  noble  nature  is  to  be 
consistent,  to  live  up  to  all  she  professes  to  admire.  As  Beth 
grew  older,  to  live  for  others  became  more  and  more  her  ideal  of 

ij  life ;  not  to  live  in  the  world,  however,  or  to  be  of  it,  but  to  work 

for  it. 
■[;'  "I  must  be  quiet,"  she  said  to  Angelica  one  day  when  they 

were  discussing  her  future.     "  I  am  done  for  so  far  as  work  is 
concerned  when  I  come  into  contact  with  crowds.    I  want  to  live 
7^.  things  then ;  I  don't  want  to  think  about  them.    Excitement  makes 

y  me  content  to  be,  and  careless  about  doing.    My  truest  and  best 

life  is  in  myself,  and  I  can  only  live  it  in  circumstances  of  tran- 
quil monotony.  People  talk  so  much  about  making  the  most  of 
life,  but  their  attempts  are  curiously  bungling.  What  they  call 
living  is  for  the  most  part  more  pain  than  pleasure  to  them  ;  for 
the  truth  is,  that  life  should  not  be  lived  by  men  of  mind,  but  con- 
templated ;  it  is  the  spectator,  not  the  actor,  who  enjoys  and  profits. 
The  actor  has  his  moment  of  applause,  but  all  the  rest  is  misery. 
People  rush  to  great  centres  to  obtain  a  knowledge  of  life,  and  do 

I'  not  succeed,  for  there  they  see  nothing  but  broad  effects.    We 

{  find  our  knowledge  of  life  in  individuals,  not  in  crowds.    There  is 

no  more  individuality  in  a  crowd  of  people  than  there  is  in  a  flock 
of  sheep.  All  I  know  of  life,  of  its  infinite  diversity,  I  have  learned 
here  and  there  from  some  one  person  or  another  known  intimately. 

i  A  solitary  experience,  rightly  considered  in  all  its  bearings,  teaches 

us  more  than  numbers  of  those  incidents  of  which  we  see  the  sur- 
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face  only  *  in  the  joy  of  eventful  living ' ;  and,  if  the  truth  were 
known,  I  expect  it  would  be  found  that  each  one  of  us  had  obtained 
the  most  valuable  part  of  our  experience  in  such  homely  details  of 
simple  unaifected  human  nature  as  came  under  our  observation 
in  our  native  villages." 

"  Yes,"  Angelica  answered  thoughtfully  ;  "  the  looker-on  sees 
most  of  the  game.  But  I  don't  think  you  allow  enough  for  differ- 
ences of  temperament.  You  are  thinking  of  the  best  condi- 
tions for  creative  work.  You  mustn't  lose  sight  of  all  the  active 
service  that  is  going  on." 

"  No.  But  it  is  in  retirement  that  the  best  preparation  is  mado 
for  active  service  also.  And  I  was  thinking  of  active  service 
more  than  of  creative  work  just  then.  ^  The  truth,  is  I  am  in  a 
state  of  being  oppressed  by  the  thought  of  my  new.  book.  I  don't 
know  what  has  come  to  me.  I  am  all  fretty  about  it.  Writing 
has  lost  its  charm.  I  doubt  if  I  shall  ever  do  well  enough  to 
make  it  worth  while  to  write  at  all.  And  even  if  I  could,  I  don't 
think  mere  literary  success  would  satisfy  me.  I  have  tasted 
enough  of  that  to  know  what  it  would  be — a  sordid  triumph,  a 
mere  personal  thing." 

"  Ideala  does  not  think  that  it  is  necessarily  as  a  literary  wom- 
an that  you  will  succeed,"  Angelica  answered.  '*/  thought  it 
was,  because  all  the  indications  you  have  given  of  special  ca- 
pacity seem  to  me  to  lie  in  that  direction.  However,  versatile 
people  make  mistakes  sometimes.  They  don't  always  begin  with 
the  work  they  are  best  able  to  do ;  but  there  is  no  time  lost,  for 
one  thing  helps  another — one  thing  is  necessary  to  anothei*,  I 
should  say,  perhaps.  Your  writing  may  have  helped  to  perfect 
you  in  some  other  form  of  expression." 

"  You  cheer  me  ! "  Beth  exclaimed.  ''  But  what  form  ? "  She 
reflected  a  little,  and  then  she  put  the  puzzle  from  her.  "'  It  will 
come  to  me,  I  dare  say,"  she  said,  **if  I  shut  the  din  of  the  world 
far  from  me  and  sit  with  folded  hands  in  contemplation,  waiting 
for  the  moment  and  the  match  which  shall  fire  me  to  the  right 
pitch  of  enthusiasm.  Nothing  worth  doing  in  art  is  done  by 
calculation." 

*'  I  think  you  are  right  to  keep  out  of  the  crowd,"  said  An- 
gelica. "  You  will  get  nothing  but  distraction  from  without.  I 
should  take  one  of  the  privileges  of  a  great  success  to  be  the  right 
to  refuse  all  invitations  that  draw  one  into  the  social  swim.  Men 
and  women  of  high  purpose  do  not  arrive  in  order  to  be  crowded 
into  stuffy  drawing-rooms  to  be  stared  at" 
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"  My  idea  of  perfect  bliss,"  Beth  pursued,  "  when  my  work  is 
done  and  my  friends  are  not  with  me,  is  to  lie  my  length  upon  a 
cliff  above  the  sea,  listening  to  the  many-murmurous,  soothed  by 
it  into  a  sense  of  oneness  with  Nature,  till  I  seem  to  be  mixed 
with  the  elements — a  part  of  sky  and  sea  and  shore,  and  akin  to 
the  wandering  winds.  This  mood  for  my  easy  moments;  but 
give  me  work  for  my  live  delight.  I  know  nothing  so  altogether 
ecstatic  as  a  good  mood  for  work." 

"  What  you  call  work  is  power  of  expression,"  said  Angelica, 
"  the  power  to  express  something  in  yourself,  I  fancy." 

"  Ye — yes,"  Beth  answered,  hesitating,  as  if  the  notion  were 
new  to  her.  "  I  believe  you  are  right.  What  I  call  work  is  the 
effort  to  express  myself.'^ 

Mr.  Kilroy  had  come  in  while  they  were  talking,  and  sat 
listening  to  the  last  part  of  their  conversation. 

*'  I  have  just  the  sort  of  neat  little  cot  in  a  quiet  spot  with  a 
distant  view  of  the  rolling  sea  that  you  yearn  for.  Beth,"  he  said, 
smil  ing,  when  she  paused ;  "  and  I  have  come  to  ask  you  and 
Angelica  to  drive  over  with  me  to  see  it." 

"  You  mean  Ilverthorpe  Cottage,"  said  Angelica,  jumping  up. 
*'  O  Daddy,  it's  the  very  place !  Two  stories,  Beth  ;  ivy,  roses, 
jasmine,  wistaria,  without ;  and  within,  space  and  comfort  of 
every  kind — and  the  sea  in  sight !  Such  a  pretty  garden,  too ; 
grass  and  trees  and  shrubs  and  flowers !  And  near  enough  for  us 
all  to  see  you  as  often  as  you  wish.  Beth,  be  excited,  too !  I 
must  bring  my  violin,  I  think,  and  play  a  triumphant  march  on 
the  way." 

Ilverthorpe  Cottage  was  all  and  more  than  Angelica  had  said, 
and  Beth  did  not  hesitate  to  take  it.  It  was  Mr.  Kilroy's  prop- 
erty, and  the  rent  was  suspiciously  low  ;  but  Beth  supposed  that 
that  was  because  the  house  was  out  of  the  way.  She  and  An- 
gelica spent  long  happy  days  in  getting  it  ready  for  occupation, 
choosing  papers  and  paint  and  furnishments.  Mr.  Kilroy  saw  to 
the  stables,  which  he  completed  with  a  saddle  horse  and  a  pony 
carriage.  There  was  a  short  cut  across  the  fields,  a  lovely  walk, 
from  Ilverthorpe  House  to  the  cottage,  and,  when  Angelica 
could  not  accompany  her,  Beth  would  stroll  over  alone  to  see 
how  things  were  getting  on,  and  wander  about  her  little  demesne, 
and  love  it.  Outside  her  garden  in  front  of  the  house  the  high- 
road ran,  a  sheltered  highroad,  with  a  raised  footpath,  bordered 
on  either  side  with  great  trees — oak  and  elm,  chestnut  and  beech ; 
and  a  high  hawthorn  hedge  just  whitening  into  blossom.    The 
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field  paths  came  out  on  this  highroad,  down  which  she  had  to 
walk  a  few  hundred  yards  to  her  own  gate.  Day  after  day  there 
was  an  old  Irish  labourer,  a  stonebreaker,  by  the  wayside,  kneel- 
ing on  a  sack  beside  a  great  heap  of  stones,  who  gave  her  a  cheery 
good  morrow  as  she  passed.  Once  she  went  across  the  road  and 
spoke  to  him.     He  had  the  face  of  a  saint  at  his  devotions. 

"  You  kneel  there  all  day  long,''  she  said ;  "  and  as  you  kneel 
you  pray,  perhaps.  Will  you  pray  for  me  ?  Pray,  pray  that  I 
may  " — she  was  going  to  say  succeed,  but  stopped — "  that  I  may 
be  good." 

The  man  raised  his  calm  eyes  and  looked  her  in  the  face. 
"  You  are  good,  lady,"  he  said  simply. 

"  Yet  pray,"  she  entreated ;  "  and  pray  too  that  all  I  do  may 
be  good,  and  of  good  effect." 

*'A11  you  do  is  good,  lady,"  he  answered  once  more,  in  the 
same  quiet  tone  of  conviction. 

"  But  I  want  all  I  do  to  be  the  best  for  the  purpose  that  can  be 
done." 

She  put  some  money  in  his  hand,  and  turned  away ;  and  as  she 
went  he  watched  her.  She  had  touched  him  with  her  soft  glove- 
less  fingers  in  giving  him  the  money,  and  when  she  had  gone  he 
was  conscious  of  the  touch ;  it  tingled  through  him,  and  he  looked 
at  the  spot  on  which  the  impression  remained,  as  if  he  expected 
it  to  be  in  some  sort  visible. 

**Now  our  Lady  love  you,  and  the  saints  protect  you,  bless 
your  sweet  face  !  "  he  muttered ;  "  and  may  all  you  do  be  the  best 
that  can  be  done  for  every  one  !    Amen." 

A  few  months  in  her  lovely  little  house  suGBced  to  restore 
Beth's  mind  to  its  natural  attitude — ^an  attitude  of  deep  devotion. 
She  even  began  to  work  again,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  making 
herself  useful  to  her  friends  than  to  satisfy  any  ambition  or  ci'av- 
ing  of  her  own.  Whatever  she  did,  however,  she  approached  in 
the  spirit  of  the  great  musician  who  dressed  himself  in  his  best, 
and  prayed,  as  at  a  solemn  service,  when  he  shut  himself  up  to 
compose.  Beth  had  stepped  away  from  the  old  forms  by  this 
time.  She  had  escaped  from  the  bondage  of  the  letter  that  killeth 
into  the  realm  of  the  spirit  that  giveth  life.  It  is  not  faith  in  any 
particular  fetich  that  makes  a  mind  religious,  but  the  quality  of 
reverence.  Churches  Beth  had  come  to  look  upon  not  with  dis- 
trust but  with  indifference,  as  an  ineffectual  experiment  of  man's. 
She  could  find  no  evidence  of  a  holier  spirit  or  a  more  divine  one 
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in  the  Church  than  in  any  other  human  institution  for  the  propa- 
gation of  instruction.  The  Church  has  never  been  superior  to  the 
times,  never  as  far  advanced  as  the  best  men  of  the  day,  never  a 
leader,  but  rather  an  opposer  of  progress ;  hindering  when  ideas 
were  new,  and  only  coming  in  to  help  when  workers  without  had 
proved  their  discoveries,  and  it  was  evident  that  credit  would  be 
lost  by  refusing  to  recognise  them.  There  is  no  cruelty  the 
Church  has  not  practised,  no  sin  it  has  not  committed,  no  igno- 
rance it  has  not  displayed,  no  inconsistency  it  has  not  upheld,  from 
teaching  peace  and  countenancing  war  to  preaching  poverty  and 
piling  up  riches.  True,  there  have  been  great  saints  in  the  Church ; 
but  then  there  have  been  great  saints  out  of  it.  Saintliness  comes 
of  conscientiously  cultivating  the  divine  in  human  nature ;  it  is 
a  seed  that  is  sown  and  flourishes  under  the  most  diverse  con- 
ditions. 
[.;  ;  Beth  thought  much  on  religion  in  those  quiet  days,  and  read 

much,  looking  for  spiritual  sustenance  among  the  garbage  of 
mind  with  which  man  has  overlaid  it,  and  finding  little  to  satisfy 
her  until  one  night,  quite  suddenly,  as  she  sat  holding  her  mind 
in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  there  came  to  her  a  wonderful  flash  of 
illumination.  She  had  not  been  occupied  with  the  point  that  be- 
came apparent.  It  entered  her  mind  involuntarily,  and  was  made 
clear  to  her  without  conscious  effort  on  her  part ;  but  it  was  that 
which  she  sought — the  truth  that  moves,  makes  evident,  makes 
easy,  props  and  stays,  and  is  the  instigator  of  religious  action,  the 
source  of  aspiration,  the  ground  of  hoi)e — the  which  was  all  con- 
tained for  Beth  in  the  one  old  formula  interpreted  in  a  way  that 
was  new  to  her :  "  The  communion  of  saints  (that  inexplicable 
sympathy  between  soul  and  soul),  the  forgiveness  of  sins  (work- 
ing out  our  own  salvation  in  fear  and  trembling),  the  resurrec- 
tion of  the  body  (reincarnation),  and  the  life  everlasting  (which 
is  the  crown  of  glory,  the  final  goal). 
''  But  God  ? "  Beth  questioned. 

'*  God  is  love,"  she  read  in  the  book  that  lay  open  on  the  table 
before  her. 

Then  she  clasped  her  hands  over  the  passage  and  laid  her 
head  on  them,  and  for  a  long  time  she  sat  so,  not  thinking,  but 
M  just  repeating  it  to  herself  softly :  "  God  is  love,"  till  all  at  once 

^  there  was  a  blank  in  her  consciousness ;  thought  was  suspended ; 

when  it  returned,  she  looked  up,  and  in  herself  were  the  words : 
*•  God  is  love — no  I  Love  is  God  !  " 

In  the  joy  of  the  revelation  sha  arose,  and  going  to  the  window, 
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flung  it  wide  open.  Far  down  the  east  the  dawn  was  dimly  burn- 
ing ;  the  faint  sweet  breath  of  it  fanned  her  cheeks ;  her  chest  ex- 
panded with  a  great  throb,  and  she  exclaimed  aloud:  ''I  follow, 
follow — God — I  know  not  where/' 

Beth  had  a  task  before  her  that  day  which  she  did  not  relish 
in  the  anticipation.  She  was  going  as  a  stop-gap  to  speak  at  a 
large  meeting  to  oblige  Angelica.  She  had  the  credit  of  being 
able  to  speak,  and  she  herself  supposed  that  she  could  in  a  way, 
because  of  the  success  of  her  first  attempt ;  but  she  did  not  consent 
to  try  again  without  much  hesitation  and  many  qualms,  and  she 
would  certainly  not  have  consented  had  not  her  friends  been  in  a 
diflSculty  with  no  one  at  hand  to  help  them  out  of  it  but  herself. 
But  to  be  drawn  from  her  hallowed  seclusion  into  such  a  blaze  of 
publicity,  even  for  once,  was  not  at  all  to  her  mind,  and  much  of 
her  wakefulness  of  the  night  before  had  been  caused  by  her 
shrinking  from  the  prospect. 

Late  that  night,  after  the  meeting,  she  returned  to  her  cottage, 
alone,  cowering  in  a  corner  of  the  Kilroys'  carriage.  She  was 
cowering  from  the  recollection  of  a  great  crowd  that  rose  with 
deafening  shouts,  and  seemed  to  be  rushing  at  her — cowering,  too, 
from  the  inevitable,  which  she  had  been  forced  to  recognise — her 
vocation — discovered  by  accident  and  with  dismay,  for  it  was  not 
what  she  would  have  chosen  for  herself  in  any  way  had  it 
occurred  to  her  that  she  had  any  choice  in  the  matter.  There 
were  always  moments  when  she  would  fain  have  led  the  life 
which  knows  no  care  beyond  the  cultivation  of  the  arts,  no 
service  but  devotion  to  them,  no  pleasure  like  the  enjoyment  of 
them — a  selfish  life  made  up  of  impersonal  delights,  such  as 
music,  which  is  emotion  made  audible ;  painting,  which  is  emotion 
made  visible ;  and  poetry,  which  is  emotion  made  comprehensible 
— ^and  such  a  life  would  not  have  been  anything  but  grateful  to 
one  like  Beth,  who  had  the  capacity  for  so  many  interests  of  the 
kind.  She  was  debarred  from  all  that,  however,  by  grace  of 
nature.  Beth  could  not  have  lived  for  herself  had  she  tried.  So 
that  now,  when  the  call  had  come,  and  the  way  in  which  she 
could  best  live  for  others  was  made  plain  to  her,  she  had  no 
thought  but  to  pursue  it. 

The  carriage  put  her  down  at  her  garden  gate,  and  she  stood 

a  while,  in  the  moonlight,  listening  to  it  as  it  rolled  away  with 

patter  of  horses'  hoofs  and  rattle  of  harness,  listening  intently  as 

if  the  sound  concerned  her.    Then  she  let  herself  in,  and  was 
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hurrying  up  to  her  room,  but  stopped  short  on  the  stairs,  cowering 
from  the  crowd  again  that  rose  and  cheered,  and  cheered,  and 
seemed  to  be  rushing  at  her. 

Her  bedroom  had  windows  east,  west,  and  south,  so  that  she 
had  sunrise  and  sunset  and  the  sun  all  day.  When  she  went  in 
now  she  found  the  lamps  lighted  and  all  the  windows  shut,  and 
she  went  round  and  flung  them  open  with  an  irritable  gesture. 
Her  nerves  were  overwrought :  the  slightest  contrariety  upset  her. 
The  sweet  fresh  country  air  streamed  in,  and  the  tranquil  moon- 
light. These  alone  would  ordinarily  have  been  enough  to  soothe 
her,  but  now  she  paid  no  heed  to  them.  When  she  had  opened 
the  windows  she  began  to  take  off  her  things  in  feverish  haste, 
pacing  about  the  room  restlessly  the  while,  as  if  that  helped  her 
to  be  quicker.  Everything  she  wore  seemed  too  hot,  too  heavy, 
or  too  tight,  and  she  flung  hat  and  cloak  and  bodice  down  just 
where  she  took  them  off  in  her  haste  to  get  rid  of  them.  Throw- 
ing her  things  about  like  that  was  an  old  trick  of  her  childhood, 
and,  becoming  conscious  of  what  she  was  doing,  she  remembered 
it,  and  began  to  think  of  herself  as  she  had  been  then,  and  so 
forgot  her  troubled  self  as  she  was  at  that  moment,  fresh  from 
the  excitement  and  terror  of  an  extraordinary  achievement,  a 
great  success,  for  she  had  spoken  that  night  as  few  have  spoken — 
spoken  to  a  hostile  audience  and  fascinated  them  by  the  power  of 
her  personality,  the  mesmeric  power  which  is  part  of  the  endow- 
ment of  an  orator,  and  had  so  moved  them  that  they  rose  at  last 
and  cheered  her  for  her  eloquence,  whether  they  held  her  opinions 
or  not.  Then  there  had  come  friendly  handshakes,  and  congratu- 
lations, and  encouragement ;  and  one  had  said,  **  Beth  is  launched 
at  last  upon  her  true  career." 

*'  But  who  could  have  thought  that  that  was  her  bent  ? "  an- 
other had  asked. 

Beth  did  not  hear  the  answer,  but  she  knew  what  it  should 
have  been.  She  had  been  misled  herself,  and  so  had  every  one 
else,  by  her  pretty  talent  for  writing,  her  love  of  turning  phrases, 
her  play  on  the  music  of  words.  The  writing  had  come  of  culti- 
vation ;  but  this — this  last  discovered  power — was  the  natural  gift 
Angelica  had  said  that  all  the  indications  had  pointed  to  literary 
ability  in  Beth  ;  but  there  had  been  other  indications  hitherto  un- 
heeded. There  was  that  day  at  Castletownrock  when  Beth  in- 
vited the  country  people  in  to  see  the  house,  and,  for  the  first  time, 
found  words  flowing  from  her  lips  eloquently;  there  were  her 
preachings  to  Emily  and  Bemadine  in  the  acting  room,  of  which 
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they  never  wearied;  her  first  harangue  to  the  girls  who  had 
caught  her  bathing  on  the  sands,  and  the  power  of  her  subsequent 
teaching  which  had  bound  them  to  her  in  the  Secret  Service  of 
Humanity  for  as  long  as  sho  liked ;  there  was  her  story  telling  at 
school  too,  and  her  lectures  to  the  girls — not  to  mention  the  charm 
of  her  ordinary  conversation  when  the  mood  was  upon  her,  as  in 
the  days  when  she  used  to  sit  and  fish  with  the  bearded  sailors, 
and  hold  them  with  curious  talk  as  she  had  held  the  folk  in  Ire- 
land, fascinating  them.  And  then  there  was  the  unexpected  tri- 
umph of  her  first  public  attempt — indication  enough  in  all  con- 
science of  a  natural  bent  had  there  been  any  one  there  to  interpret 
them. 

Beth,  as  she  thought  on  these  things,  wandered  from  window  to 
window,  too  restless  and  excited  to  sit  still ;  but,  even  occupied  as 
she  was,  after  she  had  changed  her  dress,  the  old  trick  came  upon 
her,  and  she  was  all  the  time  observing.  It  was  autumn,  and  on 
the  south  she  overlooked  a  field  of  barley,  standing  in  stooks, 
waiting  to  be  carted.  She  noticed  how  the  long,  irregular  rows 
and  their  shadows  showed  in  the  moonlight.  Across  the  field  the 
farm  to  which  it  belonged  nestled  in  an  apple  orchard.  From  the 
east  end  of  the  house  she  obtained  a  glimpse  of  the  sea,  which 
was  near  enough  for  the  drowsy  murmur  of  it  to  reach  her  even 
in  calm  weather.  To  the  west  the  highroad  ran,  and  in  her  wan- 
derings from  window  to  window  Beth  paused  to  contemplate  it, 
to  follow  it  in  imagination  whither  it  led,  to  think  of  the  weary 
way  it  was  to  so  many  weary  feet,  to  mourn  because  she  could 
not  offer  rest  and  refreshment  to  every  one  that  passed. 

The  night  was  clear  and  the  air  was  crisp,  with  a  suspicion  of 
frost  in  it,  such  as  sometimes  comes  in  the  late  autumn.  The 
moon  was  sinking  and  the  stars  shone  out  ever  more  brightly. 
Down  in  the  roadway  a  little  brazier  burned  where  the  road  had 
been  taken  up  and  blocked  for  repairs,  and  over  the  brazier  the 
old  watchman,  who  should  have  been  guarding  the  tools  and 
materials  that  had  been  left  lying  about,  dozed  in  a  sort  of  sen- 
try box.  It  occurred  to  Beth  that  the  task  was  long  and  dreary, 
and  that  the  air  grew  chilly  toward  the  dawn.  Surely  some 
food  would  cheer  and  refresh  him,  and  help  to  pass  the  time. 
She  went  down  to  the  pantry  and  got  some,  then  carried  it  out 
on  a  tray.  But  the  old  man  was  sound  asleep,  and  standing  there 
in  her  long  white  wi'apper,  she  had  to  call  him  several  times : 
"  Old  man  I    Old  man  ! "  before  she  roused  him. 

He  awoke  at  last  with  a  start,  and  seeing  the  unexpected 
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apparition  in  the  dim  light,  exclaimed :  ''  Holy  Mother !  why  have 
you  come  to  me  ? " 

Beth  silently  set  the  tray  before  him  and  slipped  away,  leav- 
ing him  in  the  happy  certainty  that  the  heavenly  vision  had 
been  vouchsafed  him. 

But  the  moon  set,  the  stars  paled,  and  from  her  window  to  the 
east  Beth  watched  the  dark  melt  to  dusk  and  the  dusk  pale  to  an 
even  gray,  into  which  were  breathed  the  burnished  colours  of  a 
happy  dawn.  Then,  when  the  sun  was  high  and  the  accustomed 
sounds  of  life  and  movement  that  held  her  ear  by  day  had  well 
begun,  down  the  long  road  beneath  the  old  gnarled  trees  the  post- 
man came  beladen — and  there  were  brought  to  her  pamphlets, 
papers,  cards ,  letters,  telegrams,  a  fine  variety  of  praise,  abuse, 
sympathy,  derision,  insults,  and  admiration.  Quietly  Beth  read, 
and  knew  what  it  meant,  all  of  it — success !  success !  and  the  suc- 
cess she  had  most  desired :  that  her  words  should  come  with 
comfort  to  thousands  of  those  that  suffer,  who,  when  they  heard, 
would  raise  their  heads  once  more  in  hope.  In  one  paper  that 
she  opened  she  read :  "  A  great  teacher  has  arisen  among  us,  a 
woman  of  genius — "  Hastily  she  put  the  paper  aside,  burning 
with  a  kind  of  shame,  although  alone,  to  see  so  much  said  of 
herself.  Beth  was  one  of  the  first  swallows  of  the  women's  sum- 
mer. She  was  strange  to  the  race  when  she  arrived,  and  un- 
charitably commented  upon ;  but  now  the  type  is  known,  and  has 
ceased  to  surprise. 

When  she  was  dressed  that  morning  she  went  down  to  her 
bright  little  breakfast  parlour.  Before  her  was  the  harvest  field 
looking  its  loveliest  in  the  early  morning  sunlight.  As  she  con- 
templated the  peaceful  scene  she  thought  that  she  should  feel  her- 
self a  singularly  fortunate  being.  The  dead  would  be  with  her  no 
more,  alas !  except  in  the  spirit ;  but  all  else  that  heart  could  desire, 
was  it  not  hers  ?  The  answer  came  quick.  No !  Something  was 
wanting.    But  she  did  not  ask  herself  what  the  something  was. 

The  harvesters  were  not  at  work  that  morning,  and  she  had 
not  seen  a  soul  since  she  sat  down  to  breakfast ;  but  before  she 
left  the  table  a  horseman  came  out  from  the  farm  and  rode  to- 
ward her  across  the  long  field,  deliberately.  She  watched  him 
absently  at  first,  but  as  he  approached  he  reminded  her  of  the 
knight  of  her  daily  vision,  her  saviour,  who  had  come  to  rescue 
her  in  the  dark  days  of  her  deep  distress  at  Slane — 
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"  The  barley  sheaves."  Suddenly  Beth's  heart  throbbed  and  flut- 
tered and  stood  still.  The  words  had  come  to  her  as  the  inter- 
pretation of  an  augury,  the  fulfilment  of  a  promise.  It  seemed 
as  if  she  ought  to  have  known  it  from  the  first,  known  that  he 
would  come  like  that  at  last,  that  he  had  been  coming,  coming, 
coming  through  all  the  years.  As  he  drew  near,  the  rider  looked 
up  at  her,  the  sun  shone  on  his  face,  he  raised  his  hat.  In  dumb 
emotion,  not  knowing  what  she  did,  Beth  reached  out  her  hands 
toward  him  as  if  to  welcome  him.  He  was  not  the  knight  of  her 
dark  days,  however,  this  son  of  the  morning,  but  the  knight  of 
her  long  winter  vigil — Arthur  Brock. 


THE  END. 
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HE    CHRISTIAN.      By  Hall  Caine,  author  of 

"  The   Manxman,"  "  The  Deemster,"   "  The  Bondman,"    etc. 
i2mo.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

**  One  of  the  grandest  books  of  the  century-end." — New  York  Home 
yournal, 

"The  public  is  hardly  prepared  for  so  remarkable  a  performance  as 
*The  Christian.'  ...  A  permanent  addition  to  English  literature.  .  .  . 
Above  and  beyond  any  popularity  that  is  merely  temporary." — Boston 
Herald. 

**  Must  be  regarded  as  the  greatest  work  that  has  yet  come  from  the-  pen 
of  this  strong  writer.  ...  A  book  of  wonderful  power  and  force." — Brook- 
lyn  Eagle. 

'*  The  best  story  Hall  Caine  has  written.  It  is  one  of  the  best  stories 
that  have  been  written  for  many  years.  It  is  emphatically  the  strongest  and 
best  story  that  has  been  written  during  the  past  twelve  months.  ...  A 
masterpiece  in  fiction." — Buffalo  Commercial. 

"  This  extraordinary  piece  of  fiction.  None  who  read  it  will  gainsay  its 
power  and  effectiveness.  .  .  .  The  remarkable  book  of  the  summer." — New 
York  Times. 

**  Of  powerful  and  absorbing  interest.  The  reader  is  irresistibly  fasci- 
nated from  the  very  beginning.  ...  A  remarkable  book." — Philadelphia 
Press. 

"  A  noble  story ;  one  of  the  best  half-dozen  novels  of  the  decade ;  a 
splendid  piece  of  writing ;  a  profound  study  in  character,  and  a  series  of 
thrilling  portrayals." — Chicago  Evening  Post* 

"  A  book  that  has  assuredly  placed  its  maker  upon  a  pedestal  which  will 
last  well-nigh  forever.  .  .  .  Powerful,  thrilling,  dramatic,  and,  best  of  all, 
intensely  honest  in  its  every  line.  ...  A  truly  wonderful  achievement." — 
Cincinnati  Commercial-  7  ribune. 

"  By  long  odds  the  most  powerful  production  of  his  very  productive  pen, 
and  it  will  live  and  be  read  and  re-read  when  ninety  per  cent  of  the  books 
of  to-day  are  forgotten." — Boston  Daily  Globe. 

"  Though  the  theme  is  old,  Mr.  Caine  has  worked  it  up  with  a  passion 
and  power  that  make  it  new  again.  .  .  .  Can  not  fail  to  thrill  even  the  most 
careless  reader." — New  York  Herald. 

*' '  The  Christian  *  is  one  of  the  strongest  novels  of  the  year,  and  is  in 
some  respects  the  greatest  work  this  author  has  yet  produced." — Philadel- 
phia Evening  Telegraph. 

*'  Indisputably  Mr.  Caine*s  strongest  and  most  important  work." — Phila- 
delphia Bulletin. 

"  A  powerful  story.  .  .  .  The  portrait  of  the  pure  womanliness  of  Glory 
Quayle  is  beyond  any  praise  we  can  bestow." — N.  Y,  Mail  and  Express. 

"  By  far  the  strongest  novel  that  has  been  brought  out  this  year.  ...  If 
you  once  dip  into  it  you  must  stay  with  it  until  the  end.  It  lays  hold  upon 
your  heart  and  compels  attention." — San  Francisco  Chronicle. 
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BY   S.    R.    CROCKETT. 

Uniform  edition.     Each,  xamo,  cloth,  $1.50. 

ADS'  LOVE.     Illustrated. 


*'  It  seems  to  us  that  there  is  in  this  latest  product  much  of  the  realism  of  per- 
sonal experience.  However  modified  and  disguised,  it  is  hardly  possible  to  ihink  that 
the  writer's  personality  does  not  present  itself  in  Saunders  McQuhirr.  .  .  .  Rarely  has 
the  author  drawn  more  truly  from  life  than  in  the  cases  of  Nance  and  '  the  Hempie'; 
never  more  typical  Scotsman  of  the  humble  sort  than  the  fiarmer  Peter  Chrystie." — 
London  A  ihenautn. 

*'  A  thoroughly  delightful  book.  .  .  .  It  is  hearty,  wholesome,  full  of  pleasant  light 
and  dainty  touches.  It  must  be  regarded  as  one  of  the  best  things  that  Crockett  has 
written." — Brooklyn  Eagle. 

r^LEG  KELLY,  ARAB   OF   THE  CITY.      His 

^^      Progress  and  Adventures,     Illustrated. 

"  A  masterpiece  which  Mark  Twain  himself  ha^  never  rivaled.  .  .  .  If  there  ever 
was  an  ideal  character  in  fiction  it  is  this  heroic  ragamuffin."  —  London  Daily 
Chronicle. 

"  In  no  one  of  his  books  does  Mr.  Crockett  give  u?  a  brishter  or  more  graphic 
picture  of  contemporary  Srotch  life  than  in  '  Cleg  Kelly.'  ...  It  is  one  of  the  great 
books." — Boston  Daily  Advertiser. 

DOG-MYRTLE  AND  FEAT.     Third  edition. 

*'  Here  are  idyls,  epics,  dramas  of  human  life,  written  in  words  that  thri'.l  and 
burn.  .  .  .  Each  is  a  poem  ^at  has  an  immortal  flavor.  They  are  fragments  of 
the  author's  early  dreams,  too  bright,  too  eorgeous,  too  full  of  the  blood  of  rubies 
and  the  life  of  diamonds  to  be  caught  and  held  palpitating  in  expression's  grasp."-~ 
Boston  Courier. 

"  Hardly  a  sketch  among  them  all  that  will  not  afford  pleasure  to  the  reader  for 
its  genial  humor,  artistic  local  coloring,  and  admirable  portrayal  of  character." — 
Boston  Home  Journal. 

**  One  dips  into  the  book  anywhere  and  reads  on  and  on,  fascinated  by  the  writer's 
charm  of  manner." — Minneapolis  Tribune. 

Y^HE  LILAC  SUNBONNET.     Eighth  edition. 

**  A  love  story  pure  and  simple,  one  of  the  old  fashioned,  wholesome,  sim- 
shiny  kind,  with  a  pure-minded,  sound  hearted  hero,  and  a  heroine  who  is  merely  a 
good  and  beautiful  woman  ;  and  if  any  other  love  story  half  so  sweet  has  been  written 
this  year,  it  has  escaped  our  notice." — New  York  Times. 

*'The  general  conception  of  the  story,  the  motive  of  which  b  the  growth  of  love 
between  the  young  chief  and  heroine,  is  delineated  with  a  sweetness  and  a  freshness, 
a  naturalness  and  a  certainty,  which  places  '  The  Lilac  Sunbonnet '  among  the  best 
stories  of  die  time." — New  York  Mail  and  Express. 

"  In  its  own  line  this  little  love  story  can  hardly  be  excelled.  It  is  a  pastoral,  an 
idyl— the  story  of  love  and  courtship  and  marriage  of  a  fine  young  man  and  a  love  y 
prl— no  more;  but  it  is  told  in  so  thoroughly  delightful  a  manner,  with  such  playful 
humor,  such  deUcate  fancy,  such  true  and  sympathetic  feeling,  that  nothing  more  could 
Se  desired." — Boston  Traveler. 
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By  a.  CONAN    DOYLE. 
Uniform  edition.     i2mo.     Clothe  $ i  ^o  Oer  volume. 

f  TNCLE    BERN  AC.     A    Romance   c/    ihc    Empire. 

^    Illustrated. 

*•  *  Uncle  Bernac*  is  lor  a  truth  Dr.  Doyle's  Napoleon.  Viewed  as  a  picture  of  t!  e 
little  man  in  the  gray  coat,  it  must  rank  before  anything  he  has  written.  'Ihe  fascina- 
tion of  it  is  extraoidinary."— Z,^//i/(!?«  Daily  Chronicle. 

''  From  the  opening  pages  the  clear  and  energetic  telling  of  the  story  never  faltiirs 
and  our  attention  never  flags." — London  Observer. 

D  ODNE  Y  STONE.     Illustrated. 

"  A  remarkable  book,  worthy  of  the  pen  that  gave  us  *  The  White  Company/ 
'Micah  Clarke,'  and  other  notable  romaices." — London  Daily  News. 

"  A  notable  and  very  brilliant  work  of  genius." — London  Speaker. 

**  *  Rodney  Stone '  is,  in  our  Judgment,  distinctly  the  best  of  Dr.  Conan  Doyle's 
novels.  .  .  .  There  are  few  descriptions  in  fiction  that  can  vie  with  that  race  upon  the 
Brighton  road." — London  Times. 

"^nHE  EXPLOITS  OF  BRIGADIER   GERARD^ 

-*  A  Romance  of  the  Life  of  a  Typical  Napoleonic  Soldier.  Illus- 
trated. 

'*  The  brigadier  is  brave,  resolute,  amorous,  loyal,  chivalrous ;  never  was  a  foe  mor'» 
ardent  in  battle,  more  clement  in  victory,  or  more  ready  at  need.  .  .  .  Gallantry,  humor, 
martial  gayety,  moving  incident,  make  up  a  really  delightful  book." — London  Times. 

"  May  be  set  down  without  reservation  as  the  most  thoroughly  enjoyable  book  that 
Dr.  Doyle  has  ever  published." — Boston  Beacon, 

n^IIE    STARK    MUNRO    LETTERS.     Being  a 

•^  Series  of  Twelve  Letters  written  by  Stark  Munro,  M.  B., 
to  his  friend  and  former  fellow-student,  Herbert  Swanborough, 
of  Lowell,  Massachusetts,  during  the  years  1 881-1884.  Illus- 
trated. 

**  Cullingworth,  ...  a  much  more  interesting  creation  than  Sherlock  Holmes,  and 
I  pray  Dr.  Doyle  to  give  us  more  of  him." — Richard  le  Gallienney  in  the  London  i>tar, 

"*  The  Stark  Munro  Letters'  is  a  bit  of  real  literature.  ...  Its  reading  will  be  an 
epoch-making  event  in  many  a  life." — Philadelphia  Evening  Telegraph. 
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OUND     THE    RED    LAMP.      Being  Facts  and 

Fancies  of  Medical  Life. 

"Too  much  can  not  be  said  in  praise  of  these  strong  productions,  that  to  read, 
keep  one's  heart  leaping  to  the  throat,  and  the  mind  in  a  tumult  of  anticipation  to  the 
end.  .  .  .  No  series  of  short  stories  in  modem  literature  can  approach  them." — Hart' 
ford  Times. 

"If  Dr.  A.  'Conan  Doyle  had  not  already  placed  himself  in  the  front  rank  of  living 
English  writers  by  '  The  Refugees,'  and  other  of  his  larger  stories,  he  would  surely  do 
so  by  these  fifteen  short  talcs." — New  York  Mail  and  Express. 
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STEPHEN   CRANE'S   BOOKS. 
'J" HE    THIRD    VIOLET,     i2mo.     Cloth,  $i.oo. 

"  By  this  latest  product  of  his  genius  our  impression  of  Mr.  Crane  is  con- 
firmed that,  for  psychological  insight,  fur  dramatic  intensity,  and  for  the  potency  ol 
phrase,  he  is  already  in  the  front  rank  of  English  and  American  writers  of  fiction, 
and  that  he  possesses  a  certain  separate  quality  which  places  him  apart." — Loudon 
Academy. 

**  The  whole  book,  from  beginning  to  end,  fairly  bristles  with  fun.  ...  It  is  adapted 
for  pure  entertainment,  yet  it  is  not  easily  put  down  or  forgotten." — Boston  Herald. 

n^HE  LITTLE  REGIMENT^  and  Other  Episodes 

■^       of  the  American  Civil  War,     i2mo.     Cloth,  $i.oo. 

"  In  *  The  Little  Regiment '  we  have  again  studies  of  the  volunteers  waiting  impa- 
tiently to  fiuht  and  fighting,  and  the  impression  of  the  contest  as  a  private  soldier  hears, 
sees,  and  feels  it,  is  really  wonderful.  The  reader  has  no  privileges.  He  must,  it  seems, 
take  his  place  in  the  ranks,  and  stand  in  the  mud,  wade  m  the  river,  fight,  yell,  swear, 
and  sweat  with  the  men.  He  has  some  sort  of  feeling,  when  it  is  all  over,  that  he  has 
been  doing  just  these  things.  This  sort  of  writing  needs  no  praise.  It  will  make  its 
way  to  "the  hearts  of  men  without  praise." — New  York  Times. 

**  Told  with  a  verve  that  brings  a  whiff  of  burning  powder  to  one's  nostrils.  .  .  . 
In  some  way  he  blazons  the  scene  before  our  eyes,  and  makes  us  feel  the  very  impetus 
of  bloody  '<n2S,'*— Chicago  Evening  Post. 
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AGGIE:    A     GIRL     OF     THE     STREETS. 

i2mo.     Cloth,  75  cents.  . 

"By  writing  'Maggie'  Mr.  Crane  has  made  for  himself  a  permanent  place  in  lit-" 
erature.  .  .  .  Zola  himself  scarcely  has  surpassed  its  tremendous  portrayal  of  throlv 
bing,  breathing,  moving  life." — New  York  Mail  and  Express, 

*'  Mr.  Crane's  story  should  be  read  for  the  fidelity  with  which  it  portrays  a  life 
that  is  potent  on  this  island,  along  with  the  best  of  us.  It  is  a  powerful  portrayal,  and, 
if  somber  and  repellent,  none  the  less  true,  none  the  less  freighted  with  appeal  to  those 
who  are  able  to  assist  in  righting  wrongs." — New  York  Times. 

"J^HE  RED  BADGE  OF  COURAGE,     An  Episode 

-^       of  the  American  Civil  War,     i2mo.     Cloth,  $i.oo. 

"  Never  before  have  we  had  the  seamy  side  of  glorious  war  so  well  depicted.  .  .  . 
The  action  of  the  story  throughout  is  splendid,  and  all  aglow  with  color,  movement, 
and  vim.  The  style  is  as  keen  and  bright  as  a  sword-blade,  and  a  Kipling  has  done 
nothing  better  in  this  line." — Chicago  Evening  Post. 

"  There  is  nothing  in  American  fiction  to  compare  with  it.  .  .  .  Mr.  Crane  has 
added  to  American  literature  something  that  has  never  been  done  before,  and  that  is, 
in  its  own  peculiar  way,  inimitable."— jff<>*/<>«  Beacon. 

**  A  truer  and  completer  picture  of  war  than  either  Tolstoy  or  Zola..**— London  Ntvt 
Rernew. 
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HE  REDS  OF  THE  MIDI,  An  Episode  of  the 
French  Revolution.  By  Felix  Gras.  Translated  from  th& 
Provengal  by  Mrs.  Catharine  A.  Janvier.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  Thomas  A.  Janvier.  ^With  Frontispiece.  i2mo. 
Cloth,  $1.50. 

"It  is  doubtful  whether  in  the  English  language  we  have  had  a  more  powerful, 
impressive,  artistic  picture  of  the  French  Revolution,  from  the  revolutionist's  pomt  of 
view,  than  that  presented  in  F61ix  Gras's  *  The  Reds  of  the  Midi.'  .  .  .  Adventures 
follow  one  another  rapidly :  splendid,  brilliant  pictures  are  frequent,  and  the  thread  of 
a  tender,  beautiful  love  story  winds  in  and  out  of  its  pages." — New  York  Mail  and 
Express. 

**  'The  Reds  of  the  Midi'  is  a  red  rose  from  Provence,  a  breath  of  pure  air  in 
the  stifling  atmosphere  of  present-day  romance — a  stirring  narrative  of  one  of  the  most 
picturesque  events  of  the  Revolution  It  is  told  with  all  the  strength  of  simplicity 
ind  directness ;« it  is  warm  and  pulsating,  and  fiairly  trembles  with  excitement" — 
Chicago  Record. 

"To  the  names  of  Dickens,  Hugo,  and  Erckmann-Chatrian  must  be  added  that  of 
F^lx  Gras,  as  a  romancer  who  has  written  a  tale  of  the  French  Revolution  not  only 
possessing  historical  interest,  but  charming  as  a  story.  A  delightful  piece  of  literature, 
of  a  rare  and  exquisite  flavor." — Buffalo  Express. 

"'No  more  forcible  presentation  of  the  vi^ngs  which  the  poorer  classes  suffered  in 
France  at  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  century  has  ever  been  put  between  Uie  covers  of 
a  book." — Boston  Budget, 

'I  Every  page  is  alive  with  incidents  or  scenes  of  the  time,  and  any  one  who  reads 
it  will  get  a  vivid  picture  that  can  never  be  forgotten  of  the  Reign  of  Terror  in  Paris." 
— San  Francisco  Chronicle. 

"The  author  has  a  rare  power  of  presenting  vivid  and  lifelike  pictures.  He  is  a 
true  artist.  .  .  .  His  warm,  glowing,  Provencal  imagination  sees  that  tremendous 
battalion  of  death  even  as  the  no  less  warm  and  glowing  imagination  of  Carlylc  saw  it" 
— London  Daily  Chronicle. 

**  Of  *  The  Reds  of  theMidi '  itself  it  is  safe  to  predict  that  the  story  will  become  one 
of  the  most  widely  popular  stories  of  the  next  few  months.  It  certainly  deserves  such 
appreciative  recognition,  for  it  throbs  with  vital  interest  in  every  line.  .  .  .  The  charac- 
ters are  living,  stirring,  palpitating  human  beings,  v  ho  will  glow  in  the  reader's  memory 
long  after  he  has  turned  over  the  last  pages  of  this  remarkably  fascinating  book." — 
London  Daily  Mail. 

*' A  delightful  romance.  .  .  .  The  story  is  not  only  historically  accurate ;  it  is  one 
:.f  continuous  and  vivid  interest" — Philadelphia  Press. 

**  Simply  enthralling.  .  .  .  The  narrative  abounds  in  vivid  descriptions  of  stirring 
incidents  and  wonderfully  attractive  depictions  of  character.  Indeed,  one  might  almost 
say  of  'The  Reds  of  the  Midi'  that  it  has  all  the  fii-e  and  forcefulness  of  the  elder 
Dumas,  with  something  more  than  Dumas's  &culty  for  dramatic  compression." — 
Boston  Beacon. 

"  A^  charmingly  told  story,  and  all  the  more  delightful  because  of  the  unstudied 
simplicity  of  the  spokesman,  Pascalet  F^lix  Gras  is  a  true  artist  and  he  has  pleaded 
the  cause  of  a  hated  people  with  the  tact  and  skill  that  only  an  artist  could  employ." — 
Chicago  Evening  Post 

**  Much  excellent  revolutionary  fiction  in  many  languages  has  been  written  since 
the  announcement  of  the  expiration  of  r889,  or  rather  since  the  contemporary  publica- 
tion of  old  war  records  newly  discovered,  but  thf^re  is  none  more  vivid  than  this  story 
of  men  of  the  south,  written  by  one  of  their  own  \>\ooA.**— Boston  Herald. 
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THE  SUCCESSOR  TO   "LOOKING  BACKWARD." 

PQUALITY,    By  Edward  Bellamy.    i2mo.    Cloth, 
$1.25. 

"  The  book  is  so  full  of  ideas,  so  replete  with  suggestive  aspects,  so  rich 
in  quotable  parts,  as  to  form  an  arsenal  of  argument  for  apo&ties  of  the  new 
democracy.  .  .  .  The  humane  and  thoughtful  reader  will  lay  down  *  Equality  ' 
and  regard  the  world  about  him  with  a  feeling  akin  to  that  with  which  the 
child  of  thi  te  lement  returns  from  his  '  country  week '  to  the  foul  smeils,  the 
discordant  noises,  the  incessant  strife  of  the  wonted  environment.  Immense 
changes  are  undoubtedly  in  store  for  the  coming  century.  The  industrial 
transtormations  of  the  world  for  the  past  hundred  years  seem  to  assure  for 
the  next  hundred  a  mutation  in  social  'Conditions  commensurately  radical. 
The  tendency  is  undoubtedly  toward  human  unity,  social  sclidarity.  Science 
will  more  and  more  make  social  evolution  a  voluntary,  self-directing  process 
on  the  part  of  man." — Sylvester  Baxter,  in  the  Review  of  Reviews, 

"  '  Equality '  is  a  greater  book  than  '  Looking  Backward,'  while  it  is  mora 
powerful ;  and  the  smoothness,  the  n^ver-failing  interest,  the  limpid  clear- 
ness and  the  simplicity  of  the  argument,  and  the  timeliness,  will  make  it 
extremely  popular.  Here  is  a  book  that  every  one  will  read  and  enjoy. 
Rant  there  is  none,  but  the  preient  system  is  subjected  to  a  searching  arraig:n- 
ment.    Withal,  the  story  is  bright,  optimistic,  and  cheerful." — Boston  Herald. 

*'  Mr.  Bellamy  has  bided  his  time — the  full  nine  years  of  Horace's  counsel. 
Calmly  and  quietly  he  has  rounded  out  the  vision  which  occurred  to  him.  .  .  . 
That  Mr.  Bellamy  i->  earnest  and  honest  in  his  convictions  is  evident.  That 
hundreds  of  earnest  and  honest  men  hold  Ihe  same  convictions  is  also  evident. 
Will  the  future  increase,  or  decrease,  the  number  ? " — I^ew  York  Herald. 

"  So  ample  was  Mr.  Bellamy's  material,  so  rich  is  his  imaginative  power, 
that  '  Looking  Backward '  scarcely  gave  him  room  to  turn  in.  .  .  .  The 
b  itterment  of  man  is  a  noble  topic,  and  the  purpose  of  Mr.  Bellamy's  *  Equal- 
ity '  is  to  approach  it  with  reverence.  The  book  will  raise  many  discussions. 
The  subject  which  Mr.  Bellamy  writes  about  is  inexhaustible,  and  it  hcis  never- 
failing  human  interest." — New  York  Times. 

"  *  Equality'  deserves  praise  for  its  completeness.  It  shows  the  thought 
and  work  of  years.  It  apparently  treats  of  every  phase  of  its  subject.  .  ,  . 
Altogether  praiseworthy  and  very  remarkable." — Chicago  Tribune. 

"  There  is  no  question  at  all  about  the  power  of  the  author  both  as  the 
teller  of  a  marvelous  story  and  as  the  imaginative  creator  of  a  scheme  of 
earthly  human  happiness.  ♦  Equality '  is  profoundly  interesting  in  a  great 
many  different  ways." — Boston  Daily  Advertiser, 

"  A  vastly  interesting  work,  and  those  who  feel  in  the  air  the  coming  of 
great  social,  industrial,  and  economical  changes,  whether  they  hope  for  or 
fear  them,  will  find  '  Equality  '  the  most  absorbing  reading.  The  ready  sale 
of  the  first  installment  of  the  book  shows  how  real  and  general  the  concern 
in  these  questions  has  grown  to  be." — Springfield  Republican. 
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HAxMTJN    GARLAND'S   BOOKS. 

Uniform  edition.  Each,  xamo,  cloth,  $1.35. 

AY  SIDE  COURTSHIPS, 


There  are  two  ideas  which  run  through  this  book.  One  of  the 
most  characteristic  phases  of  life  in  the  West  is  the  movement  of  its  people, 
particularly  of  its  young  men.  The  latter  are  always  on  the  road  to  college, 
to  the  city,  to  places  farther  west.  On  the  way  a  woman's  face  often  causes 
the  young  man  to  pause,  turn,  and  perhaps  remain.  This  motive  underlies 
the  book.  On  her  part,  the  woman  finds  a  peculiar  fascination  in  tlie  p>ass- 
ing  of  the  stranger  and  the  effect  upon  her  life.  A  deeper  interest  still  is 
suggested  in  the  proem  and  elsewhere  in  the  book.  *'  Wayside  Courtships  " 
will  be  found  to  be  a  most  significant  expression  of  the  author's  strong 
and  individual  talent. 

TASON  ED  WARDS,     An  Average  Man, 

"The  average  man  in  the  industrial  ranks  is  presented  in  this  story  in  as  life- 
like a  manner  as  Mr.  Bret  Harte  presenf^d  the  men  in  the  California  mining  camps 
thirty  yeais  ago.  ...  A  story  which  will  be  read  with  absorbing  interest  by  hun- 
dreds of  workingraen." — Boston  Herald, 


A 


MEMBER   OF  THE   THIRD  HOUSE.    A 

Story  of  Political  Warfare, 

*'  The  work  is.  in  brief,  a  keen  and  searching  study  of  lobbies  and  lobbyists.  At 
least,  Jt  is  the  lobbies  that  furnish  its  motive,  tor  the  rest,  the  story  is  narrated  with 
much  power,  and  the  characters  of  Brennan,  the  smart  wire-puller,  the  millionaire  Davis, 
the  reformer  Tuttle,  and  Evelyn  Ward  are  skillfully  individualized.  .  .  .  Mr.  Garland's 
people  have  this  peculiar  characteristic,  that  they  have  not  had  a  literary  world  made 
for  them  to  live  in.  They  seem  to  move  and  act  in  the  cold,  gray  iight  of  reality,  and 
in  that  trying  light  they  are  evidently  human." — Chicago  Record. 


A 


SPOIL   OF  OFFICE,     A    Story  of  the  Modern 

West. 

"  It  awakens  in  the  mind  a  tremendous  admiration  for  an  artist  who  could  so  find 
his  way  through  the  mists  of  familiarity  to  an  artistic  haven.  ...  In  reading  *  A  Spoil 
of  Office'  one  feels  a  continuation  of  interest  extending  from  the  fictional  into  the 
actual,  with  no  break  or  divergence.  And  it  seems  to  be  only  a  question  of  waiting  a 
day  or  two  ere  one  will  nu  up  agunst  the  characters  in  real  Ufe." 

ALSO, 

LITTLE  NORSK ;  or,  OV  Pafs  Flaxen.     i6mo. 

Boards,  50  cents. 

"True  feeling,  the  modesty  of  Nature,  and  the  sure  touch  of  art  are  the  marks  of 
this  pure  and  graphic  story,  which  has  added  a  bright  leaf  to  the  author's  laurels." — 
Chicago  Tribune. 

'•  A  delightful  story,  full  of  humor  of  the  finest  kind,  genuine  pathos,  and  enthralling 
iu  its  vivid  human  interest." — London  Academy. 
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D.  APPLETON  &  CO/S  PUBLICATIONS. 

Books  by  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes  (Sara  Jeannette  Duncan). 
IS   HONOUR,    AND    A    LADY,      Illustrated. 


i2mo.     Cloth,  $1.50. 


**  *  His  Konour,  and  a  Lady'  is  a  finished  novel,  colored  with  true  local  dyes  and 
tn«itinct  with  die  Anglo-Indian  and  pure  Indian  spirit,  besides  a  perversion  by  origi- 
nality of  created  character  and  a  crisp  way  of  putting  things." — Chicago  Times- 
Herald. 
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n 


HE  STORY  OF  SONNY  SAHIB.     Illustrated. 
i2mo.    Cloth,  $1.00. 
As  perfect  a  story  of  its  kind  as  can  be  imagined." — Chicago  Times-Herald. 


J/ERNON'S    AUNT.     With    many    Illustratious. 
^        i2mo.    Cloth,  $1.25. 

**  A  most  vivid  and  realistic  impression  of  certain  phases  of  life  in  Tndia,  and  no  one 
can  read  her  vivacious  chronicle  without  indulging  in  many  a  hearty  laugh.^' — Boston 
Beacon. 


A 


DAUGHTER  OF  TO-DAY,     A  Novel.     i2mo. 

Cloth,  $1.50. 

'*  This  novel  is  a  strong  and  serious  piece  of  work ;  one  of  a  kind  that  is  getting  too 
rare  in  ^ese  days  of  universal  crankiness." — Boston  Courur, 


A 


SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:   Haw  Ortkodocia  and  I 

Went  Round  the  World  by  Ourselves,    "With   iii  Illustrations 

by  F.  H.  TowNSEND.     i2mo.     Paper,  75  cents ;  cloth,  $1.75. 

"  A  brip^hter,  merrier,  more  entirely  charming  book  would  be,  indeed,  difficult  to 
find."-i/.  Louis  Republic. 


A 


N  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON,     With  80 

Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.     i2mo.     Paper,  75  cents ; 

cloth,  $1.50. 

"  So  sprighdy  a  book  as  this,  on  life  in  London  as  observed  by  an  American,  has 
never  before  been  written." — Philadelphia  Bulletin, 


T 


HE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES   OF  A  MEM- 

SAHIB.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.     i2mo. 

Cloth,  $1.50. 

"  It  is  like  traveling  without  leaving  one's  armchair  to  read  it  Miss  Dun.can  has 
the  descriptive  and  narrative  gift  in  lar^^e  measure,  and  she  brings  vividly  before  us 
the  street  scenes,  the  interiors,  the  bewilderingly  queer  natives,  the  gayeties  of  the 
English  t^oXony."— Philadelphia  Telegraph. 


New  York :  D.  APPLETON  &  CO.,  ^^  Fifth  Avenue. 
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NOVELS  BY  MAARTEN  MAARTENS. 

'Y'HE  GREATER  GLORY,     A  Story  of  High  Lift. 

-*       By  Maarten  Maartens,   author  of  "God's  Fool,"   "Joost 

Avelingh,"  etc.     i2mo.    Cloth,  $1.50. 

"  Until  the  Appletons  discovered  the  merits  of  Maarten  Maartens,  the  foremost  of 
Dutch  novrelists,  it  is  doubtful  if  many  American  readers  knew  that  there  were  Dutch 
novelists.     His  '  God's  Fool'  and  'Joost  Avelingh '  made  for  him  an  American  repuca> 
tion.     To  our  mind  this  just  published  work  of  his  is  his  best  .  .  .  He  is  a  master  oi 
epigram,  an  artist  in  description,  a  prophet  in  insight." — Bcston  Advertiser, 

"  It  would  take  several  columns  to  give  any  adequate  idea  of  the  superb  way  in 
which  the  Dutch  novelist  has  developed  his  theme  and  wrought  out  one  of  the  most 
impressive  stories  of  the  period.  ...  It  belongs  to  the  smsdl  class  of  novels  which 
one  can  not  afford  to  neglect." — San  Francisco  Chronicle. 

**  Maarten  Maartens  stands  head  and  shoulders  above  the  average  novelist  of  the 
day  in  intellectual  subtlety  and  imaginative  power." — Boston  Beacon, 

GOD*S  FOOL,     By  Maarten    Maartens.      i2mo. 
Cloth,  $1.50. 

"  Throughout  there  is  an  epigrammatic  force  which  would  make  palatable  a  less 
interesting  story  of  human  lives  or  one  less  6isit\yAo\d."—-LoMdon  Saturday  Revino. 

"  Perfectly  easy,  graceful,  humorous.  .  .  .  The  author's  skill  in  character-drawing 
is  undeniable." — London  Chronicle, 

*'  A  remarkable  work." — //ew  York  Times. 

"Maarten  Maartens  has  secured  a  firm  footing  in  the  eddies  of  current  literature. 
.  .  .  Pathos  deepens  into  tragedy  in  the  thrilling  story  of  '  God's  Fool.'  " — PkUadeU 
fhia  Ledger. 

"  Its  preface  alone  stamps  the  author  as  one  of  the  leading  English  novelists  of 
to-day." — Boston  Daily  Advertiser. 

**  The  story  is  wonderfully  brilliant  .  .  .  The  interest  never  lags ;  the  style  is 
realistic  and  intense;  and  there  is  a  constantly  underlying  current  of  subtle  humor. 
...  It  is,  in  short,  a  book  which  no  student  of  modem  literature  should  fail  to  read." 
— Boston  Times. 

"  A  story  of  remarkable  interest  and  point" — New  York  Observer, 


7 


VOST  AVELINGH,      By  Maarten    Maartens. 

i2mo.     Cloth,  $1.50. 

"So  unmistakably  good  as  ro  induce  the  hooe  that  an  acquaintance  with  the  Dutch 
literature  of  fiction  may  soon  become  more  general  among  us." — London  Morning 
Post, 

**  In  scarcely  any  of  the  sensational  novels  of  the  day  will  the  reader  find  more 
nature  or  more  human  nature."—  London  Standard. 

'*A  novel  ofa  very  high  type.  At  once  strongly  realistic  and  powerfully  ideal- 
.M,^"— London  Literary  World. 

"  Full  of  local  color  and  rich  in  quaint  phraseology  and  suggestion." — London 
Telegraph. 

**  Maarten  Maartens  is  a  capital  story-teller." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"Our  English  writers  of  fiction  will  have  to  look  to  ihcax  ]BUTt\s.*'^Birmingham 
Deny  Post,  

New  York:  D.  APPLETON  tt  CO,.  '?2  Fifth  Avenue. 
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SOME   NOTABLE   AMERICAN   FICTION 

IN 

APPLETONS'  TOWN  AND  COUNTRY  LIBRARY. 

Each,  xamo,  cloth,  $x.oo;  paper,  50  cents. 

/I  COLONIAL  FREE-LANCE.     By  Chauncey  C. 

"^^*     HoTCHKiss,  author  of  **  In  Defiance  of  the  King." 

"We  have  had  stories  of  the  Revolution  dealing  with  its  statesmen,  its  soldiers, 
and  its  home  life,  but  the  good  b^oks  relating  to  adventure  by  sea  have  been  few  and 
far  between.  The  best  of  these  for  many  a  moon  is  '  A  Coicnial  Free-Lance  '  There 
i;>  9  rattle  and  dash,  a  continuity  of  adventure  that  constantly  chains  the  reader's  atten- 
tion and  makes  the  book  delightful  reading." — Philadelphia  Inquirer. 


T 


HE    SUN    OF   SARATOGA,       By  Joseph    A. 
Altsheler. 


*'  Taken  altogether,*  The  Sun  of  Saratoga  '  is  the  best  hbtorical  novel  of  American 
origin  that  has  been  written  for  years,  if  not,  indeed,  in  a  fresh,  simple,  unpretending, 
unlatM>red,  manly  way,  that  we  have  ever  read." — New  York  Alail  and  Express. 


M 


ASTER  ARDICK,    BUCCANEER.     By  R  H. 

COSTELLO. 


<(< 


'  This  story  is  one  of  the  real  old-fashioned  kind  that  novel  readers  will  take  de- 
light in  perusing.  There  are  incident  and  adventure  in  plenty.  Tlie  characters  are 
bold,  knightly,  and  chivalrous,  and  delightful  entertainers." — Boston  Courier. 


T 


HE   INTRIGUERS,      A    Novel.     By  John   D. 
Barry. 


••  The  story  is  a  wholesome,  enlivening  bit  of  romance.    It  rings  pure  and  sweet,  and 
is  most  happy  in  its  characterizations." — Boston  Herald. 

**  A  bright  society  novel,  sparkling  with  wit  and  entertaining  from  beginning  to 
end." — Boston  Times. 


I 


'N  DEFIANCE  OF  THE  KING,     A  Romance  of 
the  American  Revolutioji.    By  Chauncey  C.  Hotchkiss. 

*' Thrills  from  beginning  to  end  with  the  spirit  of  the  Revolution.  .  .  .  His  whole 
story  is  so  absorbing  that  yon  will  sit  up  far  into  the  night  to  finish  it,  and  lay  it  aside 
with  the  feeling  that  you  have  seen  a  gloriously  true  picture  of  the  Revolution." — Bos- 
ton Herald. 


I 


'N  OLD  NEW  ENGLAND.     The  Romance  of  a 

Colonial  Fireside.     By  Hezekiah  Butterworth. 

"We  do  not  remember  any  other  volume  which  holds  within  its  covers  a  series  of 
suih  charmino:  legends  and  traditions  of  New  England's  earlier  history.  ...  *  In  Old 
New  England'  possesses  a  charm  rare  indeed.  It  will  be  welcomed  by  young  and  old 
alike."— ^^x«/  York  Mail  and  Express. 
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